THE 


Britiſh Parnaſſus: 


Or, A Compleat 


Common - Place- Book | 
ENGLISH POETRY: 


CONTAINING 
The moſt genuine, inſtructive, diverting 
and ſublime 'T u ou GATS. 


Allegories, Compariſalia, Similitudes, Apho- 
riſms moral and political, Characters and 
Deſcriptions of Perſons, Paſſions, Places 
and Things, that are in the WORKS 
of our moſt celebrated POET S. 

ALPHABETICALLY digeſted, and brought 

down to the preſent Time. 


To which is prefix d, 
A DI ScCTIONARVY of RHYMES: 


more copious than any hitherto extant. 
In TWO VOLUMES. 


AOL 
Ey ED w. BysSHt Gent. 


Aer ut __ in ſaltibus omnia libant ; 
Omnia nos itidem depaſcimur aurea dicta, 
Area, WI Jemper digniſima wits. Luer. 


Frinre by J. Nutt in hs SAVOY; And Sold 
| einbeftog At the Colden Buck and Son 
dd t. Dunſtan's Church in Heetſtreet, and 
J. Morphev near Statienert- lad. MDCCXITV. 


222 


* . 


— _ U 


N 
8 S 


— 


— 


ͤ— — — — 
2 3 1 . 
oO a oo Ee CEOS. Fax n 8 * 
1 2 a= 


Fi 


* 8 f 
P * » 
S — © IR on "ERA, 
* 


— . 5 * " 5 rr ela ates 
2 " 1 4 . K ˙¹ A SIN CCNCLLE BO I0 Se re _—_— . * hoy) e — 
1 2-4 ar ERICA A A et xr. Se — e l — — — : 


473 
NN 
Eon ol 
THE 
Britiſh Parnaſſus : 

Or, A Compleat 
Common-Place-Book 
. x) 1 1 | 
ENGLISH POEKSE, 1 


PY 


DOEIOE 
NN 


1 VL. 'WÞ 


* 
| 1 I A M1 B. | 

HE Lambs, with various Turns, Creech. Luer. 
Play o'er the Field, and try their tender Horns. 

So ſpotleſs Lambs, which for their Mothers bleat, 
Wake hungry Lions, and become their Meat. Wall. 

So ſafe are Lambs within the Lion's Pow'r, 

Ungrip'd and play'd with, till fierce Hunger calls 
Then Nature thews it ſelf; The cloſe-hid Nails 3 
Are ſtretch d and open d to the panting Prey. Dryd. K. Arth. 


LAM ENT ING the Dead. 

It was a diſmal and a fearful Night, 
Scarce could the Moon drive on th* — Tight, 
When Sleep, Death's Image, left my troubled Breaſt, 
By ſomething, liker Dn poſſeſt. | 
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My Eyes with Tears did uncommanded flow, 
A And on my Soul hung the dull Weight 
Oft ſome intolerable Fare, - 
My ſweer Companion, and my gentle Peer, 
Way haſt thau left me thus unkiodly here, 
y end for ever, and my Life to moan ? 
Oh thou haſt left me all alone! 
Thy Soul and Body, when Death's Agony 
Beſieg'd around thy noble Heart, 
„Did not with more Reluctance 
Than my deareſt Friend, do part from thee. - 
Life and this World henceforth will redious be. 
Silent and fad I walk about al Day, 1 5 
As ſullen'Ghofts ftalk ſpeechleſs by, 
Where their hid Treaſures lie: 
Alas! My eme gone, why do 1 ſtay? 
Hencefurth, ye gentle Trees, for ever fade, 
Or yu {ad Branches thicker join, 
And into dark {om Shades combine, 
Dark as the Grave, wherein my Friend is laid. 
Henceforth, no learned Youths beneath you ſing, 


Till all the runeful Birds t'your Boughs they bring; 0 


No tunefnl Birds play with their wonted Chear, 
And call the learned Youths to _ 
b 


No whiſtling Winds thro? the glad Branches 


Bur all, with fad Solemnity, 

Nute and unmovedbe, 
Mute as the Grave wherein my Friend does lie. - 
Hence now, my Muſe, thou canſt not me delight; 

Be rhis my. lateſt Verſe, | | 
With which 1 now adorn his Herſe, | 
And this my Grief without thy Help'\ſhall write. 
Had I a, Wreath of Bays about my Brow, 


| I ſhould contemn that flour ſhing Honour now; 


Condemn it to the Fire, and joy to hear. 
| It rage. and crackle there: 
inſtead of Bays, crown with ſad Cypreſs me, 
Cypreſs, which Tombs does beautify. 
ot Phoebus griev'd ſo much, as I, 


For him who firſt was made that mournful Tree. Cowẽ I. 


Beſt Friend! Could my unbounded Grief but rate, 
_— ue Proportion, thy too cryel Fate; 
Could I fome happy Miracle bring fort,, 
Great as my Wiſhes, and thy greater Worth, 
All Helicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 
And pay a Tribute to thy Shrine; 
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| The learned Sifters all transform'd ſhou'd be, 
No longer Nine, but one Melpomene; 

Each ſhou'd into a Niobe relent, 

At once the Mourner, and'thy Monument : 

Each ſhould become 3 
Like the fam'd Memnon's ſpeaking Tomb, 
To ſing thy well-tun'd Praiſe; _ ; 

Nor ſhould we fear their being dumb, - 
ou {till would'ſt make them vocal with thy Lays. _ 

d that I cou d diſtil my vital Juice in Tears! 

Or waſte my Soul in ſobbing Airs. 

| Were I all Eyes 

To flow in liquid Elegies 

That ev'ry Limb might grieve, 

And dying Sorrows ſtill retrie xe! 
My Life ſhou'd be but one long mourning Day, 
And, like moiſt Vapours, melt in Tears zway. Oldh. 

gut he ſleeps happy, | | 
mult wake for ever. This Object, this, 
his Face of fatal Beauty —= 3 

Will ſtretch my Lids with vaſt eternal Tears: 

dere lies my Fate 

Ind all my Victories for ever folded up: 

y Banners all in this dear Body loſt; . 
y Standard's Triumph's gone! 

D when ſhall I be mad : Give Orders to | 
he Army, that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
ound their bright Armour into duſt! Away! | 
there not Cauſe to put the World in Mourning? 
ear all your Robes: He dies chat is not naked 
Down to the Waiſt, all like the Sons of Sorrow: 
zurn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the SKy: 
eat down the Battlements of ev'ry City: 

Ind, for the Monument of this lov'd Creature, 

Loot up thoſe Bowers, and pave them all with Gold: 

Draw dry the Ganges; make the Indies Poor: 

o build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 
ut an ſhining Gods to make it rare. Lee Alex. 
aptures of Grief be your Delight: 

Thro? ev'ry Street lamenting go, 

Strains of unruly Anguiſh ſhow, | 
nd howling Tempeſts raiſe of wild deſpairing Woe. Blas; 
The Face of Things is chang'd, and Athens now, 
hat laugh'd ſo late, becomes the Scene of Woe : 

T latrons and Maids, both Sexes, ev'ry State, 

"The ith Tears lament the 2 untimely Fate: 


% 
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Thy Bluſhes, that have warm'd ſo many Hearts? 


: Till 


With the Sicilian Bard, or Mantuan Swain; 
Or melting Words, or moving Numbers chuſe, 


And with melodious Woe the Valleys fill: 


And not in Sighs, but Words, explaining Sighs, lament. 


Artleſs as Nature's Notes in Birds untaught ; 


Not ee Grief-in falling Troy was ſeen | 

For He&or's Death: But Hector was not then: 
Old Men with Duſt deform'd their hoary Hair: I. 
The Women beat their Breaſts ; their Cheeks they tear: 
Why would thou go, with one Conſent they cry; 
When thou had*ſt Gold enough, and Emily? 
Theſeus himſelf, who ſhou'd have chear'd the Grief 
Of others, wanted now the ſame Relief. Dryd. Chauc. | 
Stiff, cold, and pale! Where are thy Beauties now? 


All Hearts, that ever felt her conqu' ring Beauty, 

Sigh till you break; and all ye Eyes, that languiſh'd 2 

In ay Lavinia's Brightneſs, wee with me, Mar, 

rief grow gen'ral, and the World's in Tears. Otw. C. 

And now, extended on this wither'd Moſs, 

We'll lie, and thou ſhalt ſing of Albion's Loſs: © 

Of Albion's Loſs, and of Paſtora's Death, 

"nw thy mournful Song, and raiſe thy tuneful Breath. 
could F ſing in Verſe of equal Strain 


Sweet as the Britiſh Colin's mourning Muſe, 
Could I, like him, in tuneful Grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aſtrophel ; 
Then might I raiſe my Voice, ſecure of Skill, 


The lifPning Echo on my Song ſhould wait, 

And hollow Rocks Paſtora's Name repeat; , 

Each whiſtling Wind, and murm'ring Stream ſhould tell, 

How lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how lamented fell. - _ 
Wert thou with uy Bay and Laurel crown'd, 

And high as Pan himſelf in Song renown'd, 

Yet would not all thy Art avail to ſhow - 

Verſe worthy of her Name, or of our Woe : 

But ſuch true Paſſion in thy Face appears, 

In thy pale Lips, thick Sighs, and guſhing Tears; 

Such tender Sorrow in thy Heart I read, 

As ſhall ſupply all Skill, if not exceed. 

Then leave this common Form of dumb Diſtreſs, 

Each vulgar Grief can Sighs and Tears expreſs ; 

In ſweet complaining Notes thy Paſſion vent, 


Wild be my Words, Menalcas, wild my Thought, 


Boundleſs oy Verſe, and roving be my Strains, 
Various as Flow'rs on unfrequented Plains. 


ell, 


It. 
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Learn to lament, my Muſe, to weep,” and mourn, 
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And thou, Thalia, darling of my Breaſt, 
By whom inſpir'd, I ſung at Comus' Feaſt, 

While in a Ring the jolly rural Throng - | 
Have fate, and ſmil'd to hear my chearful Sang; 
e gone, with-allthy Mirth and ſprightly Lays ; 


ipe no longer now thy Pow 'r obeys: - 


Thy ſpringing Laurels all to Cypreſs turn; 
Wound with thy diſmal Cries he tender Air, 


And beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Hair; 
Far hence, in utmolt Wilds thy Dwelling chuſe, 
Be gone, Thalia; Sorrow is my M 


uſe. 
o more theſe Woods ſhall with her Sight be bleſs'd, 


Nor with her Feet theſe flow'ry Plains be preſs'd ; 
No more the Winds ſhaHl with her Treſſes play, 
And from her balmy Breath ſteal Sweets away; 

No more theſe Rivers chearfully ſhall paſs, 


Pleas'd to reflect the Beauties of her Face, 3 
While on their Banks the wond'r ing Flocks have ſtood, 
Greedy of Sight, and negligent of Food. 

No more the Nymphs ſhall with ſoft Tales delight 

Her Ears; no more with Dances pleaſe her Sight: 

Nor ever more ſhall Swain make Song of Mirth, 

To bleſs the joyous Day: that gave her Birth : 

Loft is that Day, which had from ber its Light, 

For ever loſt with her, in endleſs Night; R 


In endleſs Night, and Arms of Death ſhe lies, 


Death in eternal Shades has ſhut Paſtora's Eyes. 
Lament, ye Nymphs; and mourn, ye wretched Swains ; 
Stray, all ye locks? and defart be, ye Plains; 

Sigh, all ye Winds; and weep, ye cryſtal Floods, 


rade, all ye Flow'rs, and wither, all ye Woods. 


And ſee! The Heav'ns to weep in Dew prepare, 
And heavy Miſts obſcure the burden'd Air ; | 


A ſoddain Damp o'er all the Plain is ſpread, 
Each Lilly folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head: 


On ev'ry Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears, 
And ey ry Bough a weeping Moiſture bears: 
Their Wings the feather'd airy People droop, 
And Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. - 
The Rocks are cleft, and new deſcending Rill 
Furrow the Brows of all th' impending Hills, 


The Water-Gods to Floods their Riv'lets turn, 


And each, with ſtreaming Eyes, ſupplies his wanting Urn. 
The Fauns forſake the Woods, the Nymphs the Grove, 


And round the Plain in {ad Diſtractions rove; 


3 „ 


L A 

In prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear, 
And leave on Thorns their Locks of golden Hair. 

With their ſharp Nails themſelves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their ſhaggy Beards,and bite with Grief the Ground 

Lo! Pan himſclf, beneath a blaſted Oak, | 
Dejected lies, his Pipe in pieces broke. 

ee Pales weeping too, in wild Deſpair, 

And to the piercing Winds her Boſom bare. 

And ſee yond' fading Myrtle, where appears 
The Queen of Love; all bath'd in flowing Tears: 
See, how ſhe e ber Hands, and beats her Breaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her Waſte: 
Hear the fad Murmurs of her Pane Doves, 
For Grief they ſigh, forgetful of their Loves. 
Lo! Love himſelf with heavy Woes oppreſt ! 
See, how his Sorrows {well his tender Breaſt; 
His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, 
And folds his little Arms, and hangs his droopi 
Then lays his Limbs upon the dying Graſs, | 
And all with Tears bedews his — Face; 
With Tears, which from his falded Lids ariſe, 
And even Love himſelf has weeping Eyes. 
All Nature mourns ; the Floods and Rocks deplore, 
And cry with me, Paſtora 7 no more! ö 4 

Mourn all ye Groves, in darker Shades be feen, 
And Groans be heard, where gentle Winds have been: 
Ye Albion Rivers, weep your Fountains dry; 

Ind all ye Plants, your Moiſture ſpend, and die: 

Ye imelancholy Flow'rs, which once were Men, 
Lament, until you be transform'd again ; 
Let ev'ry Roſe pale as the Lilly be, 
And Winter Froſt ſeize the Anemone: 


— 


In mournful Letters thy ſad Glory ſhow, 
. thy Grief, and flouriſn in thy Woe. Eo 
ourn, ye ſweet Nightingales, in the thick Woods; 
Ye gentle Swans that haunt the Brooks and Springs, 

Pine with ſad Grief, and droop your ſickly Wings; 

In doleful Notes the heavy Loſs bewail, 50 
Such as you ſing at your own Funeral. 

Nothing is heard upon the Mountains now, 

But pentive Herds, that for their Maſter low; 
Straggling and comfortleſs about they rove, 
Unmindful of their Paſture and their Love. 

Each Flor now fades, and hangs its wither'd Head, 
And ſcorns ta thrive, ot live now thou art dead. 


But thou, O Hyacinth, more vig'rous grow, } a 4 
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The bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
| The painful Bees negle& their wonted Toil; 
| Alas! What boots it now their Hives to ſtore - 4 
nd, With the rich Spoils of ev'ry plunder'd Flow'r, .(Moſch. 
Wen thou, who waſt all ſweetneſs, art no more? Oldh. 
= The Rivers too, as if they would deplore ; . 
his Death, with Grief {well higher than before: 
The Flow'rs all weep'in Tears of dreary Dew, (Bion. 
And by their drooping Heads their Sorrows ſnew. Oldh. 
Under how hard a Law are mortals born! | 
Whom now we envy, we anon mult mourn : 
What Heav'n ſets higheft, and ſeems moſt to a 
Is ſoon removed from our wond'ring Eyes. Wall. 
O ſhe is gone! Gone like a new-born Flow'r, | 
That deck'd ſome Virgin Queen's delicious Bow'r; 
Torn from the ſtalk by ſome untimely Blaſt, 
And ' mongſt the vileſt Weeds and Rubbiſh caſt: 
But Flow'rs return, and teeming Springs diſcloſe 
The Lilly whiter, and more freſh the Roſe: 
But no kind Seaſon back her Charms can bring, 
And Floriana has no ſecond Spring. | 
O ſhe is ſet! Set like the 1 un, 
Darkneſs is round us, and glad Day is gone! 1 
Alas! The Sun that's ſet again will riſe, | 
And gild with richer Beams the Morning Skies; 
But Beauty, tho? as brighras they it ſhines, < 
dy - ort Fo Sic Weſt eig Lach 
There's no the returning Light, 
But all is long Oblivion, all eternal Nighr. Duke. 
But, as thou dwell'ſt upon that Heav'nly Name, 
To Grief for ever ſacred, as to Fame, | 
Oh! Read it to thy ſelf; in filence weep 
And thy convulſive Sorrows inward keep, 
L Leſt Britain's Grief ſhou'd waken at the Sound; 
And Blood guſh freſh from ker eternal Wound. Prior. 
Let Nature change, let Heav'a and Earth deplore: 
Fair Daphne's dead, andi Love is now no more! 
*Tis done! And Nature's various Charms decay: 
be, gooey Cy —_— the 2 Day: 
O with Pearls 1 recs appear, 
Their Faded Honours „ Ber. 7 
See, where on Earth the flow'ry Glories lie, 
With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah! What avail the Beauties Nature wore?. | - 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Beauty is no more! F 
For her the Flocks refuſe their verdaht Food, . 
or thirſty Heifers ſeek the gliding Flood... 
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The filver Swans her hapleſs Fate bemoan, 
In ſadder Notes than when they ſing their own. 


Echo no more the rural Song rebounds, 3 
Her Name alone the mournful Echo ſounds ; 


Her Name with Pleaſure, once The taught the Shore: 


Now Daphne's dead, and Pleaſure is no more! 
No grateful Dews deſcend from ev'ning Skies, 
Nor 3 Odours from the Flow'rs ariſe. 
No rich Perfumes refreſh the fruitful Field, 
Nor fragrant Herbs the ir native Incence yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent fince her Death, 
Lament the ceaſing of a {ſweeter Breath. 


Th' induſtrious Bees neglect their 3 Store; 


Fair Daphne's dead, and Sweetneſs is no more? 

No more the mounting Lar ks, while Daphne ſings, 

Shall, liſt'ning in mid Air, ſuſpend their Wings; 

No more the Nightingales repear her Lays, 

Or, huſh'd with Wonder, hearken from the Sprays : 

No more the Streams their Murmurs ſhall forbear, 

A ſweeter Muſick than their own to hear, | 

But tell the Reeds, and tell the vocal Shore, 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Muſick is no more ! 

Her Fate is whiſper'd by the gentle Breeze, 

And told in Sighs to all the trembling Trees: 

The trembling Trees, in cv'ry Plain and Wood 

Her Fate remurmur to the ſilver Flood 

The filver Flocd, fo lately calm, appears 

Swell'd with new Paſſion, and o'erflows with Tears: 

The Winds and Trees and Floods ber Death deplore: 

Daphne, our Grief | Our Glory now no more! Pope. 

"Tis Folly, all that can be ſaid, 

By living Mortals, of th' immortal Dead; 

And I'm afraid they laugh at the vain Tears we ſhed : 
*Tis as if we, who ſtay behind, | 

. In Expectation of the Wind, 

Shou'd pity thoſe who paſs'd the Streight before, 
And touch the univerſal Shore : 

Oh happy Man, who art to ſail no more! Cowt.. - 

When envious. Fates the Godlike Daphnis took, 

Our Guardian Gods the Fields and Plains forſook : 

Pales no longer ſwell'd the teeming Grain; | 

Nor Phoebus fed his Oxen on the Plain: 

No fruitful Crop the fickly Fields return ; 

But Oats and Darnel choak the rifing Corn : 


And, where the Vales with Vi'lets once were crown'd, |} l 
Now knotty Burs and Thorns diſgrace the Ground. Pryd. 


2 

jj 
"3 
—_ 
Ny 


(Virg. 


But ih 


481 


; 


L A 5 


But ſince our Arcite is with Honour dead, 
hy ſhou'd we mourn, that he ſo ſoon is freed; 
r call untimely what the Gods decreed? 
Pith Grief as juſt, a Friend may be deplor'd, 
rom a foul Pris'n to free Air reſtor d: 
Pught he to thank his Kinſman or his Wife, 
ould Tears recal him into wretched Life ? 
3 1 8 Log ty him OE: | Dry 
And, worſe than offends a oft, _ 
* . | baue. Pal. & Arc. 


LAMPOON. 


28 the only Wit, 
That Men like Burglary commit: 


Wit falſer than a Padder's Face; 
Thar all its Owner does betrays : 
Who therefore dares not truſt it, when 
= He's in his Calling to be ſeen. ud. 
Libels, like ſpurious Brats, run up and down, 
'hich their dull Parents are aſham'd to own; | 

t vent them ſtill in others Names; like Whores; 
hat lay their Baſtards down at honeſt Doors. Otty. 
Theſe Muſhroom Libels ſilently retire ; 
nd, ſoon as born, with Decency expire. Garth. 


LANGUAICE 


—— His Speech, 
In Loftineſs of Sound, was rich: 
A Babylonĩſſi Dialect, | 
Which learned Pedants much affect: 
It was a particolour'd Dreſs - -. | 
Of patch'd and pyebald Languages; 
"Twas Engliſh cut on Greek and Latin, 
Like Fuſtian heretofore on Sattin: 
It had an odd promiſcuous Tone, 
As if head talk'd three Parts in one; T7 
Which made ſome think, when he did gabble, 
They heard three Labourers of Babel; 
Or Cerberus himſelf pronounce 
A Leaſh of Languages at once: 
This he as volubly wou'd vent, 
As if his Stock wou'd ne'er be ſpent : 
And, truly, to ſapport that Charge, 
He had Supplies as * large: 
: $ | 
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1. For he cou'd com orcounterReit 


io New Words wah Neth or no Wie; 
[ , 1 8 A 
1 Was hard enon — touch t 
5 vi &y Nolte IM dem, 
1 The Ignorant r 85 Neb took | 
1 | That. me Oracor, who once 
=. Did Gill | his urh 5 with Pebbie Stones, 
0 he haraagu d. but known his Phraſe, 
15 He woo ave us'd no other Ways. Hud. 
1 Beſides, tis — 7414 he cou'd ſpeak | 
14 - As naturally as Pigs {: 
| That Latine was no_more difficile, 
' aer to a Blackbird tis to whiſtle. 
N rich in both, he never ſcante 
1 He unty unto ſuch as w_— 
4 But much of either wou d affo 
1 * 1 that had not one Word: 
Fit For Hebrew Roots, altho' they're found 
110 To flourifh moſt in barren Ground, 
11 He had ſuch Plenty as ſufficd- 
1 To make ſome think — m clrcumeis'd; 
[ls And truly fo he was, for © | 
hell Not as a Pros'lyte, bur 1 for laps: Hod. b 


1 3 


Þ — Now hear the Lark ; 
9 The Herald of the Morn; Whole Notes do beat 


| The vaulry Heav'ns, ſo high above our Heads, 

h Making ſuch ſweet Diviſions. —- Shak. Row. & Jul. : 
ol That gives ſweet Tidings of the Sun's Upriſe.Shal Shak. Tit. And. © 
© The Morning Larks their mounting ings d . ſplay ; 1 
1 And chear, with warbling Airs, the dusky Day. | 


The Morning Lark to mine accords his Me” 
And tunes to my Diſtreſs his warbling Throat. Cong. 


LAUGHTER. 


| | Þ For Laughter's a diſtorted Paſſion, born 
a. Of ſudden Self- Eſteem, and ſudden Scorn: 
[if Which, when 'tis Ger, the Men, in Pleaſure wiſe, 


Both him that mov'd i it, and theraſelyes deſpiſe. Steele. | 
— He, lolling en his bed, 0 
From his deep Cheſt roars out oud Aj pplauſe, Er eſs. 
Tickling his Spleen, and — till 1 — . 1 

mo- 5 


% 


© Democritgs nt'er. kaugh'd1o. ha. 
To ſee Bawds carted thro? pe — 

Or Funerals with ſtarely f 
March bag on in falten — 


— 


As ſhe laughU ont, until her Back, 
As well as Sides, Was like to crack. Hud. 


L A R E L. 


Amid the Plain a ſpreading Laurel ſtod; 

WT he Grace and Ornament of all the Wood: | 

| E | hat pleaſing Shade they ſought: A foft Retreat 

From ſudden April Sow'rs; a Sheher from the Heat 1 

er leafy Arms with ſuch Extent were ff 5 

Vos near the Clouds was her afpiring Head: 

hat Hoſts of Birds, that wi iquid Ar, 

BP crch'd in the Bonghs, had nig n 

bY: And Flocks of Shee ep beneath the Shade trom far 

Might hear the rattling Hail, and wintry War: 

From Heav'ns Inclemency here found Re etreat, 

7 enjoy d the Cool, and hum d the ſcorchin * by 

WA hundred Knights might there at Eaſe 

1 And ev'ry Knight a Lady by his Side: 

WThe Trunk it {elf ſuch Oflours did | 

at a Moluccan S. to theſe was comtnon Breath. 
br > . Chanc. The Flower and the Leaf. 

The laurell'd Chie were Men of mighty Fame. Dryd. 

Chauc. The Flower and the Leaf. 

= Vicors their Temples wreathe with Leaves that ſtill re- 

or Deathleſs Laurel is the Victor's Due. y7 ,- mew © 

re Laurel-Wreaths were firſt by Cæſar Wn, <7 

And ſtill they Czfar's Succeffors adorn : ay 

One Leaf of this is Immortality, 

And more of Wort, than all e World ves Þ Dryd. 

_ {Chanc. The Flower and the Leaf. 


T. | 
Law is this ſaered Child of Heuv'n and Narure,” Dent 


(App. & V irg 
| Litigious Coifs infeſt the cam rut Bar; 284 : 
WP rolong Diſputes, and chrive by mabag U WIr 
He ſoftens the harſh Ri igoar of the Laws; £ 
Blunts their keen Edge, —4 cuts their Herpye Claws Garth: 
Know, when theſe Feads, ke thoſe at Law, arc paſt, : 
The Winners Will be Loſers: at * Garth. 
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Lay. Elder, Simeon to Levi 
Whole little Finger is as heavy 2 h 
As Loins of Patriarchs : Prince- Prelate, 

8 Archbiſhop ſecular. This Zealot | 
| Is of a Mungrel, diverſe Kind, 

Clerick before, and E 5 

A lawleſs Linſy-woolſy rother; 
1 Half of one Order, half another: 
1 A Creature of amphibious Nature; 


15 


10 On Land a Beaſt, a Fiſh in Water; 
That always preys on Grace or Sin; 
Sheep without, a Wolf within, 

This fierce /Inquifitor has chief 
jf Dominion over Men's Belief, 
| And Manners. can pronounce a Saint 
i Idolatrous, or ignorant, | 
| When {uperciliouſly he ſifts 

I. - Thro' coarſeſt Boulter others Gifts: 

10 For all Men live and judge amiſs, - 

wu ' Whoſe Talents jump not juſt with his. 


He'll lay on Gifts with Hands, and place 
On dulleſt Noddle Light and Grace : 
The Manufacture of the Kirk, 
Whoſe Paſtors are but th* Handy-Work 
Of his mechanick Paws inſtilling 
Divinity in them by Feeling; | 
From whence they ſtart up choſen Voſlels, 
Made by Contact, as Men get Meazles: 
Sd Cardinals, they ſay, do grope ga 
At th' other End the new-made Pope. Hud. 
C 5 
What did the Youth, when Love's unerring Dart 
Transfix'd his Liver, and inflam'd his Heart? 
Alone, by Night, his warty Way he took; 
About him, and above, the Billows broke: 
The Sluices of the Sky were open ſpread; 
And rowling Thunder rattled o'er his Head ; 
The ra ing empeſt call'd him back in vain; 
And ev'ry boding Omen of the Main: 
Nor cou'd his Kindred, nor the kindly Force 
Of weepiſg Parents, change his fatal Courſe: 
No, not the dying Maid, who muſt deplore, wy 
His floating Carca on rhe Seſtian Shore, _ Virg. 
1 — LEARN 
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LEARNING... 
== A little Learning is a dang'rous Thing: 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian Spring: 
EET here ſhallow Draughts intoxicate the Brain; 
And drinking largely ſobers us again: < 
ir'd with the Charms fair Science does impart, 
n fearleſs Youth we tempt the Heights of Art; 
hile, from the bounded Level of our Mind, 
Short Views we take; nor ſee the Lengths behind: 
But, more advanc'd, behold, with ftrange Surprize, 
ew, diſtant Scenes of endleſs Science riſe : 
do, pleas'd at firſt, the tow'ring Alps we try, 
ount o'er the Vales, and ſeem to tread the Sky: 
W'h'cternal Snows appear already paſt ; 
And the firſt Clouds and Mountains ſeem the laſt: 
But, thoſe attain'd, we tremble to vey 
The growing Labours of the Iengthen'd Way: 
Th'increaſing Proſpe& tires our wand'ring Eyes; 
Jills peep o'er Hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe. Pope. 
Let idle Students on their Volumes pore, : 
o cloud with Learning what was clear before. 
Love ſeldom haunts the Breaſt where Learning lies; 
nd Venus ſets where Mercury. does riſe : | 
oſe play the Scholars, who can't play the Men; 
nd uſe that Weapon, which they have, — their Pen. 
3 | Dryd. Chauc. 
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The Vulgar oft thro” Imitation err; 
ks oft the Learn'd by being ſingular: 
o much they ſcorn the Crowd, that if the Throng, 

y Chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: | 
o Schiſmaticks the plain Believers quit, 

nd are but damn'd for having too much Wit. Pope. 
Learning and Rome alike in ** grew; 3 5 
nd Arts {fil} follow'd where her Eagles flew: 

rom the ſame Foes, at laſt, both felt their Doom, 
Ind the fame Age ſaw Learning fall and Rome : 
ith Tyranny then Superſtition join'd; 

s that the Body, this enſlav'd the Mind: 

Luch was believ'd, but little underſtood ; 

ad to be dull was conſtru'd to be good: 
ſecond Deluge Learning thus o'er-run ; 

ad the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun. 
1 * Eraſmus, that great injur'd Name, 
he Glory of the Prieſthood, and the Shame, 
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Stemm'd the wild Torrent of a W pep Age, 
And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the Stage. 
Bur ſee! each Muſe, in Leo's golden Days, 
Starts from her Trance, and trims her wither'd Bays: 
Rome's antient Genius, o'er its Ruins ſpread 

Shakes off the Duſt, and rears his rev'rend Head : 
Then Sculpture and her Sifter Arts revive; 

Stones leapt to Form, and Rocks began to live : 


* 


With Tweeter Nores each rung Temple rung; 
a 


A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. Pope. 
"© Myflith Learning. 2 


For myſtick Learning, wond'rous able 

In Magick, Taliſman, and Cabal: 

Whoſe primitive Tradition reaches 

As far as Adam's firſt green Breeches : 

Deep-ſighted in Inrelligences . 

Ideas, Atoms, Influences; | 

And much of Terra incognita, 

Thiintelligible World, could fay: | 

A deep occult 1 | 

As learn'd as the wi Iriſh are; 

Or Sir Agrippa, for profou | 

And folid Lying much renown'd : 
Hie Anthropoſophus and Flood, 

And Jacob Behmen underſtood : 

Knew many an Amulet and Charm; 

That would do neither Good nor Harm: 

He underſtood the Speech of Birds, 

As well as they themſelves do Words: 
Could tell whar ſubtleſt Parrots mean, 

That ſpeak and think contrary clean: 

He'd extract Numbers out of Matter, 

And keep them in a Glaſs, like Water : 
Of ſov'raign Pow'r to make Men wiſe, 

For, drop'd in blear,. thick-ſighted Eyes, 

They'd make them fee in darkeſt Night; 

Like Owls, tho” purblind in the Light. Hud. 


LET HE. 
ear the Tritonian Lake, 
Where Lethe's Streams, from ſecret Springs below, 
| Riſe ro the Light; where, heavily and flow, e 
The ſilent, dull, forgetful Waters flow. Dryd. Virg. : 
Where, juſt before the Confines of the Wood, A 
The gliding Lethe leads her filent Flood. Dryd. er. 
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——— The Souls, that throng this Flood,  _ 
re thofe to whom, by Fate, are * Bodies od: 

Wn Lethe's Lake they long blivion taſtes 

f future Life ſecure, forgetful of the paſt. 

0 Father, can it be, that Souls ſublime 

eturn to viſit our terreſtrial Clime? _ 

nd that the gen'cous Mind, releas'd by Death, 
an covet lazy Limbs, and mortal Breath ? 


(Spoken by Eneas to 
LEVIATHAN. 
There huge Leviathan, of cumbrous Form, 
WE mbroils the Sea in Sport, and brearhes a Storm: 
le ſucks the briny Ocean at his Gills, | 
ad his vaſt Maw with finny Nations fills : 
hen laves the Clouds with ſalt aſcending Rain, 
nd with his ſpouting Trunk refunds the Main. Trapp. 
Him, haply flumb'ring on the Norway Foam, 
he Pilot of ſome ſmall Night- founder d Skiff, 
eeming ſome Iſland, oft, as Seamen tell, 
ith fixed Anchor in bis {cal Rind, 
oors by his Side under the Lee, while Night | 
Inveſts the Sea, and wiſhed Morn delays, Milt. Par. Loft. 


LIBERAL. 

No Porter guards the Paſſage ef your Door, 
admit the Wealthy, and exclude the Poor: 

or God, who gave the Riches, gave the Heart 

To ſanctifie the Whole, by giving Part. 

do may your Stores and fruitful Fields increaſe; 
And ever be you bleſs'd, who live to bleſs: 

s Ceres ſow'd, Where- e er her Chariot fle w; 

As Heav'n in Deſarts rain'd the Bread of Dew; 

So, free to many, to Relations moſt, _ ; 
Fon feed with Manna your own Iſrael-Hoſt. Dryd.. 


LIBERTINE. 
While roſy Youth its perfect Bloom maintains, 
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WT houghtleſs of Age, and ignorant of Pans © 
hile from the Heart rich Streams with Vigour ſpring, 


ound thro” their Roads, and dance their vital Ring; 


nd Spirits, ſwift as Sunbeams thro” the Skies, 
Wart thro” thy. Nerves, and ſparkle in thy Eyes; 


- While 
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A 
While Nature with full Strength thy Sinews arms, 
Glows in thy Chee ks, and triumphs in her Charms, 
Indulge thy Inſtincts, and, intent on Eaſe, oY 
With raviſhing DES thy Senſes pleaſe. 

Since no black Clouds diſhonour now the Sky, 
No Winds, but balmy 8 70 Zephyrs, fly, 
Eager imbark, and to t 2 ale 
Thy Pendants looſe, and ſpread thy ſilken Sail; 
Sportive advance on Pleaſures wanton Tide, 

ro? flow'ry Scenes, diffus'd on ev ry Side. 
See, how the Hours their painted Wings diſplay, 
And draw, like harneſs*'d Doves, the ſmiling Day! 
Shall this glad Spring, when active Ferments climb, 
Theſe Months, the faireft Progeny of Time, 


The brighteſt Parts in all Durarion's Train, 


Ask thee to ſeize thy Bliſs, and ask in vain? _ 

While wanton Ferments ſwell thy glowing Veins, 

To the warm Paſſion give the ſlacken'd Reins: 

Thy gazing Eyes with blooming Beauty feaſt, 
Receive its Darts, and hug ir in thy Breaſt : 

From Fair to Fair with gay Inconſtance rove, 

Taſte ev'ry Sweet, and cloy thy Soul with Love, Blac. 
The Forms of Decency let Age debate, = 
And Virtue's Rules by their cold Morals ſtate : 
Their ebbing Joys give Leiſure to inquire, 
And blame thoſe noble Flights our Youth inſpire : 
Where kindly Nature ſummons, let us F; 
Our ſprightly Years no Bounds in Love ſhould know; 
Should feel no Check of Guilr, and fear no III: 
Lovers and Gods act all Things at their Will. Harv. Ovid. 

—— — There will be Time enough 1 
For Pray'r and F ating, and religious. Vows :- | 
I hate to walk a lazy Life away; _ 
Let's run the Race, which Fate has ſet before us, 
And poſt to the dark Goal. Lee. Theod. 
— Tis Time enough, 

To whine and mortify thy ſelf with Penancg,. = 
When the decaying Senſe is pall'd with Pleafüre, 1 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 5 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt ring Rheums 
Have ſtain d the Luſtre of thy. ſtarry Eyes,, 


And failing Palfies ſhake thy. wither'd Hand. (Shore. 
The preſent Moments claim more gen'rous Uſe, Rowe. J. 
Fly, fy, Varanes, fly this ſacred Place, 1 
Where Virtue and Religion are profeſs'd: 
This City will not harbour Infidels, | 
Traitors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes; 1 
| | ly 
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ly to imperial Libertines abroad. _ 

n foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties, 

hat will comply for Gold; for Gold they II weep, 

or Gold be fond, as Athenais was, | 

nd charm thee {till as if they lov'd indeed: 

hou'lt find _— Companions too for Riot, 

uxuriant all, and royal as thy ſelf, . 
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o' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to Heav'n. Lee. Theod. 


9 LTI 
A Day, an Hour of virtuous Liberty 
Ws worth a whole Eternity in Bondage. Add. Cato. 
2 Whar is Life ? 
is not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh Air 
rom time to time; or 7 upon the Sun: 
is to be free: When iberty is gone, 
ife grows infipid, and has loſt its Reliſh. Add. Cato. 
Ts Ev'n Beaſts diſdain | 
WT he Den's Confinement, and the ſlaviſn Chain; 0 
nd roar to get their Liberty again. Creech. Lucr. 
Remember, O my Friends, the Laws, the Rights, 
he gen'rous Plan of Pow'r, deliver d down, 
rom Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefa hers 1 
o dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood! 
let it never periſh in your Hands; 
Hut piouſly tranſmit it ro your Children. 
o thou, great Liberty, inſpire our Souls, 
Nad make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy; 
r our Deaths glorious in thy juſt Defence. Add. Cato. 
== More Liberty begets Deſire of more: 
he Hunger {till increaſes with the Store. Dr. Hind. & Pant. 


LIBRARY. 


Hail Learning's Pantheon! Hail the facred Ark, 
here all the World of Science does imbark ! 
hich ever ſhalt withſtand, and haſt fo long withſtood 
: Inſatiate Times devow ing Flood. 
ail Bank of all paſt Ages, where they lie 
enrich, with Intereſt, Poſterity! | 
3 Hail Wit's illuſtrious Galaxy! 
here thouſand Eights into one Brightneſs ſpread ! | 
ail living Univerſity of the Dead! LP $601 
nconfus'd Babel of all Tongues, which eer 
he mighty Linguiſt, Fame, or Time, the mighty Traveller, 
That could ſpeak, or this could hear. = 
| | a- 
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I loſe my Patience, when, with ſawcy Pride, 


The Sound is ſtill a Comment on the Senſe. Roſc. 


490 LI 
Majeſtick Monument and Pyramid, | 
Where {ill the Shapes of parted Souls abide! Cowl. 

P th' Library a few choice Authors ſtood, 

Yet *twas well ſtor d, for that ſmall Store was good. 

Writing, Man's Spiritual Phyfick, was not then 

It ſelf, as now, grown a Diſeaſe of Men: | 

Learning, young Virgin, but few Suitors knew ; 

The common Proſtitute the lately grew, | 

And with her ſpurious Brood loads now the Prefs ;. 

Laborious Effects of Idleneſs! Cowl. David. 


Poetick LICENCE. 


The Privilege, that antient Poets claim, 1 2 


Now turn'd to Licence by too juſt a Name, 

Belongs to none but an eſtabli{h'd Fame, 

2 > take % ng "ME 
\bſurd Expreſſions, crude, abortive Tho x 

All the oy Legion of exploded F 215 

Baſe Fugitives, to this Aſylum flie, 

And ſacred Laws with Inſolence deſie: 

Not thus our Heroes of the former Days s 

Deſerv'd, and gain'd, their never fading Bays! 

For I miſtake, or far the greater Part, 

Of what ſome call Neglect, was ſtudy'd Art. 

When Virgil ſeems to trifle in a Eine, 


*Tis like a Warning-Piece, which gives the Sign 
To wake your Fanſy, and prepare your N 
To reach the nobler Height of ſome unu 5 Flight. 


And untun'd Ears, I hear his Numbers try'd, 
Reverſe of Nature ! Shall ſuch Copies then 
Arraign th* Originals of Maro's Pen? 
And the rude Notions of pedantick Schools 
Blaſpheme the facred Founder of our Rules? 
The Delicacy of the niceſt-Ear 

Finds nothing harſh, or out of Order there : 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe, 


Some Beauties, yet, no Precepts can declare ; 
For there's a Happineſs as well as Care: | 
Muſick reſembles Poetry; in each a 1 
Are namdleſs Grates, which no Methods teach, 1 '2 
And which a Maſter-Hand alone can reach. Is 
If, where the Rales not far enough extend, l 


ur Rules were made but to promote their End, 


me lucky Licence anſwers to the Fall 


_ Thatent propos'd, that Licence is a Rule. Thus 
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hus . a nearer Way to take, 

ay boldly deviate from the common Track : 

Preat Wirs ſometimes may gloriouſſy 5 

ad riſe to Faults true Critieks dare not mend; 

rom vulgar Bounds with brave Diſorder part, 

Nad ſnarch a Glance beyond the Reach of Art, 

hich, without thro* the Judgment, gains 

x 2 _ all its nds at 95 pl rene. 2 

n Proſpects, thus, ſome Objects pleaſe our Eyes, 
hich * of Nature's common Order riſe; ä 


he ſhapeleſs Rock, 8 Precipice. 
Hut Care in Poetry mull ſtil »y hc 
tasks Diſcretion, ev'n in running mad. | 
and tho' the Antients thus their Rules invade, 
=: Kings diſpenſe with Laws themſelves have made, 
loderns beware: Or, if you muſt offend | 

WB 2ainſt the Precept, ne'er tranſgreſs its End: 
et it be ſeldom, and compell'd by Need; 
nd have, at leaſt, their Precedent to plead. 
know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous Thoughts 
Fhoſe freer Beauties, ev'n in them, ſeem Faults. 
WS ome Figures monſtrous and miſ- hap d appear, 
Fonſider'd fingly, or beheld too near, 

hich, but proportion'd to their Light, or Place, 
ue Diſtance reconciles to Form and Grace: 
\ prudent Chief not always muſt diſplay 
is Pow'rs in equal Ranks, and fair Array; 
Nut with th? Occafion and the Place comply, 
WConceal his Force, nay, ſometimes ſeem to fly: 
ET hoſe oft are Stratagems, which Errours ſeem ; 

Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream, Pope. 


ALES 

The Life of Man has a determin'd Stare, 
i'd by divine irrevocable Fate. Blae. Job. 
The Date of mortal Life is finiſh'd ſoon; 
wit is the Race, and ſhort the Time to run. 

Life to a River's Courſe may Jultly be compar'd ; 
. Sometimes, within its Bed, | 

Without an angry Curl or Wave, 


CT. 


| From the Spring's Head, | 
It gently glides to th' Ocean, its Grave : 
en, unawares, upon a ſuddain Rain, 
It madly overflows the neighb'riag Plain: 
- It ploughs up beauteous Ranks 5. 
* Of Trees that ſhaded and adore'd its Banks, 
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Overturns Houſes, Bridges, Rocks, . .- 

Drowns Shepherds and their Flocks : 9 
Horrour and Death range all the Valley o'er ; : 
The Foreſts tremble, and the Mountains roar, Pope. Hor. 


Pu. From our firſt drawing vital Breath, 
Fil | From our firſt ſtarting from the Womb, 
Wh Until we reach the deſtin'd Tomb, ; 
a We all are poſting to the dark Goal of Death: 
. Life, like a Cloud, that fleets before the Wind, 
q No Mark, no kind Impreſſion, leaves behind: 
1 "Tis ſcatter'd, like the Winds that blow, 3 
145 Boiſt'rous as them, full as inconſtant too: (Vald 
Wt They know not whence _y come, nor where they go. 
10 Thus we toil out a reſtleſs Age: 
100 Each his laborious Part muſt have, N 
jt Down from the Monarch to the Slave, (Yall 
13 Act o'er this Farce of Life, then drop beneath the Stage 
4 Then will penurious Heav'n no more allow ?* | 
11.18 No more on its own Darling, Man, beſtow ? 
1 | Is it for this he Lord of all appears, 

. And his great Maker's Image bears? 
4 To toil beneath a wretched State, 

1 


ii Oppreſs'd with Miſeries of Fate: 
. Beneath his painful Burthen groan 


. And, in this beaten Road of Life; drudge on? 
1 Amidſt our Labours we poſſeſs 
* No kind Allays of Happineſs; 
* No ſoft' ning Joys can call our own, 
Wo To make this bitter Drug go down; | 
100 Whilſt Death an eaſie 3 gains, 9 
4 And the inſatiate Grave in endleſs Triumph reigns. Yall 
1 O impotent Eſtate of human Life, 1 
5 Where Hope and Fear maintain eternal Strife: 
77 Where fleering Joy does laſting Doubr inſpire; 
Þ And moſt we queſtion, what we moſt deſire. 
2 Among thy various Gifts, great Heav'n, beſtow; . 
100 Our Cup of Love unmix'd; forbear to throw 
10 Bitter Ingredients in; nor pall the Draught 
10 With nauſeous Grief : for our ill. judging Thought 
15 Hardly enjoys the pleaſurable Taſte; 


Or deems it not ſincere, or fears it cannot laſt. Prior. 


hl Faireſt, as well as firſt, of: Things, 
From whom all Joy, all Beauty ſprings, 
O praiſe th'Almighty Ruler of the Globe, | T 

uſes thee for his Empyreal Robe. Roſc. Howl 
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. LI 493 
—— — How does the Light diſplag 
radiant Wings, and ſpread the dawning Day? 
ho the rich Metal beats; and then, with Care, Job. 
nfolds the golden Leaves to gild the Fields of Air? Blac. 
Behold the Light, emitted from the Sun, 12 | 
hile by irs ſpreading Radiance it reveals 
| Nature's Face, it ſelf it ſelf conceals. 
ow ſoon theffulgent Emanations fly 
Sh: the blue Gulph of interpoling Sky! 

o ſoon their Luſtre all the Region fills, 

Wiles on the Valleys, and adorns the Hills! Blac! Creat. 


LIGHTNING. 


swift Lightning flies, 

dging with fi ings the wounded Skies. Creech. Lucr. 
And Sheets of Lightning blaſt the ſtanding Field. Dryd. 
—— Swift Lightning flies, 
ow here, now there, betwixt the parted Skies: 
d, fighting thro” the Clouds, its Place of Birth, 
We broken ſulph'rous Flame deſcends to Earth. Cr. Lucr, 
The Rains pour down, the Lightnings play, 

d on their Wings vindictive Thunder bear. Broome, 
W— The Noiſe moves flow, the winged Light 
es ſwiftly on, and ſtrikes the diſtant 1 

o' both ariſe at once, that moves the Eyes, 
fore the ſlow-tongu'd Thunder ”"”__ and dies. Cr. Lucr. 
Tis like the Lightning, which does ceaſe to be, 

e one can ſay, it is. Otw. C. Mar. | 
he forky Lightning flaſh'd along the Sky. Dryd. Virg. 


L I O N. 


A Lion ſo, with ſelf. provoking Smart, 
s rebel Tail ſcourging his nobler Part, 
Ils up his Courage; then begins to roar, 
ad charge the Foes, who thought him mad before. Wall. 
o when the Pride and Terrour of the Wood, 
Lion, prick'd with Rage, and want of Food, 
pies out from afar a well- fed Beaſt, 
ad bruſtles up, preparing for the Feaſt; 

chat by Swiftneſs ſcapes his gaping Jaws, 
s bloody Eyes he hurls round, his ſharp Paws 
ar up the Ground ; then runs he wild abour, 
ſhing his angry Tail, and roering out: 
aſts creep into their Dens, and tremble there; 
ces, tho' no Wind be ſtirring, ſhake with Fear: 


Tale 


Ho! : Silence 


. 


Silence and Horrour fill the Place around, ; 
Echo it ſelf ſcarce dares repeat the Sound. Cowl. David. 
So preſs d with Hunger, from the Mountain's Brow, 
Deſcends a Lion an the Flocks below ; 
So ſtalks the lordly Salvage Oer the P 
In ſullen Majeſty, and ſtern Difdain: 
In vain had Maſtives bay him from afar, 
And Shepherds gaul him with an iron War ; 
Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his Way, f 2 
He foams, he roars, he rends the pagring. Prey. Pope. Hom. 
So the gaul'd Lion, ſmarting with his Wound, : 
Threatens his Foes, and makes the Foreſt ſound : 
With his ſtrong Teeth he bites the bloody Dart, 
And tears his Side with more provoking Smart 
Till, having ſpent his Voice in fruitleſs Cries, 
He lays him down, breaks his proud Heart and dies. Land, 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggles with his Prey, | 
Which, when all torn, his flaming Eyes ſurvey, 
The royal Savage ſcorns the eaſy Prize, 
And calls his young Ones forth with dreadful Cries, 
He gathers round him all the cruel Brood; | 
Bids them fall on, and fleſhes them with Blood. Lee. Glor, 
— The Lion's Whels 8 
In tim'rous Deer ſtill hanſel their young Paws; 
And leave the rugged Bear for firmer Claws. Cow). Day. 
See the dread King and Terrour of the Woad ! 
Stung with keen Hunger, from his Den he comes, 
Ranges the Plains, and o'er the Foreſt roams; 
In ſullen Majeſty he ſtalks away, 2 
And Tigers tremble while he ſeeks his Prey. Broome. 
So the fell Lion, in the lonely Glade, N 
His Side ſtill ſmarting with the Hunter's Spear, 
Tho? deeply wounded, yet no way diſmay d, 
Roars terrible, and meditates new War; 
In ſullen Fury traverſes the Plain, „ 
To find the vent'rous Foe, and battel him again. Prior. 
The famiſh'd Lion thus with Hunger bold, 
O'er-leaps the Fences of the nightly Fold; 
The peaceful Flock he tears with cruel Paws; _ 
Wrapt up in ſilent Fear they lie, and pant beneath hs 
(Jaws, Laud. Vus 8 
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As when a Lion, at the Fall of Day, I 
- Rouz'd with fierce Hunger up to hunt his Prey, $4 
Stretches his Limbs out, yawns, and tries his Paws, + 
And tor ſure Death prepares his cruel Jaws: 
Then ſcowrs the Hills; ranges the Foreſts o'er, 


And thunders thro” the Deſart with his bideous Roar: 
2 | 


i. OLE) 


hc Winds, all huſh'd, fit trembling on the Trees, 
nd {carcely whiſper: out a gentle Breeze : £ 
BY olves dare not howl ; but, grinning, ſoftly creep; 
Yad ſtretch'd out Leopards feign themſelves aſleep : 
Wt affrighted Herds.cloſe in-rheir Covert lie, : 
nd, to eſcape his Rage, with Terrour die. Blac. P. Arth. 
As when a Lion, that with Fury ran, 
o ſeize by Night ſome weary Caravan, 
epuls'd by Fires, and of his Prey beguil'd, | 
Vith hideous 1 raves at his Defeat, (P. Arth. 
fr ſtands, looks back, and makes a ſour Retreat. Blac. 
So when a tawny Lion, from the Side 
df ſome high Lybian Mountain has de ſcry'd 
ſpotted Leopard, or a foaming Boar, 1 
o rowze his Courage he begins to roar; 
e ſhakes his hideous Sides; his Briſtles riſe; 
nd fiercely round he rowls his firy Eyes: 
gain he roars; his Paws the Mountain tear; 
tearful Preface to th enſuing War. Blac. 5. Arth. 
As when a Lion, on Numidian Plains, : 
compaſs'd round by Dogs and clam'rous Swains, 
e from his Eyes Defiance caſts around, 
WE oars out, and proudly traverſes the Ground: 
Whey ſtand aloof, and miſſive Weapons throw; ; 
ut none dare grapple with the noble Foe. Blac. Eliza. 
Thus Lions to their Keepers couch and fawn, 
nd diſobey their Hunger Dryd. Cleom. 
| It breeds Contempt, 
or Herds to liſten, and preſume to pry, 
When the hurt Lion groans within his Den. Dryd. D. Seb. 
Like a caught Lion, raging in the Snare, | 
e yum in his Paſſion, ſpends his Force, (Mithr. 
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ſtruggles with the Toil that holds him faſter. Lee. 
Lion kill d by Lyſimachus. 
The Prince in a lone Court was plac'd, 
narm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 
Pair of Gauntlets | 
t laſt the Door of an old Lion's Den 
cing drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear'd : 
he Flames, which from his Eyes ſhort glaring red, 
ade the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
nd round them caſt a Day of Blood and Death : | 
he Prince walk'd forward: the large Beaſt deſcry d 
is Prey; and, with a Roar that made us pale, 
lew fiercely on him; but Lyſimachus 
tarting aſide, avoided his firſt Shock, 


. 


th his 
Vg 


Wich 


10 With a flight Hurt; and, as the Lion turn' H 

a Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all, into his Thy : 

415 Then, with Herculean Force, tore forth by th' Roots 

1 The foaming bloody Tongue; and while the Savage, 
ll: Faint with the Loſs, fank to the bluſhing Earth, 


To plough it with his Teeth, your conqu'ring Soldier 5 
Leapt on his Back, and daſh'd his Skull to ces. Lee. Alex. 


= " LQHUHDSTONE.-- 


How is the Loadſtone, Nature's ſubtile Pride, 
By the rude Iron woo'd, and made a Bride? 
How was the Weapon wounded ? What hid Flame 
The ſtrong and conqu'ring Metal overcame ? 3 
Love, this World's Grace, exalts his nat ral State; (David 
He feels thee, Love, and feels no more his Weight. Cowl, 


LODONA, chang'd into the River Loddm 


Lodona's Fate, in long Oblivion caſt, 
f The Muſe ſhall ſing; and what ſhe fings ſhall laſt. 
Here, as old Bards have ſung, Diana ſtray'd, 
i} Bathè d in the Springs, or ſought the cooling Shade: 
1.48 Here, arm'd with filver Bows, in early Dawn, -- 
| Her buskin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy Lawn: 
Above the reſt a rural Nymph was fam'd, 
Thy Offspring, Thames; the fair Lodona nam'd: 
Scarce could the Goddeſs from her Nymph be known, 
But by the Creſcent, and the golden Zone ! 
She ſcorn'd the Praiſe of Beauty, and the Care: 
A Belt her Waiſt, a Fillet binds hea Hair : | 
A painted Quiver on her Shoulder ſounds; 
And with her Dart the flying Deer ſhe wounds. 
It chanc'd, as, eager of the Chace, the Maid 
Beyond the Foreſts verdant Limits ſtray'd, 
Pan ſaw and lov'd; and, furious wh Deſire, 
Purſu'd her Flight; her Flight increas'd his Fire: 
Not half ſo ſwift the trembling Doves can fly, 
When the fierce Eagle cleaves the liquid Sky: 
Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce Eagle moves, ; 
When thro? the Clouds he drives the trembling Doves; 
As from the God with ſearful Speed ſhe flew ; 
As did the God with equal Speed purſue: 
Now fainting, ſinking, pale, the Nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind his founding Steps the hears ; 
And now his Shadow reach'd her as ſhe run; 
His Shadow, lengthen'd by the ſetting Sun: 
' | 
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nd now his tex Breath with ſultry Ai 
Pants on her K. 25 gh wi > prin, Ni: 
Z In vain on Father "Thames e calls for Aid 
Nor could Diana help her injarld Maid: [2754 2 
aint, breathleſs; thüg ſhe prayd, nor 4 nr. 
b! Cyathia, ah? cho bend from thy Train, 
\lex, et me, O et 17, to the Stlades re ür: 
iy native Shades; there- were there, | 
WS he ſaid :- and, melting as in ev he lay, 
n a ſoft, ſilver Stream difſolv'd away. 
WT he filver Stream her Freu Coldneſs 1 
or ever murmurs, and fo 2 weeps 
tin bears the Name che haple $ Virgin 85 bofe, 
avid ind bathes the Foreſt where ſhe AY boſe delste: 
"owl, Wn her chaſte Current oft the Goddeſs laves, 
ad wich celeſtial Teurs augments the Waves: 
41 ct in her Glaſs the muſing Shepherd ſpies 
a0" The headleng Mountains, and the downward Skies; 
he wat'ry Landsk ip of the pendant Woods; 
\nd abſent Trees, that tremble} in the Floods: 
n the clear azure Gleam the Flocks are ſeen; 
Hund floating Foreſts paint the Waves with Green: | 
WT bro' the-fair Seene ronl ſlow the ling' ring Streams; 
hen, foaming, pour along, and ruſh into che Thames. Popes 


LOGIC X. 


He Was in Logick a great a great Critick, 
Profoundly skillid in Analytick: 
He could diftinguiſh, and divide- 25 
A Hair twixt South and- South. Weſt: side: 
On either which he woulch diſpute, ä 
Confute, change Hands, and ſtill cogfater 5 
He'd undertake to prove by Force 
Of Argument, a Man's no Horſe: 
He'd prove a Buzzard is n Foul, 
And that a Lord may be an Owl: 
A Calf an Alderman; a Gooſe: a aſtice, | 
And Rooks Committce-Men and ruſtees: | 
He'd run in Debt by Diſputation, 
And pay with Ratiocinat ion. 
All this, by Syllogiſm true 


In Mood and Figare, be would do, "Hoa. 
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LONGINUS: 


The Muſes ſure e did inſp ire 

And bleſs'd their Critick with a Poer's Fire: 

An ardent Judge, who, zealous in his Truſt, 

With Warmth gives Sentence, yet is always juſt: 

Whoſe own Example ſtrengthens all his Laws, 

And is himſelf the great Sublime he draws. Pope. 
os. 

A chearful Sweetneſs in his Looks he has, ; 
And Innocence unartful in his face = 
A modeſt Bluſh he wears, not form'd.by Art, (Joy, 3 
Free from Deceit his Face, and full as free his Heart. Cong. 

His Preſence bears the Shew of manly Virtue. Otw. Ven. Pr. 

Such Beauty, as great Strength thinks no Diſgrace, 1 
Smil'd in the manly Features of his Face. 8 
His large black Eyes, fill'd with a ſp el Light, 
Shot forth ſuch lively and illuſtrious Night, | 
As the Sun. beams, on Jer reflecting, ſhew:.,  _ 
His Hair, as black, in long curl'd Waves did flow. 
His tall, ſtrait Body amidſt Thouſands ſtood. 
Like ſome fair Pine o erlooking all th*ignobler Wood. 


: . 5 OY. 6 (Cowl. David. | 
Ev'n in his Port, his Habit, and his Face, 
The mild and great, the Prieſt and Prince had Place. A 
(Cowl. David. Spoken of Abraham; 
—— A Look ſo ſweet, | 9 
As might diſarm ev'n Death. Den. Iphig. 
See, what a Grace was ſeated on his Brow ! 
Hyperion's Cuels, the Front of Jove himſelf; 
An Eye, like Mars, to threaten or command: 
A Station, like the Herald e LR 7” 
New-lighted on a Heav'n-kiſſin ill: 
A Combination, and a Form indeed, | 
Where ev'ry God did ſeem to ſet his Seal, 3 2 
To give the World Aſſurance of a Man. Shak. Haml. 
Read o'er the Volume of his lovely Face, 
And find Delight writ there with Beauties Pen: 
Examine ev'ry ſev'ral Lineament, -.: U 1 
And, what obſcur'd in this fair Volume 4 


e lies, ps CA (Jul. P 
Find written in the Margin of his Eyes. Shak. Rom. & 
He has, I know not what, A 
Of Greatneſs in his Looks, and of high Fate, | 
That almoſt awes me, —— Dryd, Mar, A-la-Mode. wu, 
Sc 


Lo 


499 
See where ſhe comes with that high Air and Mien, (Love. 
hich marks, in Bonds, the Greatneſs of a Queen. Dr. Tyr. 
The beauteous Face | tige 882 
ith manly Fierceneſs mingled female Grace. Dryd. Ovid. 
Had'ſt thou thy ſelf been by, and but beheld him 
Thou would'ſt have thought, fuch was his Majeſty, L 
That the Gods lighten'd from his awful Eyes, 
and thunder'd from his Tongue. Lee. L. I. Brut. 
Ue ſeem'd as he were only born for Love: _— 
hate'er he did was done with ſo much Eaſe, 
In him alone *rwas natural to-pleafe: 31.9] 
Vis Motions all accompany'd with-Grace ; : ++ | 
aud Paradiſe was open'd in his Face. Dr. Abſ. & Ach. 


Her lively Looks a ſprightly Mind diſcloſe ; 
Quick as her Eyes; and as unfix'd as thoſe: 
right as the Sun her Eyes the Gazers ſtrike; 
And, like the Sun, they ſhine on all alike : 

et graceful Eaſe, and Sweetneſs void of Pride, 
ight hide her Faults, if Belles had Faults to hide. 
to her Share ſome female Errours fall, 

ook on her Face, and you'll forget them all. Pope. 
How were his Eyes with pleaſing Wonder fixt, 
o ſee ſuch Fire with ſo much Sweetneſs mixt! 


i 


ach eaſy Greatneſs, ſuch a graceful Port, 


vid. 3 
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Jul. 


turn'd and finiſh'd for the Camp or Court! 
Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry Grace, 
nd Nereus ſhone but in the ſecond Place: 
hus the great Father of Almighty Rome, 
irinely fluſh'd with an immortal Bloom, 
hat Cytherea's fragrant Breath beſtow'd, 
all the Charms of his bright Mother glow'd. 
Wo, A venerable Aſpett ! 
age fits with decent Grace upon his Viſage, ) 
Ind worthily becomes his Silver Locks: | — 

e wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, (J. Shore. 
f Virtue, Truth well try'd, and wiſe Experience. Rowe. 
= — — In his Looks appears | | 
wild diſtracted Fierceneſs: I can read 
me dreadful Purpoſe in his Face. 
metimes his Anger breaks thro' all Diſguiſes, 
Ind ſpares nor Gods, nor Men: and then he ſeems 
alous of all the World; ſuſpects, and ſtarts, 
nd looks behind him. — Denh.Sophy. 
My Heart quakes in me: in your ſettled Face, 
ad clouded Brow, methinks I ſee my Fate. Otw. Orph. * 
kKead'ſt thou nor ſomething in my Face, that ſpeaks 
onderful Change and * within me. Ot w. Orph. 
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ae read Diſtraction in n Oo; Mer Prel. | 
— — black, as-a;tempeſtuous 2 15 | 
PF. 2 oughts are rouling in et. Wy Ind, | 
Neer ak to me with your e 
Know I dare ſtem ut Tempeſt in your e 
And daſh, it back upon you. Dryd.Sec. Lov: 
What brutal Mi ſits upon hig-Brow?! | 
He may be honeſt, — he looks Damnation. Dryd. v. sa. 4 
— dee, the King reddens: N 
The Fear, which fed him at Alp o's Sign, 1. 21 
And left his Face forſaken of his Blood. l 
Is vaniſh'd now : 
And a new: Tide returns upon his Cheeks ; (Trium, I 
And Rage — * a in bis Eyes. 'Dryd, Loe 4 


k they þ 
Backward in u allen bie Meſlage from the Heart, D' Aven.Gond;l 8 
His _—_ — overcalt with black Revenge: D' Av. Gond, 
he looks (Greſl, 
So ie. how half afraid to praiſe him. Shak. Troll. % 3 
wy where he's comes, all —_— and alone: (Gran. p. 2, | 
A Fb de Fury has O erſpread his Face. Dryd.- . of 8 
oft — — my Joys with-that ſtern R 1 
8 for to mie thy Face is as the Heav'ns, 
And, when thou ſmil'ſt. 1 — fear a Storm: 
But now thy gather'd Brows agnoſticare 
Ill Weather: Lightning _ — — thy Eyes: 
Speak | too, tho' Thunder follow. Lee. Cæſ. Borg. 1 
On your Brow, E 
A thouſand Deaths fit menacing my Soul. Lee. Maſſ. of Pal E 
What lofty Looks th' unrival'd Monarch bears! 9 
How All the Tyrant in his Face appears ! be 
What ſullen Fury clouds his ſcornful Brow ! | (Stat. 1 
Gods! how his * with threat ning Ardour glow:! Pope 
He mounted to his Seat, By 
Wirhrths fern —— e of ſome ſavage Lion, 
Juſt — Slaughter of a Bull. Oldiſw. Hom. 
So firy — as they. who ſee him nearly, (Theo. 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face. Let, I 
Then on the Crewd-he caſt a furious Look, 2 
And wither'd all their Strength before he firook. 
| Dryd. Bocc. Theod. & Houſſf 
He ſaid, and turning ſhort, with ſpeedy Pace, 
Caſts back a ſcornful Glance, and quits the Place. © 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face, 
And looks as full of Bus'neſs as a Blockhead + 
In Times of Danger, —— Otw. Orph. : 
Why dwells that bucy c Gam, upon thy Face, Ow. V. eo 


rt JDT RS, een 


M At this deep Sidrophel-look'drwale, - 
Emp 2 And, ſtarin round with Owl-like. Eyes, co 57,2 and 

=— He put his Face into a Poſture Cr Et. 
Of r and began to a to ie a, 7 A 


For having three times ſhook 7 
To ſtir W thus he 92 "aa 
Vet Sorrow on his, A 


[And ſhews that from no common 0 IN it e, 
Iii Mien ſeems earneſt, and his Looks pro 
ike one upon important Bus neſs bent. Pen. Iphig 
F ut Were haw _—_ his ard appear there, 
= et there's fomething roughly noble t 
Which, is vofetbiond Nature looks divine 5 5 7. 5 
4 And, Ike a Gem, 9 — = the Quarsy- ſhine. Dr. ae 
As if ſome mighty Secret work'd within him 
And — for à Vent. Lee. Theod. 1 
— An awful Gow 7 
Spreads o'er bis Face, and gnawing Cares of Pm NW 
Indent his furrow?d Brows. ——— Gen. Cong. « 
Thou haſt a grim APPERrance z an thy Face 
Bears a Command in't: tho” thy . 8 PA 
thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſſel. - Shak. & Tate. Cora. 
W ken of .Coriolanus i l 


A gloomy: Cloud Sn hov'ring o'er. bis B 
WW wit melancholy Looks How: las a View," 
re) ond fuch wk —_ 
- 5 == Down-calt:a z: yet erein a abs 
f Par WW Obſcure ſome Ginge - of oy, to have Ve their Chief 
Not in Deſpair, to have found themſelves nar loſt 
„ln Loſs it elf; which on his-Count'nance caſt 
Stat Wi Lie doubtful -Hue.. ——— Milt it. Par. Loſt. 
Pope. He fteroly look'd, as , ao horching in his Breaſt. .... - 
Some me dee — Bocc. Theod. & Hoa, | 
e roul'd around 5 
His Eyes, Eyes, and fix d awhile upon the Grounll” 
Intent he ſeem'd; and anxious in his Breaſt : ol 
As pond' rin future Thi of wond'rous 19 5 51. 
On which he mus'd within his thoughtful | 
For his late Diſgrace, 
nia conſcious Virtuerages in his Face. Sedl. Ant. & Cleop. 
"5 What Diſorder, 
"Pp What ſad Fate's that, that bodes upon your Brow , 
I {ce your Face 


Palc as the Cherubims at Adam's Fall; Dry, D. of Guiſes 
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502 N 10 
| He wears Affliction in his Aſpet, | 
And the black Cloud, that lowrs upon his Brow, (lphig : 
Seems to declare ſtrange Wretchednefs of Sorrow. Den, 
A 1 Sorrow in her Looks ſhe bears, 5 5 
Lovely with Grief, and beautiful in Tears. Yald. Strad. 
Methought Ifaw Love, Anger and Deſpair, 
All combating at once upon her Face. Dryd. M. Queen. 
| Why are thoſe graceful Sorrows on that Brow ? 
Why frown thoſe Looks, by Nature form'd to ſmile ? 
/ | Hig. Gen. Cong. 
I have obſerv'd of late thy Looks are fallen, 
O'ercaſt with gloomy Care and Diſcontent. Add. Cato. 
Be not diſhearten'd then, nor cloud thoſe Looks, 
That wont to be more chearful and ſerene, . (Loft, 
Than when fair Morning firſt ſmiles on the World. Milt. Par. 
Lift up thy Eyes, and let them ſhine once more, 
Bright as the Morning Sun above the Miſts : | 
| y Form alas! has long forgot to pleaſe: 
The Scene of. Beauty and Delight is chang'd : 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheeks, 
No laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 
But haggar rocks 200m eg allow Care. 
Ape. pining Difcontenr, a rueful Train, - 
"Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. Rowe. J. Shore. 
Behold my Looks; and, could my Thoughts be ſeen, 
Thou might'{ behold the Pain that cleaves my e * 
PER | | | ED rapp. Ovid, 

Whom would not that majeſtick Mien deceive "a | 

And his Friend's God-like Eyes that look Divinity? 

Why ſhould the ſacred Character of Virtue 

Shine on a Villain's Countenance? Ye Pow'rs ! : 
Why fix'd you not a Brand on Treaſon's Front, (bis 
That we might know Yavoid perfidious Mortals. Den. 
O Serpent Heart, hid with a flow'ring Face! 
Did ever Dragon keep ſo fair a Cave? 

O deſpis'd Subſtance of divineſt Show! 

Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem'ſt! £092 

O Nature, what had'ſt thou to do in Hell, 24. 

When thou did'ſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend 3 
In mortal Paradiſe of ſuch ſweet Fleſh ? 

Was ever Book, containing ſuch vile Matter, 

So fairly bound? Oh that Deceit ſhould dwell -  - - -- 
In ſuch 2 | ie Palace! Shak. Rom. & Jul. 

All thy Deformity of Mind breaks out | 
«Upon thy cruel Face; and blaſts my Eyes. Den. Ap. & Virg. 
Looks, which, tho? ſilent, told the inward Smart, 

And Flame, her Eyes had kindled in his Heart. Ruff. Muſ, 
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Ind to the Heart, like ſubtile Lightning, flies. Sedl. Ant. 


LO Foy 
I gueſs you're pleas'd by a malicious Joy, 
Whole — and firy Beams caſt thro? your Viſage 
A glowing Pleaſure : ſure you ſmile Revenge. Dr. OEdip. 
er Looks the Emblems of her Thoughts appear, | 
Vary'd with Rage, with Pity and Deſpair. Yald. Strada. 
Confus'd her Look, while Shame andGuilt apace 
Shifted the whole Complexion'of her Face. Bowles. Theoc. 
But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks foretel, 1 3. 
Some dreadful Story 1 on thy Tongue ? Shak. Hen. 5. 
But ſullen Diſcontent {at lowring in her Face. Dr. Hom... 
What means this-wild Confuſion in thy Looks, 
As if thou wert at Variance with thy ſelf ;. 
Madneſs and Reaſon combating within thee:z- (Fair Pen. 
And thou wert doubtful which ſhould get the better. Rowe. 
Wild was his Aſpect; fad as Death his Air; 
And vn his Brows fat Horrour and Deſpair. Blac. K. Arth. 
Uhhere is no Art. E 40% 4 
To find the Mind's Conſtruction im the Face. Shak. Macb. 
For Nature forms and ſoftens us within, | 3 
And writes our Fortune's Changes in our Face. 
Pleaſure enchants, 2 Rage tranſports, + — 
And Grief dejects, and wrings the tortur'd Soul. Roſc. Hor, 
Tis not my Talent to conceal my Thoughts, 
Or carry, Smiles and Sunſhine in my Face, 2. 
When Diſcontent fits heavy at my Heart. Add. Cato. 


ED 7-7 EEE 
Love is that- Paſſion, which refines the Soul; 
Firſt made Men Heros, andthoſe Heros Gods: _ 
Its genial Fires inform the ſluggiſh Maſs ; 
The rugged ſoften, and the tim'rous warm, 
Give Wit to Fools, and-Manners to the Clown: 
The reſt of Life is an ignoble Calm; 92 
The Soul, unmov'd by Love's inſpiring Breath, 
Like lazy Waters, ſtagnates and corrupts. Hig..Gen. Con. 
— Love ſooths the Mind, C lt we {pet 
And ſmootlis the rugged Breaſts of human Kind. Dr.Ovid. 
Love ſooths the Gentle, but rhe Fierce reclaims ; 
He fires their Breaſts, and fills their Souls with Flames. 
| =. | _ (Creech. Ovid. 
Love is the ſtrongeſt Pow'r, that lords it o'er the Mind. 
I . (Rowe. Tamerl. 
Love's a Diſeaſe, Beauties Infection ſpreads: 
c | It enters at the Eyes; (& Cleop. 
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O the pleaſing, pleaſing Anguiſh; 
When we love, and when we languitſh ! Wiſhes 


FLO 


1 Mir ane! e 
Tfeaſures couſn g ol þ 
ne een el 42 5812 , * 

Fanſy 3 {FH 


Joys enſuing 971 
1 rey e pies — oo a ld Blazers, 1176 
Dr reads, chro! 1 Bi op nad N 5 210 
Begot A Y anly NET A 120 
Here in a Moment; in a Moment Bed : 281 anche rn 
But, fix*d by Obligations, it will lat; ef Ver. 
For Sratitudeꝰs the Charm that binds ir, faſt ' chatdifew 
O Love! thon Bane of the moſt gen tons Souls % „/ 
Thou doubtful Pleaſiure; and thou certain Pan?! 
What Magick's thine, that; molts:the hardeſt Heat? 
That fools the wiſeſt Minds ? ——— Land. Her. Love, 
O Lare; How hard a Fate is thine! M7 Dr ary 5 4 
Obrain'd with Trouble, and with Pein A 
Never at reſt. . Lab. Her. Lav. | 
Love is blind and foolithPaſhon ; | 
Pleas d and diſguſted with it :knows not What. Aded.Cam, 
When Loves well timid, tis not a Fault o ier: | 
The ſtrong, the brave, the virtnows, anti che wile, - 
Sink in thẽ ſoſt Ca y together. db, Cato. 
O ſhun that Paſſion as thou would(t = Ma Bane : 
The deadlieſt Foe to wn ap pineſs. 
That poiſons all our Joys — o our Qui et: 
Love like a beauteous Fie . 
Whoſe pleaſing e do the &. 
But all, ke the hollow treachrrous 
Is nought, but Caverns of Perdition. Lug. 
Sorrow and ſoy in Love alternate reign; 
' Sweet is the Bliſs ; diſtracting is che Pa 
True Love is a y but by — 
An April Sun- /hine that by Fits appear | 
F mile s by Moments, bur it 8 Dr. ReArth | 
O Love! Creator Love! 5 
parent of Heav'n and Earth! 
Delight of Gods above! 
To thee all Nature owes her Birth: : 
All that in ambient Air does more 
Or teems on fertile Fields below, 
Or ſparkles in the Skies above, ST 
Or does in;rou Waters flow, 65 it. . Ench 
3 d which hol de ſow. L. 
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For Lane it was, thatfirftcreated Light; © 


oy'd on the Waters, chacid away the 
om the rude Chaos 9 — — miv 
n Things, diſpos d of to their · proper Flace; 05 ? ' 


race 


f ame to reſt here, and ſome to Hine above: ; 
Arth, Sea, and Heav'n, were all th Effects of Love. Wall! 
eſt. (Gran. p. I. 
yd, Coud. of 


To Providence and Chance commit the x | 

t us bur love enough, and ve are bleſs d. Dry 
Love, that's the "World's Preſervative, — 

That keeps all Souls of Things alive: + 


Controuls the mighty Pow'r of Fate; „ e F BOP 
And gives Mankind à logger Pate: . 
The ife of Nature, that reſtores * END Coe ny 


As faſt as Time and Death devour:: 
To. whoſe free Gift the World does oe „ 
Not only Earth but Heayeri'roo : '* e 
For Love's the only Trade, that's Wen; | 
The Intereſt of Stabe, in Heaveg: 
Which nothing but the Soutpf Man 
Is capable to entertain: 
For what can Earth produce but Love, 
To repreſent the Joys, above ic | 
Or who but 7 can 0 7 
Like Angels, by the Eyc- 1 1 
Addreſs and com a 
Make Love, and Iconrt by Vito, | LEA 
And burn in-am*rons Flames as 2 
As thoſe celeſtial Miniſters? Hud. enn; 
We of our ſelves can neither love nor hate: (in a Tub. 
eav'n ſtill referyes the Pow r to guide our Fare. Eth. Love 
The Heart which is our Pa _ 8 Seat, 5 
Whether we will Ki no, does bea 1 
And yet we may e our our Preach FC THR 
This lets us fee, al | 
Are in our Pow't ; Þ 558 A klare 5 5 
Depend not on our Will, put Fate. Walk 
And Oh! in vain from Fare wefly: = 
For, firſt or laſt, as all your: die, ok lla 
So tis as much decreed above 
That, firſt or laſt, we all muſt love. Lanſd. | 
There is a Fate in Love as well as War: (cru be 
dme, tho leſs careful, more ſucceſsful are. Eth; Love in a- 
Love's Force is ſnewm in Countries cak d with Tee, 
here the pale ther i'r 1 in che North of Heav n, 
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O'erleaps the Fences of eternal Snow, . - 5 5 
And wh his Warmth ſupplies the diſtant Sun. Dr. K. Arth Wl 

But, ah! what Toil can ſtubborn Love abate ?] 1 
Should we to drink the frozen Hebrus go; = 
Or ſhiver in the cold 'Sythonian Snow _— 
Or to the fultry Ethiops Clime remove, | : = 


»* 4% $ 


Parch'd all below, and burning all above ; 1 Y 
Ev'n there would Love oercome : then let us yield to J 
| | (Love. Staff. Virg. 
Love is a Subject to himſelf alone; 4-00 
And knows no other Empire than his own. Lanſd. Br. Ench, 
Tis dangerous to reſiſt the Pow'r of Love: ; 
The Gods obey him, and he's King above. Otw. Ovid. 
Love is the nobleſt Frailty. of the Mind. Dr. Ind. Emp. 
- Love is a Paſſton, 
Which kindles Honour into noble Acts. Dryd. Riv. Lad. 
Fond Love his Darts at Random throws; | 
And 1 ſprings from what he ſows: 
From Foes diſcharg'd, as often meet. 
The ſhining Points of Arrows fleet, 
In the wide Air creating Fire, 
As Souls that join in one Defire:; : 
Love made the lovely Venus burn - 
In vain ; and for the cold Youth mourn, _ 
Who the Purſuit. of churliſh Beaſts 
Preferr d to ſle jog on her Breaſts: _ 
So have I ſeen the loſt Clouds pour 4 


d Sailors curſe the Rain, 


ies HOOK My,Love diſdains the, Laws ; 
And, like « King, by C 


{ 
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where Arms take place, all other Pleas are vain z. - -- 
love taught me Force, and Force ſhall Love maintain; 
For, from the firſt when Love had fir d my Mind, (& Iph. 
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Reſolv'd, I left the Care of Life behind. Dr. Bocc. Cym. 
Love is the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown; 

It fires Ambition, and adorns Renown., Lee. Sophon. 
With Glory and with Love at once I burn; 

feel th' inſpiring Heat and abſent God return. Dr. Auren. 
— — Small Hope attends my mighty Care, 

But of all Paſſions Love does laſt deſpair. Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
Time, 1 and Means of n deny'd; 

But all thoſe Wants ingenious Love upp) T 

Th' inventive God, Who never fails his Part, at] 

Inſpires the Wit, when once he warms the Heart. Dryd. 

2 1 3g ning 61 Dag) ts LHR OE 

Love is the _— of .heroick Minds; gg 

And, where great Virtues are, our Pardon finds. Wall. 
Love ſhonld forgive the . Faults that Love has made. 

5 : (Dryd. Auren. 

But Love, neglected, will convert to Rage; Dr, Auren. 
Love is the only Coin to Heav'n will go. (Tyr. Love. 
Love, like the Pow'r which we adore, is one. Dryd. 
Why have not they moſt Pow'r to move. 

Whoſe Boſoms burn with pureſt Love? Add. Roſ. | 

- A Love ſo pure, 'H e 

As will the Teſt of Heav'n it ſelf endure: 

A Love, which never knew a hot Deſire; 

But flam'd as harmleſs as a Lambent Fire: . 

A Love, which pure from Soul to Soul might paſs, , | 

As Light tranſmitted thro” a criſtal Glaſs... Dryd. Tyr. Lover - 
We lov'd without tranſgreſſing Virtues, Bounds ; _ | 

We fix d the Limits. of our tender'ſt Thoughts; 

Came to the Verge of Honour, and there ſtopt: 

We warm'd us by the Fire, but were not ſcorch'd : 

WT !fthis be Sin, Angels might love with more; 

ö And mingle Rays of Minds leſs pure than pur: 

u Our Souls enjoyed; but, to their holy Feaſts 3 
Bodies, on both ſides, were forbidden Gueſts. Dr. Loy: Tri 
Not ſo divine a Flame, ſince deathleſs Gods. 0 

Forbore to viſit the defil'd-Abodes 2 5 ir 
Of Men, in any mortal Breaſt did burn; 
Nor ſhall, till Piety and they return, Wall. 
I know thee, Love; on Mountains thou wert bred; 
And Thracian Rocks ay infant Fury fed; 
Hard- ſoul'd,: and not of þ uman Progeny: 7 
Love taught the cruel Mother to embrue K 
Her Hands in Blood: *twas Love her Children ſlew.: "i - 
: WAS 


— 


vos LG 
| Was ſhe more cru or more e dre? * 
| An impious Child . pdt Sg Morher the. x 
$ | Fatal the Wolves to trembling Nock 5 5111 iT 


Fierce Winds to Blofloms Proxes * : 

To careleſs Searnen- Hidden Recke o off pp Tot * I 

To human Quiet LG ́j i 2511 1 
How faithleſs un Lover's Joy! 15 hi | 
The K ind wich Falſchood altere, 8 


The Cruel with'Deſpair. Ether. 
For Love, all Strife, 
AlL rapid, wy the Hurricane bf Life. Br. ny cn fn 
Delphis ve, alone can cure: the Is | 
No Remedy (for fo * but Love, is found; ”: es These. 
Believe d Pri tl o hard. to conquer Love, _ 
"Tis. 2 to Arent, "break its Feregs ?: 
Abſence Er or 2 ſecond Miſtreſs | - a 
Light up another F lame, and put out this. Add Garde 
fit be hopeleſs Love, uſe gen rous Means; 3 : 
And lay 4 t e Wound: 23S 7 
Take in a new Infection to the Heart; 
And the rank Poiſon of the old Will die. Ot. C. Mar. 
Al Love may be expell'd by other Love 
As Poiſons are F Poiſons. —— Dry Allfor Lowe. 
Love's an ignoble Joy boo. r 5 
Glory ſhall make Auen vt ame in War 1% 4 
Horour's the nobleſt Chace 1 let Game 4. 
| 2 f r erke of e 5 
ain r Lov 
— 3 Oite, that feld ro Fa, kenn. f Fac 
— a= ct Honour go or | Crefl, 
There's more Wt in my Love Near. r. Troll 
And Love, once paſs'd, 14 at the beſt f orgotten, | $77, 
Bur oftner ſours' to — bd, Spe. Fehr. 8 5 15 + 
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I cannot bear ö 
To owe the Sverts of Love, —— I have ale, 5 
To the ſubmiſſive Duty of a Wife: | fg 
T would owe nothing to 2 Name ſo Aull. m Fiie bi al 
* WB tro a Lover all. td %% Leit 16H 
* N v Tendernes n 
7 Surpaſſes chat of Husbande T their Wives, rect T oh 
O thar you lov'd like me! ohh FI bref 
| A thouſand thouſand Niceties in 41447 2766 
The cominon Love ef Ber ui Ser is brutal t d at en 1H 
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5 The manner f 


bur Love) reſin' d, will fanſz to ielelf „ 
ee 1 DW ae 
he being ha s not / ha Nad n n 
* manger fdr woes wall, Has 

e, my charming: $, you, » 
4 . That diſdamza'lawful Title; 


ach as of Monarchs to ſuccſſive Thrones : 2 


. 1 
Ts 


= The 48 rous: Lover holds by Force of Arms, 


ms his CG Conqueſt. .———- 
8 The v me of Wite and Marriage 
b Porfon to the c = — Love 
o pleaſe m Niceneſs you 


1 The Lover from N malt ſoon, 1; He 


ive to the yawning :Hushand your co Virtus; 


4 But all your vig roùs dee your ma pas 


Four am'rous Murmurs, e f's Part. 

In her, ho to 4 Hub ſo kind 

What Raptures mighta Lover bope to T1 Roch, vues, 
LO E and R EAS ON. l 


Reaſon _ Love rend my _ ed — 1 

ove to his Tune my jarring Heart ing; 

zut Reaſon over. win — ri ou theString, W. der Gait | 
I love the Man my Reaſon bids me harte 
he War's begun; the War of Love ane Vittve; h 
und I am fixt to conquer or to die 

hou knoweft the Strugglings of my w ed Saul; 

alt ſeen me ftriveagannft this lawlels Paſſion, 


ill IL have lain like Slaves upon the Rack; 


y Veins half burft, my weary: Eyes balls fat; f 

y Brows all covert viith big Drops of — 

hich ſtruggling Grief wurudg rem 24 ag 25 
ve. 


785 weak in Prudence, when oppor 4185 
Small Paſſions often mike our Res lon = 5.— Nog 0 


hen Love invades it well it te 
Did I not labour, ſtrive; all ſeeing 1 * 


id 1 not weep and pray, impiore your Aid; 


rn Clouds of . on your loaded Altars- 8. n 
I call'd Heavin and Earth to my Aſſiſtance z Wy" 
the ambitious Fame of Thirſt and —— 5 mig] 4; F 5 
nd all the honeſt Pride of eonſcious Mirtue: 
ſtruggled; rav d: The new bqrn Faſſion rei 4 
lights: in its Birth. Smith; Phæd. & b. 
Now, Marcus, now, thy Virtue's/0n/the Pr d baa 
Xt forth thy utmaſt Strength; Work ex Newe, 
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To quell the Tyrant, Love; and guard thy Heart 
On this weak ide, Where moſt our Nature fails. Add. Cato 
Bid me for Honour plunge into a Mar yo 
Of thickeſt Foes, and ruſh on certain Death; 
Then ſhalt thou ſee, that Marcus is not flow + 
To follow Glory; and confeſs his Father: 
Love is not to be reaſon d don, or loſt 
In high Ambition, and a Thirſt of Greatneſs : 
"Tis {econd Life : it grows into the Soul ; 
Warms ev'ry-Vein, and beats in ev'ry Pulſe: 
I feel it here: my Reſolution melts. Add. Cato. 
Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very Brink of Glory? where, alas?2?2?s 
I look and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent; 
And yet ev'n there, to the vaſt bottom down - 13 2 
My raſh Advent rer Love would have me lea: 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruin. Lee. Theod. 
Do you yet love the Cauſe of all your Wo ess? 


Reed. * 
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Or is the grown, as ſure ſhe ought to be, Fry. 

More od ious to your Sight, than Toads and Adders. Dr. Sp. 
O there's the utmoſt Malice of my Fate. 

That I am bound to hate, and born to love: Dr. Sp. Fryariil 
O that a Face ſhould thus bewitch a-Soul;;. - -+' + il 


1— 


And ruin all that's great and reaſonable! 

Not ſo he lov'd, when he at Iſſus fought. 

And join'd in mighty Duel great Darius]ʃ⸗. 

Whom, from his Chariot, vs all with Gems; 

He hurl'd to. Earth, and cruſh'd th* imperial Crown; 

Nor could the Gods defend their Images, 

Which with the gawdy Coach lay overturn'd : 

*Twas not the ſhaft of Love, that did the Feat: 

Cupid had nothing there to do: but nos! 

Two Wives he takes; two Rival Queens diſturb 

The Court; and, While each Hand does Beauty hold. 

Where is there Room for Glory ?-- Lee. Alex. Spoken of Alex 

O what a Traitor is my Love 

That thus unthrones me — . 

I ſee the Errours, that I would avoid, 

And have my Reaſon till, but not the uſe of t: 

It hangs about me, like a wither'd Limb, —_—_ 

Bound up, and numb'd by ſome Diſeaſes Froſt; (Virglſ 

The Form the ſame; but all:the Uſe is loſt. How. Vell 
Talk not of Reaſon: What, but Love, is Reaſon? 

For what, but Love, is Happineſs? —— ß 

Love firſt appears with Reaſon in the Soul; - . /d 

And, by degrees, with Reaſon it decays. Den. Rin. & Arm, 


Spight of the high-wrought Tempeſt in my Soul; x 1 
pigh 
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WSpight of the Pangs which Jealouſie has coſt me ;... 
to his haughty Woman reigns within my Breaſt : 
a vain I ftrive to put her from my Thoughts; 1734 80 
Lo drive her out with Empire and Revenge; 1 
till ſhe comes back like a retiring Tide, ©, 
hat ebbs a while, but ſtrait returns again, | 7 
And {wells above the Beach. Rowe. Tamerl. F. 
So weakly Reaſon too reſiſts Deſire; 211 (ns. 
\nd, like ſmall Show'rs, only augments the Fire. D'Aven. 
With folded Arms and down caſt Eyes he ſtands ; 
he Marks and Emblems of a Woman's Fool! Otw. C. Mar. 
O he is loſt in a fond Maze of Love; 1 
he idle Truantry of callow Boys | 
ad rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, 
hat hops at ev'ry Butterfly he ſees ;- 
Than have to do in Honour with à Man; 3 
hat ſells his Virtue for a Woman's Smiles. Otw. Orph. 
Curſe on this. Love, this little Scare-crow, Love, 
hat frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath.. 
Out of their feeble Senſes. —— Otw. Orph. 
All- powerful Love, what Changes canſt thou cauſe 
In human Hearts, ſubjected to thy Laws! Dryd. Virg... 
= © Lucia, Language is too faint to ſnẽ,̃ñ | 
His Rage of Love; it preys upon his Life: 
He pines; he ſickens; he deſpairs; he dies; 
His Paſſions and his Virtues hie confus dd 
And mix'd together in ſo wild a Tumult, 
That the whole Mamis quite disfigur'd in him: 
Heav'ns: Would one think *twere poſſible for Love, 
To make ſuch Ravage in a noble Soul! Add. Cato. 
O Love! Thou Rane of an unhappyMaidd 
Still art thou buſy at my panting: Heartetz: 
Still doſt thou melt my Soul with thy ſoft Images, 
And make my. Ruin pleaſing : Fondly I try 
1 Sighs, and Floods of ſtreaming Tears, 
o vent my Sarraws and aſſwage my Paſſions: 
Still new Supplies renew th' exhauſted Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant :: to himſelf alone 
He vindicates the Empire of my Breaſt,  _ 
And baniſhes all Thoughts of fog for ever: Rowe. Am.: Step. 
Alas! Thou know'ſt not what it is to love. 
A Grove of Pi £9, fried Ahn. TOM yen e 
Whoſe poliſh'd Steel from far ſeverely ſhines, 
Is not ſo 8 as this beauteous Queen: 
When we behold an Angel, not to fer TE 
Is to be impudent. =; Dryd; Span. Fryar. | 
Early, thou knaw'ſt, laſt Night. I went to reſt: . 


But 


Fi 1 
But long, m my Friend, ere Slumber clos d my Eyes: 
Long was the Combat foughr *rwixt Love and Glory :” 
The Fever of — Paſſron eat me — 4 
My Pangs grew ſtronger; ack wandoubled : 
My Bed was all afloat with —— cold Drops, | 
That mortal Pain w from my lab ring Limbs:: 
My Groans more deepthan others dying Gaſps. Lee.Theok 
Alas! Beliza, thou haſt never —.— 
The fatal Pow'r of a refiſtleſs Lose: 
Like that avenging Guilt, which haunts the Impious; 
In vain we ftrive by flying to avoid it; | 
In Courts and Temples ir purſues us ſtill, 
And in the loudeſt Clamours will be dead: 
It grows a Part of us; lives in our Blood; | 
Andev'ry beating Pulſe aims its Force. Rowe.Am Step, 
| Tide Sow 3 ich bare Hand, 
| Stop a Spring- Tide, 9 my 
| As this impetuons Love. Dryd. D. Seb. 
Believe me, my Beliza, Tam grown 
So fond of the Deluſion, chat has charmd me, I 
F hate thy officious 1 IQ Cure. Rowe. Amb. Step. 
— my | 
Tear not thoſe Wounds, which thou aki rather heal, 
Advice to wretched Lovers is the ſame 
As Dro ops of Water, caſt on conqu*ring Flames : | 
They add new Fury to their native Rage. Hg: Gen. Cong: 


Falling in LOVE. 


I ſaw, and was undone; à ſubtile Fire ( Theoc. 
Ran thro* my Veins, and kindled hot Deſire. Bowles. 
How faſt I lang aiſh, and how ſoon I love!?! 
Armies, when they begin to diſob ey, 1 
And fearful grow, melt not ſo faſt away” - o 
Before the Foe, who puſhes on the Day: DAven. Circe 
The fatal*Dart a ready Paſſage fou 
And deep within his Heart infix d the Wound: | 
Th* inevitable Charms of Emily | 
Scarce had been ſeen;.bur ſeiz'd with ſuddain Smart, | | 
Stung to the Quick, be felt it at his Heart: 
Struck bia with over pow Ting — he Rood';. 
Then ſtarted back, amaz d; d aloud: | 5 5 
O, when my mortal Ang uh eat caus' | my Cry 3910 
That Moment I. Was ket thro” either K yen: 
Pierc'd with a Rahdom-Shufe I faint au NB ES (4 3 q 
And periſh with inſenſible Decay: 1159 © | 
A Glance from {ome new — 4 gave the Wound, | 


| Whom, like Acton, una 


* | 


oiſon is ĩn her Eyes, and Death in ev'ry Glance: | 
r, ut a k alone; but m0 ,t 
Wer Mind to M Ae, mul die for Love. Dryd. Pals Arc. 
Speechlefs me and aſtoniſh d (bod ; 

nd found m-uniknownT empor 1 in bisBlood:: 
'painfad Pleafure ſeit. A his D e 5 a 
nd in his Breaſt he felt and lovd Dat 
he wand' ring Flame oreeps thro hi wounded Veins; © 


nd all the Springs of Li e be . 


11 e 
O he devours Bortheegtibs with his yes; 
BW bilc thro' his glowing Weins thi infection flies: 190% 7 
wifter than Lightning n it eame; 
ke that, a fair, but a deſtructite, Flame. ald. sade; 
His Godlike RES and his heav*nly, Hue; Pg 
nd all his Beauties were en dt, View: | 
Wis naked Limbs the Nymp with Rapenre ſpies; 
ile hotter Paſſions in 0 Boſom e; Ah 
Wh in her Cheeks, and ſparkle in her Eyes. z 
ee longs, the burns, to claſp him in her Arms 
nd, looks, a hs; Cowon Kindles-ar his Charms, Add Oy. 
The Lover 1 with Peſire, 
he more he look'd; — 7 — d his Fire.” "Das: V iy 
When firft I faw the Prin, 
felt a pleaſing Motion at my lex 
ort breathing Sighs heavy d in my panting. Breaſt; 41 
he mounting Blosd flaſtf d in my. n acc 
nd dy'd my Cheeks with morethan uſual 5 
thought him ſure the Wonder of his Kind; 
nd wiſk'd my Fate had #7 n me'fach a Brot 
et knew b. "at lov'd ;- butt t, th all, 
ike me, beheld, and bleg d him for bis lee. 
Would Thad been 2 Man: * 
ith Honour then I might have Frghr A e 3 
rhaps, from long Experience of my Faith, 
e might have lot d me better than the reſt: 
midit the Dangers of the horrid War; 
ill had I been the neareſt to his Side; | 
Courts and Triumphs {till had fhar'd his Foys: 
, when the ſportful Chace had call'd ns farth, 
ogether we had cheaf't our apr Hemant] 1 
ogerher pref&d the Savage ofcr the PRESS 
, when ofer labom d with the pleaſing Toll, (agg. 
N on the * Soil, hat ſlept- Mio d 
3 Hippo itus! 
0as ! How he look'd — mov'd when he weg me! * 
read - 
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Inknowingly ſhe'ſtrikes, and kills by Chance: Fog! $4 


e 


Preadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely; 

—5 kindlin #4 Cheeks with. purple Beauties glow. $1 
His lovely ſparkling Eyes ſhot martial Fire?: 
- — orm OD extaſy fs IONS 401 Heil a 4 
y, Breath grew ſhort; my beating Heart prung opus i 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving Boſom 1 

Gods ! How I ſhook ! What boiling Heat inflam'd 
Gf panting Breaſt ! That Night with Love I ficken'd : 
receiv'd his fatal charming Viſits: | 
Then .wou?d he talk with ſuch a heav'nly Grace; 
Eook. with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my. Pains; | 
That I cou'd wiſh to be ſo fick for ever: 
My Ears, my greedy. Eyes, my thirſty Soul, FE. 
Prunk gorging in the dear delicious OCs 3 ll 1 
Till I was loft, quite loſt in ou Love: Phed. &  \ 
The God of. Love, ev'n the whole G üg efs'd me. __ 2 
Sincere, O tell me, baſt thou . ae i ils | 
Emma, beyond what Woman knows to feign il : 
Has thy uncertain Boſom ever ſtrove 
With the firſt Tumults of a real Love? 
— thou now dreaded, and now bleſs'd his Sway 3 5; 
Thy vg averſe, and: Joyful to obey? 
. {oftneſs Ir thou e'er bewaiPd.. 
Reaſon yielded, -and as Love prevail 2. 1: ::: 80 
Al wept the Potent God's reſiſtleſs Dart: - 
His kilti ing Pleaſure. his extatick Smart, 1H 
And heav'oly Poiſon thrilling thro' thy! Heart R Prion | 
If Love, 0} be Pain, the Pain I bear, 7 
No Thought can figure, and no Tongue Leda: : 
Neer faithful Woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd: - 
The Flames which long have in my Boſom reign'd: 
The God of Love himſelf inhabits there, 
With all his Rage, and Dread; and Grief, and Care.. 
His Complement of Stores, and total War. Prior. — 
Love reigns a very Tyrant in my Breaſt ;. | 
Attended on his Throne by all his Guards 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions. Orw.C. 
I'm all o'sr Love: 1 
Nay, I am Love: Love ſhot; and ſhot ſo faſt, Gran. p. 
He ſhot himſelf into my Breaſt at laſt. Dryd. Cong, 6 1 
I burn, I burn, like kindled Fields of Corn, 2 
When by the driving Winds the F lames are borne. Sero, Ul | 
For oh! I burn like Fires with Incence bright; 1295 
Not holy Tapers ſhine with purer Light: — 
Eneas is my. Thoughts perpetual Theme 
eg x Gal Le onging,. aud 4 he eir nightly Dream... 
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y felf, I cannot to my ſelf reſtore; : 

till I complain, and till I love him more. Dryd. Ovid. 

1 bok'd and gaz d, and never miſs'd my Hear, © 

t fled ſo pleaſingly away: But now Tt 

y Soul is all Lavinia's ; now ſhe's fix d 

irm in my Heart, by ſecrer Vows made there, 

k indelible Records of faithful Love! Otw. C. Mar. 

A mutual Warmth thro” both their Boſoms ſpread : 

ate gave the Signal; both at once began” © 

he gentle Race, and with juſt Pace they ran: 

Evnſo, methinks, when two fair Tapers come, 

rom ſev'ral Doors, ent'ring at once the Room 

With a ſwift Flight, that leaves the Eye behind, 
heir am'rous Lights into one Light are joirr'd :: LY 

ature herſelf were ſhe to judge the Cafe,  _(Dv. 

new not which firſt began the kind Embrace. Cowi. 
No Warning lof th* approaching Flame 

Swiftly, like ſuddain Death, it came: 

Like Travellers, by Lightning kill'd, 

I burnt the Moment I beheld;. "ON 

To what my Eyes admir'd before, 4 

T add a thouſand Graces more: | 

And Fanſy blows into a Flame- 2 4 

The Spark that from her Beauty came: WP | 

And, th* Object thus-improv'd by Though, 

By my own Image Lam caught: 

I yrs ſo, with fatal Art, „ LO 

Poliſh'd the Form that ſtung his Heart. Lanſd. B:Ench: 

For thus the Bedlam Train of Lovers uſe 

enhance the Value, and the Faults excuſe: 

ad therefore *tis no Wonder, if we ſee, , 

hey doat on Dowdies and Deformity : 

vn what they cannot praiſe, they will not blame, 

ut veil with ſome extenuating Name: I 

he fallow Skin is for the ſwarthy put; 

nd Loye can make a-Slattern of a Slut: 

— then a Pallas is their Love: 

freckled, ſhe's a parti - colour d Dove: 

little, then ſhe's Eife and Soul all o'er : 

n Amazon, the large two-handed Whore : 

he ſtammers? Oh what Grace in Liſping lies! 

he ſays nothing, to be ſure ſhe's wiſe: | 

Loud, and with a Voice to drown a Quire, 

2» pwnd (he muſt be, and full of Fire: 6974 01 

he lean conſumptive Wench, with Coughs decay'd; 

> call'd a pretty, tight, and finder Maid Ear e 

I o ergrown, a goodly Ceres is expreſs d. . - 
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A Bedfellow for Bacchusat the leaſt: 
Flat Noſe the Name of Satyr never 


And havging ing blubber Lips, but pout r K 
Je walk d . — Greve, 

And loudly ſung his Roundelay of Love: _ 

But on the ſudden ſtop d, and Alent Rood, 


(As Lovers often mule, e n b 4 


Now high as Heav'n, and then as b. 

Now up, now down,' as Buckers in a Well: 

For Venus, like her Day, will change her Chear, (& 4 
And ſeldom ſhall we ſee a Friday clear. Dryd. Chauc. 

Well cou'd I all my ether. Ills endure, 

But Love's a Malady without a Cure. | 

Fierce Love has pierc d me with his firy Dart: 
He fries within, and hiſſes at my Heart: ,, | 


k mach a Goddeſs no Time leaves Record, (Pal. & Ar I 
Who burn g the Temple, where ſhe was,ador'd. Dryd. Chu 


She had a-thoyſand; jadiſn Tricks 
| Worſe than a Mule that flings and kicks 
22% _ *Mong which one croſs-grain'd Freak ſhe bad, 
4 «s inſolent as ſtrange and mad: 
She could Love none, but only ſuch 
#5 Feorn'd and hated her as much: 


Wes af a0 


N a 


ſtrange Riddle of a. Lady 
ae, if ay ld her! Hey-day? 
eme ales have her! Hey ag 
Only to ſeize upon the Sound 
He, that gets her by-Heart,-muſt ſay her 


The back „like a Witeh's Prayer. 
Love in her Heart as idly burns 
As Fire in antique Roman Urns, 
Io warm the Dead, and vainly light 
Thoſe only, that ſee nothing by't. 
She had not Pow*r to entertain, 
And render Love for Love again : 
As no Man can draw in his Breath 
At once, and force out Air beneath. Hud. 
When Day declines, and Feaſts renew the Night, 
Still on his Face ſhe feeds her famiſh'd Sight: 
She longs again to hear the Prince relate 
His own Adventures, and the Trojan Fate: 
He tells it o'er and oer; but {till in vain: 
For ſhe {till begs to hear it ones again: 


1 


The Hearer on the Speakeris Mouth depends 25 
And thus the tragick Story never ends. 
Then, when they part, when: Phaebe's paler Light 


Withdraws, and-talling Stars to ſleep invite, 


x6 * 
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LO. 
Wc laſt remains; when 6 N e e 
s on the Bed 9 and. ſi denlens: Fore | 
ſent, her ahſent Herd ſees and heat; ; 

ia her Boſom young Aſcanius —_ N 
ad ſeeks the Father's on, 0 im the-Child FS 2 bak 
Love by Likeneſs mig 2 — — 2 ; 'T 
Th unha Quearmwit a t Vis 
ad — — oor of Love — vaſt e 
Can I forget him: Drive him from ary Joub? | 
he will ail be preſent to my Eyes; | : 
is Words will ever echo in my Ears; 
ill will he be the Torture of my D 
ane of my Life, and Ruin of my Glory. - 
— is faral Form 22 U 
eigns in my Heurt, and dwells before my Eyes: 
to the Gods I'pvay, the very Vows, - | 
wake to Heav'n, are by miyierving; Tongue, | 
oke to Hippolitus: If I try to fleep;: 
rait, in my drowzy 2 my reſtlelz Fanſy (Pheed. & Hi 
rings back his fatal Form, and curſes all my Slumbers: Smith 
My Cheeks no lo did their Colour boaſt: 

y Food grew loathfem, and mi Strenge Tloſtt 
in e'er J ſpoke, a Sigh wow d ftop wy Tongue: 
ort were my Slumbers, and my Nights were long : 
knew not from my Love thoſe Ggesse did grow); 
et was, alas! The ares ove es I did not know. Drya. Ovid. 
As Wax diſſolves, and Ice begins to run 
nd trickle into Drops —— the Sun: 
melts the Youth and Janguiſhes away; 

is Beauty withers, and his Limbs x £4 Add. Ovid. 
Lucia, thou knowꝰſt not half the Love he bears ther: 
FThene'er he ſpeaks of thee, his Heart's in Flames: 
e {ends out all his Soul at ev'ry Word; (Car. 
nd thinks, ancꝭ talks, and looks, like one rraoſported. Add. 

He greatly Loves thee, 

lis Eyes, his Locks, his Actions, all betray it: 
ut ſtill the ſmorher'd Fondneſs burns Within him: 
hen moſt it ſwells, and labours for a Vent; 
he Senſe of Honour, and Deſire of Fame, 
rive the big Paſſion back into his Heart. Add. Cato. 
Alas! Thou talk'ſt like one who never felt 
h' impatient Throbs and LO of a Soul, 
hat pants, and reaches after diſtant Good: 
Lover does not live by vulgar Time: | 
elieve me, Portius, in my Lucia's Abſence, - 
ife hangs 1 upon me, and becomes a Burthen: 
nd yer, when I behold the char ming Maid, - 
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Ius LO 
Im ten times more undone; while Hope, and Fear, 
And Grief, and Rage, and Love, riſe up at once, 
And with Variety of Pain diſtra&t me. Add. Cato 
Tell her thy Brother languiſhes to death, | 
And fades away, and withers in his Bloom; 
That he forgets his Sleep, and loaths his Food, 
That Youth, and Health, and War, are joyleſs to him: 
Deſcribe his anxious Days, and reſtleſs Nights, LO 
And all the Torments, that thou ſee'ſt me ſuffer. Add. Cata 
Teach me, to Love? | | T 
Teach Craft to Scots, and Thrift to Jews, 
Teach Boldneſs to the Stews: 
In Tyrants Courts teach ſubtle Flattery ; _ 
Teach Jeſuits that have travell'd far, to lie: 
Teach Fire to burn, and Winds to blow, 
Teach reſtleſs Fountains how to flow ; 
Teach on dull Earth fix'd to abide, 
Teach Womankind Inconſtancy and Pride : 
Ie But, prithee, teach not me to loye. 
»Tis I, who Love's Columbus am; *ris I 
| Who muſt new Worlds in Love deſcry. 
Me Times to come, I know it, ſhall 
Love's laſt and greateit Prophet call: 
But ah! What's that, if ſhe refuſe 
To hear the wholeſom Doctrines of my Muſe ? 
It to my Share the Prophet's Fate muſt come, 
Hereafter Fame, here Martyrdom ? Cowl. 


In Love with an Enemy. 


To Love's no ſtranger than to live: A Tax 
Impos'd on all by Nature; paid in kind, 
Familiar as our Being But is t not ſtrange 
To love an Enemy, whom yeſter San beheld 
Muſt'ring her Charms, and rolling, as ſhe paſs'd 
By ev'ry Squadron, her alluring Eyes, 
To yy her Champions Swords, and urge my Ruin * 
The Shouts of Soldiers, and the Burſt of Cannon, 
. Maintain ev'n ſtill a deaf and murm'ring Noiſe, 
Nor is Heav'n yet recover'd of the Sound 
Her Battel rous d: Yet ſpite of me I love. Dr. D. Seb. 
But Love with Malice: As an angry Cur 
Snarls while he feeds; ſo will I ſeize, and ſtanch 
The Hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. Dryd. OEdip. 
Thou love! Thar odious Mouth was neyer fram'd 
To ſpeak a Word fo ſoft —— | 
Name Death again; for that thou canſt pronounce 
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LO Fry 
h horrid Grace, becoming of 'a Tyrant : | | 
ve is for human Hearts, and not for thine, 
ere the brute Beaſt extinguiſhes the Man, 
—_ Tit norte © | 
o ſoon, proud Beauty, I confeſs no Love: 

| tis below my Greatneſs to. difown' it. 
ve thee implacably, yet hate thee too; 
duld hunt thee bare-foot in the mid-day Sun, 
ro' the parch'd Deſarts, and the ſcorching Sands, 
njoy thy Love, and once enjoy'd to kill thee. 
ay by thy Lion's Hide, vain Conqu*ror, _ 
d take the Diſtaff, for thy Soul's my Slave. 

— Yes I will wed the, 
ſpight of thee, and of my ſelf Iwill: 
Wor what? To people Africa with Monſters, 
ich that unnat'ral Mixture muſt produce? 
eerpent, I will engender Poiſon with thee; 
n Hate with Hate; add Venome to the Birth: 
r Offspring, like the Seed of Dragon's Teeth, (D.Seb. 
ll iſſue arm'd, and tight themſelves to Death, Dryd. 
WO Horrour ! Horrour! After this Alliance, | 
Tygers match with Hinds, and Wolves with Sheep; 
d ev'ry Creature couple with his Foe. Dryd. Span, Fryar. 
Now let the Lamb and Wolf no more be Foes; 
t Oaks bear Peaches, and the Pine the Roſe; 
pm Reeds and Thiſtles, Balm and Amber ſpring; -— 
1d Owls and Daws provoke the Swan to ſing, 
t Tityrus in Woods with Orpheus vie, 
dd ſoft Arion on the Waves defie. Staff. Virg. 

et Griffins, Mares, and Eagles, Turtles, woo; 25 

dd tender Fawns the rav*ning Dogs purſue. Chetw. Virg. 


Proteſtations and Tranſports of Love. 
| - I comes Ps. 
ly to my 2dor'd Caftalio's Arms, 
y Wiſhes Lord! May ev'ry Morn begin 
ke this, and with our Days our Loves renew! Otw. Orph. 
Chamont's the deareſt Thing I have on Earth! (Orph. 
ve me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. Otw. - 
0 I will throw my impatient Arms about her, 
her ſoft Boſom ſigh my Soul to Peace, | 
Il thro my panting Breaſt ſhe finds the Way 
d mould my Heart, and make ir what ſhe will. Otw. Orph. 
Iwill not reſt, till I have found Caſtalio, | 
y Wiſhes Lord, comely as riſing Day, 

idtt ten thouſand eminently known, 
ow'rs ſpring where. e er he treads, his Eyes 
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T'adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe. 


Ly, that to hear but told have made me tremble; . 


720 I.. 
Fountains of Brig tneſs, opal ene 3 
When will they f 7255 29 the .- 
With what a Sie below! * erp bh 
And RI th 5 Ret th 1 6 155 ws! __ (% 
Complacency, an uth, an N au 
Dwell ever on his Tae no. moo ah oughts. Ad 
O, he was all made up of, Love a ebam ac 
Whatever Maid cou d wilh, or Man admire; 
Depts of. ev*ry re When he a d, 
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A ſecret Pleafure gladden d all that aw A; | 

But when he talk d, the proudeſt Roman · bluſſ de. 

To hear his Virtues, old Age. 1 8 wiſe. Add. * 2 
O my Lavinia! If my Peace Cer, ſtray, 

Or any other- Beaury ever charm. _ eli 10 37 

If I not live intirely only. thine, 

In that eurſt Moment when my Soul Forfakes thee, 

May I be hither brought a Captive bound, | 


25 
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. 55 1 LINE nor 79 2 to the Lord 
7 og Vows, n 8 Marius, 4 
May be Ge 9 70 verty and Scorn, 10 
Hooted by Slaves rang OM t I pars, ON O Rome, TY 
Til, fying — the; Wiopls : avoi 27 = 
Sharp Hun ſome worſe Fate * me, 
And not a Ns Col rl a Leaf to hide me. panes, | 
May dreadful Earthquakes ſwallow down. 5-4 nl 
This Veſſel, which is all your own; 1 
Or ma the Heavens fall, and cover 
Theſe 2 of your conſtant Lover. Hud. 
Oh! Bid me leap, rather on go to Sylla, 1 
From. off the Battlements of any owW'r; 
Or walk in thieviſh Ways; or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: Cham me with roaring Bears, 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnel-Houſe: 


— 
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And F'Il go thro” it without Fear or Doubting, ; 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love. Orw. * un 4 
| And if you doubt this to be true, 

Tl ſtake my ſelf down a Treck vou; 

And if I fail in Love or Troth 

Be you the Winner, and take both. Hud. 

The Birds ſhall ceafe to tune their Ev'ning Song, 
The Winds to breathe, the Waving Woods to move, 
And Streams to murmur, ere 1 ceaſe to love. Pope. 

Oh thou ſoft Pear! If ever I forſake thee, | 
At my laſt Hour may I deſpair of OY: 


I 
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nd may thoſe Saints, that knew the Wrong I did thee, 
ſhen -. Heav'ns Gate I beg for Entrance, anſwer, word : 

emember what thou did'ſt to Fauſta wear; 7 
E gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere | 
dr perjur'd Lovers have no Manſion here. Lee Con 4 


O beſt Joy - 
f my abounding Soul! at ſhall I call thee? 


WW, Heav'n, thou art all Heav'n ! All Paradiſe! 


y Soul's beſt Life, and my Heart's graſp'd Deſire! 
ou deareſt of the World! The Mother in her throes, ' 
ter the Rack, when hanging o'er her abc 
ich bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and yearning Smiles, 
dves not her Darling more = [ love Criſpus. Lee Conſt; 
So well I love him, that with him all Deaths 
ould endure ; without him live no Life. Milt. Par. Loſt, 
I {wear to you by Heav'n, by all Things ſacrel, 

all that's Seu and lovely upon Earth,- - — 
y him, by Guiſe, by all the bleſſed Moments 


; t that dear Life, which ſingle prefer 


e for him! That's too little: I cou'd bun 


o millions of my own, I love him more (. Par. 


in you love Glory, Vengeance and Ambition. Lee. Maſg. of 


For Oh! I love beyond all former Paſſion. 


= 
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ece- meal away; or bleed to Death by Drops: 
> flea'd alive; then broke upon the Wheel: % bak 


Net, with a Smile, endure it all for Guiſmme 


nd, when let looſe from Torments, all one Wound, 
un with my mangled Arms, and cruſh him dead. Lee 
. Maſs. of Par. 
Call then, my Lord, call forth your fierce Tormentors; 
«pu. to Marguerite Flames and Wounds. 
all the cruel Arts of thoughtful Fury: 

turn me forth a Beggar to the World, 
nd make it Death for any to relieve me: 

t the mad Multitude, like Dogs, upon me, 

d tear, to worry me, like common Fleſh ; 

d drag me to a Ditch, and leave me gaſping : 

t with my laſt Sighs I will groan to Heav'n, 

is eaſter this, than to be falſe to Guiſe. Lee Maſs. of Par. 
O Mithridates, mighty as thou art, | a 
fore whoſe Throne Princes ſtand dumb as Death, 

ith folded Arms, and their Eyes fix d to Earth, 

ſhonour brand me, if I woùd not chuſe 

private Life with her whom my Soul loves, 

pther than live like thee, with all thy Titles, 

e King of Kings without her. Lee Mith. - 
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While cruel Beaſts of Prey iufeſt the Plain, 


Rather than feaſt in Courts with Loſs of Honour? 
Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heav'n expire, 


I love you too with ſuch a holy Fire, (& A 

As will not, cannot, but with Life, expire, Dryd. Chau. fi 
And, if beyond this Life Deſire can be, (Sig. & Gui 
Not Death it ſelf ſhall ſet my Paſſion free. Bryd. Bo: } 


Than! my dont Jocaſta. -— Dryd. OEd.” Spoken byOEdil 


I ſwear upon this Sword; and oh 
Be Witneſs, Heav'n, and all avenging Pow'rs, 
of the true Love I give the Prince Ziphares : 

Vhen I in Thought forſake my plighted Faith, 
Much leſs in Act, for Empire change my Love; 
May this keen Sword by my own Father's Hand 
Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries : 
And cut my faithleſs Limbs from this hack'd Body, 3 
To feaſt the rav nous Birds and Beafts of Prey. Lee. Mith᷑ 

If thou, more fair, than the red Morning's Dawn, a 
Sweeter than pearly Deus that ſcent the Lawn, 1 
Than blue- ey d Vi lets, or the Damask Roſe, | 4 


When in her hotteſt Fragrancy ſhe glows, 
And the cool Weſt her wafted Odours blows ; 
If thou art not the Darling of my Soul, | - 
May Mountains, big with Curſes on me roul: Lee. Glor, 
yy all thoſe holy Vows, 7M 
Which, if there be a Pow'r above, are binding, 
Or, if there be a Hell below, are fearful ; = 
May ev'ry Imprecation, which your Rage (& Cre 
Can wiſh on me, rake Place, if I am falſe. Dryd. Troll 
If &er my Breaft a guilty Flame receives, 3 
Or covets Joy, but what = Preſence gives: 
May ev'ry mjur'd Pow'r aſſert thy Cauſe, 
And Love avenge his violated Laws: 


And T {ts rage upon the faithleſs Main, I 
Whilſt Sighs and Tears ſhall liſt'ning Virgins move, I 
So long, ye Pow'rs, will fond Neæra love. Yald. Ovid. 
Does the Poor ſuff ring fair One Virtue love, = 

o drinks the Brook, and cats what Nature yields, 


Love Angels, and eternal Brightneſs there? 
"Tis ſure they do; ———_ And oh! *Tis full as ſure, 
That Cæſar Borgia dies for Bellamira. Lee. Cæſ. Bor. 


For Bliſs, as thou haſt Part, to me is Bliſs; 1 
Tedious, unſhar'd with thee, and odious ſoon. Milt. Par. Lo 

So well I love, Words cannor {peak how well: I 
No pious Son &er lov'd his Mother more, 


How I love Hector? Need I fay I love him? 
I am not but in him. —. Dryd. Troil. & Creſs. 


L. O 
For I atteſt fair Venus and her Son. Nang 
hat I of all Mankind will. love but thee alone. Prior. 
| My Thought ſhall fix, my lateſt Wiſh dep eng 
Da thee ; Guide, Guardian, Kinſman, Father, Friend: 
Wy all thoſe ſacred Names be Henry known . ——— 
o Emma's Heart; and grateful let him own, 7 
hat ſhe of all Mankind con'd love but him alone. Prior 
Faireſt Collection of thy Sexes Charms, 2371 
rown of my Love, and Honour of my Youth, 
enry, thy Henry, with eternal Truth, 
s thou may'ſt wiſh, ſhall all his Life imploy 
nd found his Glory in his Emma's Joy. Prior. 
Let me be grateful ſtilł ro Henry's Eyes: 
oft to the World, ler me to him be known: 
i Fate I can abſolve, if he ſhall on, r hs 
pat, leaving all Mankind, I love but him alone. Prior. 
Hear, ſolemn Jove, and conſcious Venus, hear: 
And thou, bright Maid, believe me while I ſwear; 
o Time, no Change, no future Flame ſhall move, 
he well · plac'd Baſis of my laſting Love. Prior. 
Hope of my Age, Joy of my Vouth, | 

Beſt Miracle of Love and Truth! 

All that cou'd e' er be counted mine, 

My Love and Life long ſince are'thine : 

A-real Joy I never knew, ; fo 

Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true: 

A real Grief I ne'er can find, 

Till thou prove perjur'd or unkind: 

Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 

All we abhor, and all we tear, 

Bleſt with thy Preſence I can bear: 

Thro' Waters and'thro' Flames Fl] go, 

Suff'rer and Solace of thy Woe. 

Had 1 a Wiſh that did not bear 

The Stamp and Image of my Dear; 

Fd pierce my Heart thru? ev'ry Vein, 

And die to let it out again. 

No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, 

If Venus ever loy'd like me, 

That for one Hour I wou*d not quit 

My Shepherd's Arms and this Retreat, 

To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, | 

Part'ner of all his Pow'r and Pride; let gee! 

Or rule in regal Stare above, bn 

Mother of Gods, and Wife of Jove. Prior. 
| I have a Heart, but if it cou'd be falſe 
i o my firſt Yows, ever to _ againg 
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Theſe honeſt Hands ſhou'd tear it from my Breaſt, 
And throw the Traytor from me. South. Oroo. 
For Truth itſelf, and everlaſting Love, 
Grow in this Breaſt, and Pleaſure in theſe Arms. South. Oroa 
— — Here I reg . MM 
full Delights, in Joys to Pow'r unknown: (Oroon, i 
r Love my Empire, and your Heart my Throne. South, 
There's not a God inhabits the bright Sphere, 3 
But for this Beauty wou'd all Heav'n forſwear: 3 
Ev'n Jove wou'd try more Shapes her Love to win, - 
And, in new Birds, and unknown Beaſts, wou'd 1 Dryd. 
e e To'yr. Love 
I love you more than Love can wield the Matter; 1 
NMearer than Eye; ſight, Space, and Liberty; 
23 can be valu'd-rich or rare: ; 
leſs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty, Honour; 
As much as Child e' er lov'd, or Father found: 
A Love, that makes Breath poor, and Speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of ſo much I love you. Shak. K. Lea 
hile Amadis Oriana's Love poſſeſs'd, | 
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Secure of Empire in that beauteous Breaſt, ow $4 
Not Jove, the King of Gods, like Amadis, was bleſs'd. 
While t' Oriana Amadis was true, Þ. 

Nor wand'ring Flames to diſtant Climates drew; ; bw | 

No Heav'n, but only Love, the pleas'd Oriana knew. | 

Tho? brave Conſtantius charms with ev'ry Art, 

That can entice a tender Virgin's Heart, 

Whether he ſhines for Glory or Delight, 

To tempt Ambition, or enchant the Sight, 

Were Amadis reſtor'd to my Efteem, * | 

I would reject a Deity for him. 5 
Tho falſe, as wat'ry Bubbles, blown by Wind. 

Fix'd in my Soul, and rooted in my Mind. 5 

J love Oriana, faitlileſs and unkind: . 

O vere ſhe kind, and faithful as ſhe's fair, : 

For her alone I'd live, and die for her. Lanſd. Brit. Each. 

Place me on Mountains of eternal Snow, 
Where all is Ice, all winter Winds that blow ; 
Or caſt me underneath the burning Line, 
Where everlaſting Sun does ſhine; 
Where all is ſcorch'd; whatever you decree, 
Ye Gods! where-ever I ſhall be, 1 
Myra ſhall ſtill be loy'd, and ſtill ador'd by me. Lanſd. 
mpire and Victory, be all forſaken, | 

All but Chruſeis. Ves, ye partial Pow'rs, 

To Plagues, add Poverty, Diſgrace, and Shame 

Strip me of all my Dignities and Crowns; | „ 

Not one of all your Curſes will be felt, Whilig 
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Thilſt I can keep this Bleſſing: Take, O take 

Vour Sceptres back, and give them to my Foes: 

ive me but Life, and Love, and my Chruſeis, 1 
Tis all I ask of Heav'n . Lanfd. Her, LoVv!e. 
The World's a worthleſs Sacrifice for her, . 


2ros, 


roon, ore worth than thouſand Worlds. Mons = 
outh, WT he Gods, that with unnumber'd Eyes look down 


From their high Firmament, all ſtuck with Lights, 

Nee nothing half ſo glorious, or fo bright. 

Clory, that common Miſtreſs of Mankind, 

ryd, Courted by all, but by ſo few poſſeſs'd, 

oe. or which ſo many Rivals hourly fall, 

Early I ſaw, was tempted, and enjoy'd: _ 

aut Love has led me to new: Realms of Bliſs, *. 

here Pleaſures bloſſom with eternal Spring; | zz 

WE njoyments made immortal by Dehre,, 7» 47 
And Joys flow in on Joys, and Rapture ſtreams” . 

all other Sweets are viſionary Bliſs ; W 

Nothing but Love ſubſtantial Extaſy. Lanſd. Her. Love. 

— Let Chaos come, (A; 

Confuſion ſeize on all; whene&er we part: | 

Int'reſt, Ambition, Piety, Renown, | TS 

ity and Reaſon, I have weigh'd them all; (Her. Love. 

hut, O how light, when thon art in the Scale. Lanſd:.- 
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And Love's enough: What Argument ſo ſtrong? 
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WA blcnt or preſent, thou art ſtill the ſame; - |. +71 4417 
Ply Faith's the ſame: What, tho' the Hunter flies, > A 
be ſtrucken Stag bleeds on. = — WT 
b' Impreſſion that thou leav'ſt upon my Soul, 8 


Lies there ſo deep, ſo lively, and ſo full, N 

hat Memory recalls no other Thought, ie Hie > 

ut only Love; and only Love of thee. Lanſd. Her. Love. 

ho the Winds beat, and loud the Billows roar, 

Firm ſtands the Rock, unſhaken from the Shore: 

Againſt my Love, tho Heay'n and Earth combine. 

So will I cleave to thee, for ever thine. . Lanſd. Her. Love. 
Bear Record, Heav'n, and all ye conſcious Stars 

ho Almerick, mani. —— 7 
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le thee, were lovely, beautiful, and young; 1577 
rbo' to bis Empire all the Eaſt were join'd; - 
and his Dominions boundleſs as bis Love; 
ho he would make me Miſtreſs of Mankind; : ., _. -** 
With noble Scorn, I wou'd inſult his Flame, 
Reject the Monarch, and a-Crown diſdain. 
Ficar, in Return, Armida, what I wert 
ho fair Cimene all her Sex outſhin dl 
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Tho! he, who monnts her Bed, aſcends a Throne; 
Tho? Empire, Power, Glory, Riches, all 

That wretched Mortals Happineſs miſname, 5 
Attend her Love; and the Refuſal, Death; 1 
Fix'd as the Pole, I never will comply; ' (Cong 
But with Armida live; or for Armida die. Hig. Gen. 
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II |] would ſerve my King; 
Serve him with all my Fortune here at home, 3 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in the Wars; E | 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him, die for him, 
As ev'ry true- born loyal Subject ought. Otw. Orp. 

have ferv'd him: 42 17 2 off 
In this old Body yet the Marks remain 
Of many Wounds: ve with this Tongue praclaim'd + 
His Right, even in the Face of rank Rebellion 
And; when a foul- mouth'd Traitour once prophan'd 
His ſacred Name; with my good Sabre drawn, 
Ev'n at the Head of all his giddy Rost, 
I ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. Otw. Orph, 
What gen'rous Man can live with that Conftraine 
Upon his Soul, to bear, much leſs ro flatter, ' 

A Court like this? Can ſooth Tyranny? 
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Seem pleas'd ro ſee my _ Maſter murder'd 


His Crown ufurp*d, a Di aff in the Throne? 
A Council made- of ſuch as dare not ſpeak; 

And could not if they durſt ? Whence honeſt Men 
Buaniſh themſelves for Shame of being there? $ 
A Government, which, knowing not true Wiſdom, (Fry, 
Is ſcorn'd abroad, and lives on Tricks at home. Dr. Span 


| A 

It is not Love, but ſtrong libidinous Will 
That triumphs o'er me; and, to ſatiate that 
What Diff'rence twixt this Moor and her fair Dame? 
Night makes their Hues alike; their Uſe is {0-; 
Whoſe Hand's ſo ſubtile, he can Colours name, 
If he do wink, and touch them: Luſt, being blind, | 
Never in Woman did Diſtinction find. Beaum. Kt. of Malt: 

Luſt neither ſees nor hears ought but it ſelf. Beaum, 


: = (Kt. of Malta. 

Thy Luſt is more inſatiate than the Grave, | 
And, like infectious Airs, ingenders * — (of Corinth. 
To murder all that's ehaſte or good in Woman. 5 . 
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oO Luxury ! thou ſoft, but ſure Deceit ! 

Cons Niſe of the Mean, and Ruin of the Great! 

wy, ST oo ſure Preſage of ill approaching Fates! 

'- ET hou bane of Empires! and the Change of States! 

Armies in vain reſiſt thy mighty Pow'r ; | 

Nor Plagues or Famine would confound them more 

Flora commands, ſaid ſhe, thoſe Nymphs and Knights, 

bo liv'd in flothtul Eaſe, and looſe Delights: 

ho never Acts of Honour durſt purſue: 

Ihe Men inglorious 3 the Ladies all untrue: 

ho, nurs'd in Idleneſs, and train'd in Courts, 

SP a{s'd all their precious Hours in Plays and Sports; | 

WT il! Death behind came ſtalking on, unſeen, m7 

and, wirher'd, like a Storm, the Freſhneſs of their Green. 
(Dryd. Chauc. The Flower and the Leaf: 


Plains ef LTB IA. 

= — There no liquid Fountain's Vein 

Nells thro! the Soil, or gurgles thro? the Plain: 

o Harveſt there the ſcatter d Grain repays, | 

Pot with'ring dies; and, ere it ſhoots, decays: 

here never loves to ſpring the mantling Vine, 

Nor wanton Ringlets round her Elm to twine : 

le thirſty Duſt prevents the fwelling Fruit, f 

Drinks up the gen'rous Juice, and kills the Root: f 

bro' ſecret Veins not temp ring Moiſtures paſs 

o bind with viſcous Force the mould' ring Maſs; 

ut genial Jove, averſe, diſdains to ſmile 

orgets, and curſes the neglected Soil: 

hence lazy Nature droops her idle Head, 

\s ev'ry vegetable Senſe were dead: 

hence the wild dreary Plains one Viſage wear; 

Alike in Summer, Winter, Spring; a rs 

Nor feel the Turns of the revolving Year. 

No leafy Shades, no naked Deſarts know, 

No ſilver Streams thro flow'ry Meadows flow. 

dur Horrours there, and various Deaths abound, 

und Serpents guard th' unhoſpitable Ground. 

Here all at large, where nought reſtrains his force, 

npetuous Auſter runs his rapid Courſfſm 

Nor Mountains here, nor ſtedfaſt Rocks reſiſt. 

But free he ſweeps along the ſpacious iſt: Himel bg 
A a. 4 No 
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No ftable Groves of antient Oaks ariſe, 

To tire his Rage, and catch him as he flies; 

But wide around the naked Plains appear, 

Here fierce he drives unbounded: thro? the Air, 
Roars, and exerts his dreadful Empire here. 

The whirling Duſt, like Waves in Eddies wrought, 
Riſing aloft, to the mid Heav'n is caught: f 
There hangs a ſudden Cloud. nor falls again, 

Nor breaks, like gentle Vapours, into Rain. 
Gazing, the poor Inhabitant deſcries, 

Where, high above, his Land and Cottage flies ; 
Not riſing Flames attempt a bolder Flight; 

Like Smoke by riſing Flames uplifted, light (Luc, 
The Sands aſcend, and ſtain the Day with Night. Rowe. 
O Lybia, were thy pliant Surface bound, 

And form'd a ſolid, cloſe compacted Ground; x 
Or hadſt thou Rocks, whoſe: Hollows, deep below, 
Would draw thoſe ranging Winds, that looſely blow, 
Their Fury, by their firmer Maſs —_ 

Or in hoe dark infernal Caves inclos d, 

Thy certain Ruin would at once compleat, 

Shake thy Foundations, and unfix thy Seat: 

But well thy flitting Plains here learn d to yield; 
Thus, not contending, thou thy Place haſt held, (Luc. 
Unfix'd art fix d, an flying keep'ſt the Field. Rowe. 
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But now her Grief has wrought her into Frenzy, 
The Images, her troubled Fanſy forms, | 
Are incoherent, wild ; her Words disjointed : 
Sometimes ſhe raves for Muſick, Light and Air: 
Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick, calms her Pains : 
Then with ecſtatick Strength ſhe ſprings aloft, 
And moves, and bounds with Vigour not her own. 
Then Life is on the Wing; then moſt ſhe ſinks, 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling Water, 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling Wood 
And bubbles to the Brim : ev'n then moſt waſting, 
When moſt it ſwells. — Smith. Phæd. & Hip. 
Somerimes he rends his Garments, nor does ſpare 
The goodly Curls of hisrich yellow Hair : 2 
Sometimes a vi'lent Laughter fcru'd his Face, 
And ſometimes ready Tears dropt down apace: 
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metimes he fix d his ſtaring Eyes on Ground... . 52080 ” 


ſometimes in wild Manon hurld them Tong 4 
he Moon has roul'd aboye his. Fade 3 ba 
peals of Thunder ſour. the gen os Dx 1 'opigg 

here in a Den, remov'd 80 Hu 2 4 FL: ee = 


Neſs'd with Mule. N 55 8 
8 ien, wiretche 18 117 a; = th 1 * * 
plays, for Heros, an 155 on Amd: 0107 ad Ils bi 
oughtleſs he raves his ſleeple Hour N . 
10 all Night, in Darkneſs all the Day ?: 

d, if he gets — ee 75 WT | 
e Fir wb he foams, and bites his Chal, 2 
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Eyeballs roul, and he Eros: 1 en Tron . 2 Mi 


Mad as tlie Winds 57 52 A& Virgo 
Ap. al 
en for the Empire: of. Cal « Wag they, five: : Pen a * 
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Wan the fierce. Tigreſs o 1 Voun g begalP d. 0 Lee Fool 


ly Head grows | iddy : F h that '« were mad? 1 a1! 
aneſs brings Eaſe : Reaſon. Reaſon alone 41 
Is Sorrow : Folly and Madneſs are exempt :, 4 


State of human Life is to be envy d, 01 1 
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HE Lunacy and Fol ne can be Happ A 
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| Senſe, which 2 remote, ant ee WR P. ene f 
adneſs by ſacred | Number? 3 is exp ba; Foam! * dd 


>) 
Tg 


Magick will to ſtronger M ca he yield. Hopk. Ovid. 2A 
is the Time' 8 een e ladmen 1620 Blinds: . 
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In Magick he Was dee fead, ; WG 421855 HT 

As he, that made the braz 1 Head 4199 8 2 

Profoundly Silk ig the'Black' A bird wt 

' As Engliſh Aer Ha % He Meat 70 in 1 7891 baA 
But far more skilful | in th the, Sp Yes; [ fil 


Than he Was at the 8 ve and She 15 | 72 107 u 
He could transform himſelf in Co o 121 DOA 
As like the Devil as- a Collier; | # 202. O nic 
As like as tes in Show; © -- 1 9165 12H 
Sts true 36 Cat Qs 192 SlotſT 
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And all the hollow Deep of Hell, wich hi 055 Uproar rin 


_ Horribly rumblegwith its drea 


With filent Awe attend my potent ehr ; 
And thou, O Air, that murmur'{t on the Mountain, 


There I can force th infernal Gods to Mew 


Thoſe Groans, of Ghoſſs, that cleave the Earth wich Pain 


Vile Terms of Art to 
And draws myſterious Circles on the Floor. 


* XA 


My arbitrary Voice ſhe hears with Awe ; ; 

pad, Trading: 4, ſuſpends th eternal Law: 
Bre make the Poles refbund, 

A e conf 3 AT 

Ar my Comman 


The Thunder ruſhes but on dn dm g Win 


Thou knowꝰ'ſt ho far her dreadful Pow extends, | 
Pow'r that ſets Earth, Hell and Heav'n in Uptoar, 
While Chaos, huſh'd, ſtands he rod the Noiſe, 
And wonders at. Confuſion; not his own : 
But hark! iin begins.; already 
133 grielly Tyr yrant takes the 'dire Alarm ; 3 
ander ev'n now the Furies arm: 

ola infernal Tage throꝰ tir Aby fi byb ne, 


Hark ! in that Roar Hell's Ne 50 Mounds it — U: 
Hark ! how the vaulted' Reav? ns reſtore the di en Nia. we | 


Be huſh'd ar my Command: Silence, ye Winds, 

That make 8 War upon the'Ocean; ' - 

And thou, old Ocean, Jull th Te 3 

Ye warring Elements, be huſh'd as Dea 

While I impoſe my dread Commands on Hell: 

Andithou, profoundeſt Hell, whoſe dreadful Sway © 

Is given to me by Fate and Demog gorgon, 

Hear, hear my pow*rful Voice thro? all thy Regions,” F 

By Demogorgon I command thee hear, (& Am 1 

And from thy gloomy Caverns thunder thy Reply. D. Rin. 
Since that the PoWrs. divine refuſe to clear 0 

The myſtick Deed, ll to the Grove of Furies: 
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Their horrid Forms, each trembling Gholt {Hall se, 3 

And leave their griezly Ky without, a, Waiter; Le. Oxy 4 
Infernal Gods). Y 

Muſt you have Muſick too ? Then tune your Vo Voices, 

And let them haveſuch, Sounds; as Hell n&er he: 

Since 928 brib d the Shades. Dryd. OEdip. 


Hear thoſe Laments,. 


And heave it up; they pant, and ſtick half Taye, Dr. Ob 15 
The Magus, in ch“ 172 erim mumbles or 1 
ome infernal Po. - ỹ m3 9 


3 Put ; 
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; | he wither'd Product of a blighted Spring: 


Way-Leaves, and Viper 


t from the gloomy Vault no glaring Spright — 
ende to blaſt the randy 222 of Feb: . 
o myſtick Sounds, from Helps detefted' Womb, 
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) dusky Exhalations, upwrards come: 
nd now to raiſe an Altar he deerees 
o that devouring Harpy call'd Diſeaſe : 
hen Flow'rs in Caniſters he haſts to bring, 


ith cold Solanum from the Pontick Shore; 

he Roots of Mandrake, and black Hellebore : 

nd on the Structure next he heaps a Load 

f Saſſafras in Chips, and Maſtick Wood: 

hen from the Compter he takes down the File, 

nd with Preſcriptions lights the ſolemn Pile. | 

hen to the Hag theſe Oraiſons he ſent: _ * A 
ou, that would'ſt lay whole States — 245 


Woner than we, thy Cormorants ſhou 


„in Return, all Diligence we pay 
extend your Empire, and confirm your Sway, 
ar as the weekly Bills can reach around, 


Z rom Kent-ſtreerEnd, to fam?d St. Giles's Pound; 


2hold this poor Libation with a Smile ; 


N ; nd let auſpicious Light break thro? the Pile. 


e ſpoke ; and on the 3 — he lay d 2 
's Hearts; and thus he ſaid : 

s theſe conſume in this myſterious Fire, 

d let the curs'd Diſpenſary expire: 


3 nd as theſe crackle in the Flames, and die 3 
let its Veſſels burſt; and Glaſſes - 


ut a ſiniſter Cricket ſtrait was beard - 

he Altar fell; th* Offering diſappear'd. Garth. 

a A File they rear, 

ithin the ſeeret Court, expos'd in Air: | 

he cloven Holms and Pines are heap'd on high ; 
nd Garlands on the hollow Spaces lie: 1 

ad Cypreſs, Vervain, Eugh, compoſe the Wreath; 
nd ev'ry baleful Green, ing Death : = RR 
he Queen, derermin'd to rhe fatal Deed, WERE. 
he Spoils and Sword he left, in Order "_ | 


L nd the Man's — on the nuptial Be 


nd. now, the ſacred Altars plac'd aroun „ 
he Prieſteſs enters with her Hair unbound 3 $ / 


ad thrice invokes the Pow'rs below the Ground. 


ight, Erebus, and Chaos ſhe proclaims, 

nd threefold Hecat, with her hundred Names; 

nd three Dianas: next ſhe ſprinkles roun 

ith feign'd Avernian Drops, the hallow'd Ground ; Calls 
: N u 


5 


Culls hoary Simples, found by Phcebe's Light, 
With brazen Sickles ręap'd at Noon of Night: 
Then mixes baleful Juices in the Bowl: - | 
And cuts the Forehead of a new-born Foal, 
Robbing the Mother's Love. The deſtin'd Queen 
Obſerves, aſliſting at the Rites obſcene : = 
A leaven'd Cake in her devoted Hands 
She holds, and next the higheſt Altar ſtands : - - 
One tender Foot was ſhod, the other bare, | 1 
Girt was her gather d Gown, and looſe her Hair. Dr. Virg. 
Now take your Turns, ye Muſes, to rehearſe 5 
His Friends Complaint, and; mighty Magick Verſe : 
Bring running Water: bind thoſe Altars round 
With Fillets ; and with Vervain ſtrow the Ground: 
Make fat with Frankincence the ſacred Fires, 
To reinflame my Daphnis with Deſires 
*Tis done: we want but Verſe.; reſtore, my Charms, 
My lingring Daphnis to my longing Arms. | 
Around his waxen Image firſt I wind 
Three woollen Fillets, of three Colours join'd : 
Thrice bind about his thrice devoted Head, 
Which round the ſacred Altar thrice is led : | 
Unequal Numbers pleaſe the Gods. — _ | 
Knit with three Knots the Fillets: knit them ſtreight; 
And fay ; Theſe Knots'to Love I conſecrate. 
As Fire this Figure hardens, made of Clay ;. 
And this of Wax with Fire conſumes away: 
So ler the Soul of Daphnis cruel be, 
Hard to the reſt of Women; foft to. me: 
Crumble the ſacred Mole of Salt and Corn : 
Next in the Fire the Bays with Brimſtone burn; 
And, while it crackles in the Sulphur, fay,  _ 
This I for Daphnis burn; thus Daphnis burns away: 
This Laurel is his Fate. ern f | . | TR 
a 8 ws. 1 X and left. to me;. 5 
e Pledges of his promis d Loyalty. - : 8 
- Which —— my Threſhold I beſtow; ©. Ml 
Theſe Pawns, O ſacred Earth! to me my, Daphnis Wwe: 
As theſe were his, ſo mine is he: my Charms, 5 
EKReſtore their ling'ring Lord to my. deluded Arms. 
out theſe es; caſt them in the Brook: 
Caſt backward o'er your Head; nor turn your Look: 
Since neither Gods, nor Godlike Verſe can move; 
Break out ye ſmother'd Fires, and kindle ſmother'd Love. 
Erert your utmoſt Pow'r, my ling'ring Charms, | 


And force my Daphnis to my longing Arms. | 4 in 
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zee, while my laſt Endeavours I delay, 


e waking Aſhes riſe, and round our Altars play: 
Nun to the Threſhold, Amaryllis, hark, | 
Dur Hylas opens, and begins to bark: , 4 
ood Heav'n ! may Lovers what they. wiſh believe; # 


r dream-their Wiſhes, and thoſe Dreams deceive? 


Jo more, my Daphnis comes, no more, my Charm: 
e comes, he runs, he leaps, ro my deſiring Arms. Dr. Virg. 


MAG NANO. 


Next theſe the brave Magnano came, 
Magnano, great in martial Fame :: 
He was as fierce as Foreſt Boar, 
Whoſe Spoils upon his Back. he wore,, 
As thick as Ajax ſeven-fold Shield, | 
Which o'er his brazen Arms he held: 
But Braſs was feeble to reſiſt 
The Fury of his armed Filt ; 
Nor could the hardeſt Ir'n hold out 
Againſt his Blows, but they would thro't: 
Of warlike Engines he was Authour, 
Devis'd for quick Diſpatch of Slaughter :: 
The Cannon, Blunderbuſs, and'Saker, 
He was th'Inventor of and Maker, 
The Trumpet, and the Kettle-Drum,. 
Did both from his Invention come. 
He was the firſt, that e er did teach 
To make, and how to ſtop, a Breach. 
A Lance he bore, with Iron Pike, 
Th' one half would thruſt, th' other ſtrike: 
And when their Forces he had join'd, 
He ſcorn'd to turn his Parts behind. Hud. 


MALECONTENT., . 
— — There's ſtill  * N 
dang'rous Wheel at Work, a thoughtful Villain; 
ne, who has rais'd his Fortune by t 72 
nd Diſcords of his Countrey; like a Fly 
er *leſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 
ill he bas vented his Infections there, 
o feſter into Rancour and Sedition. Otw. C. Mar. 


1 


— —— That talking; Knave 
enſumes his Time in Speeches to the Rabble, 

Wd ſows Sedition up aud down the Ci; Wl 
ding up diſcontented Fools, belying | 
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We've neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace; 
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The Senators and Government, deftroying 1 
Faith amongſt honeſt Men, and 3 e orb Ci 
The beſt, and of the Princes ſome, were ſuch, --'' 
Who thought the Pow'r of Monarchy roo much ; © '- 
By theſe the Springs of Property were bent, | 
And wound ſo high, they crack'd the Government. 
The next for Int'reſt ſought t' embroil the State, 
To ſell their Duty at too dear a Rate; | 
Pretending publick Good to ſerye their own: 
Others thought Kings an uſeleſs heavy Load, 
Who coſt too much, and did too little Good : 
Theſe were for laying honeſt David by - 
On hor nos of mere good Husbandry. Dr. Abſ. & Ach. 
The So * — Rout, well vers'd of old 
In godly Faction, and in Treaſon bold: 
Hot Levites headed theſe; who, pull'd before 
From th' Ark, which in the Judges Days they bore, 
Reſum'd their Cant, and, with a zealous Cry 
Purſu'd their old belov'd Theocracy ; | 
Where Sanhedrim and Prieſt enſlav'd the Nation, 
And ye their Spoils by Inſpiration : 
o fit to reign as Aaron's Race, 
If once Dominion they could found in Grace ? i, 
Theſe led the Pack; tho' not of ſureſt Scent, (Ach, 
Yer deepeſt mouth'd e the Government. Dryd. Abſ. & 
Religion and Redreſs of Grievances, - | 
Two Names, that always cheat, and always pleaſe 
They often urge. Dryd. Abſ. & Ach. 
They fill rhe Peoples Ears | | 
With falſe Reports, their Minds with jealous Fears. Dr. Virg, 
Great Diſcontenrs there are, and many Murmurs: | 
The Doors are all fflut up: the wealthier Sort, 
With Arms acrofs, and Hats upon their Eyes, 
Walk to and fro before their ſilent Shops; 
Whole Droves of Lenders crowd the Banker's Doors, 
To call in Money: Thoſe, who have none, mark | 
Where Maney goes; for, when they riſe, tis Plunder. 
————— No Safety can be here for Virtue; 2 
Where all agree to ſpoil rhe 1 Good, 
And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labours: 
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For the Foundation's loſt of common Good; 
_— is lame, as well as blind, amongſt us: 

e Laws, corrupted to their Ends that make them, | 
Serve but for Inſtruments of ſome new Tyranny, (Pre. 
That ev'ry Day ſtarts up Yenſlave us deeper. Otw. Ven 


——— — 
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My, . Ogh the eurſt Fate of Venice Tits 
. C, here Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe; 
obere there's no Truſt, no Truth: where Innocence 
oops under vile Oppreſſion, and Vice lords it. Ot w. Ven. Pr. 
The State is out of Tune: diſtracting Fears, 
nd jealous Doubts jar in our publick Councils; 

midſt or wealthy City Marmurs 10 

wd Railings and Reproach on thoſe that rule; 

ith open Scorn of Government! Hence Credit 
nd publick Truſt twixt Man and Man are broken : 
he golden Streams of 


Commerce are with- held, 

hich fed the Wants of needy Hinds and Artifans, 

ho therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 

= £ : 23; | Rowe. J. Shore. 

he publick Stock's a Beggar; one Venetian 

ruſts not another: look into their Stores 

f gen' ral Safety, empty Magazines, 

tatter'd Fleet, a murm rin unpaid Army, 

ankrupt Nobility, a harraſs'd Commonalty, 

= iactious, giddy, and divided Senate, > 

all the Strength of Venice! Ler's deftroy it; 

et's fill the Magazine with Arms to awe them; 

an our their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it: 

et looſe the murm'ring Army on their Malters 

o pay themſelves with Plunder: lop their Nobles 

o the baſe Roots, whence moſt of chem firſt ſprung: 

nſlave the Rout, whom ſmarting will make humble, 

urn ont their doating Senate, and pofleſs _ 

hat Seat of Empire, which our Souls were fram'd for. 

Otw. Ven. Pref. 

10 fee the Suff rings of my Fellow-Creatures, 

od own my felf a Man! To ſee our Senators 

beat the deluded People with a Shew . 

f Liberty, which yer they ne'er mult taſte of! 

hey ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 

et whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds 

ring whom they pleaſe to Ilnfamy and Sorrow; . _ 

rive us, like Wrecks, down the __ Tide of Pow'r, 

= hilt no Hold's left to ſave us from Deſtruction : 

All that bear this are Villains; and I one, 

lot to rowze up at the great Call of Nature, | 

\nd check the Growth of theſe domeſtick Spoilers, 

That make us Slaves, and tell us, tis our Charter. | 
; : Otw. Ven. Pref. 

When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction ceaſe ; 
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ref. hen ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 5 
= ferry pceviſh moody Malecontem Sh | 
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Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an Uproar; 
. them with Dangers, and 8 their Brains, 
Day, with ſome fahtaſtick giddy Cha 88 Rowe. 1 Sh 
The reſty Knaves are over - run with Eaſe; 
As Plenty ever is is dhe Nurſt ok en R 
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Or by. conflicting Pons ern: 
Reaſon in vain employs her Ad; 
The furious Will on Fanſy waits; 
While Reaſon ſtill, by Hopes or Fears betray' d, 
Too late advances, or too ſoon denne ä Cong. - 
Bleſs'd glorious Man, to whom a lone Kind Hes. a- 1 
An everlaſting Soul has freely given! 5 951 
Whom his gr reat Maker took ſuch Care to: rake, | 
That from himſelf he did the Image take, 
And this fair Frame in ſhining Reaſon dreſs'd,. 
To dignifie his Nature above Beaſt. 
Reaſon by. whoſe aſpiring Influence, 
We take a Flight beyond material Senſa;; 11 2 ls 
Dive into Myſteries, then ſoaring 1 N en 
The flaming Limits of the Univerſe: =d 3447 0 
Search Heav?n and Hell, find out what's PETER * iſ ; 
And give the World true Grounds, of Hoppand 10 en Roch. 
Bur filly Man, in his-miſtaken War, 
By. Reaſon,” his falſe Guide, is led aſtray | 
Toſs'd by a thoufand Guſts of way ring + NE UP 711 95 
His reſtleſs Mind ſtill rouls from Thought o Thought: ; 
In each Reſolve unſteady, and unfixt! 
And, what he'one Da — — deſires the Re Oldh.Boil,, 
Men are nor ſtilb the ſame: our; Appetites,, 3 1c 
Are various and inconſtant as the en | | 
That never ſhines with the ſame Face Spain N 
*Tis Nature's Curſe never to be refoly* 31Y 
__ to Day A of — . YE | So . pic 
To Morrow's elder Judgment may:deipile. t a 
Tis better be a Do 41 be a Man; . 
Inſtinct of, Nature is the only Guide 3 
— kd, Vain Light of Reaſon! Ah, how, 6 
Put out 4 ev'ry accidental Br eath, 
That Paſſion blow! 74 1 
What Fool would be a Man, 10 had 2 Choice 
2 own. Being? The beſt, moſt perfect. 
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re ſo allay d, the Good ſo mix'd with Bad, n 
ke counterfeited Coin of mingled Metal, 1. 8 5 
he noble Part's not current for the Baſe. Lanſd. Her. Love. 
This is our Image juſt: Such is that van, h * 
at fooliſh, fickle,*motly Creature, Man: 
ore changing than a Weather-cock, his Head 
er wakes with the ſame Thoughts he went to Bed: 
ſome to all beſide, and ill at Eaſe, | | 
> neither others, nor himſelf, can pleaſe: 
ich Minute round his whirling Humours run, 
ow he's a Trooper, and a Prieſt anon, ; 
d Day in Buff, to Morrow in a Gown. Oldh. Boil. 
A Man, when firſt he leaves his prim*tive Night, 
eaks from his Mother's Womb to view the Light: 
ke a poor Carcaſs, tumbled by the Flood, | 
> falls all naked, and beſmear'd with Blood, 

Infant weak, and deſtitute of Food: 
ith tender Cries the pitying Air he fills; 
fit Preſage for all his coming IIls: 
hile Beaſts are born and grow with greater Eaſe 
> Need of ſounding Rattles them to pleaſe: 
Need of tattling Nurſes buſy Care: 
ey want no Change of Garments, but can wear 
e ſame at any Seaſon of the Year. 
ey need no Arms, no Garrifon, or Town, 
ſtately Caſtles to defend their own: £ 
ture ſupplies their Wants; whate'er they crave * 
Ne gives them, and preſerves che Life ſhe gave. Cr. Luer. 
Could it be told to Children in the Womb, 

what a Stage of Miſchiefs they muſt come: 

uld they foreſee with how much Toil and Sweat, 
en court that gilded Nothing, being great, 
hat Pains they take to be not what they ſeem, 
ating their Bliſs by others falſe Eſteem; | 
u each Condition has its proper Thorns, 
a, what one Man admires, another ſcorns ; 
ee they would beg a Period of their Breath, | 
ad, what we call their Birth, would count their Death. 
ſc all live by Miſtake, delight in Dreams, 
dſt to our ſelves, and dwelling in Extreams : 
ejecting what we have, tho? ne'er ſo good, 
d prizing what we never underſtood. 
ence we reverſe the World; and yet (till find, 
e God, that made, can hardly pleaſe our Mind. 

ear Thoughts, tho' nothing can be more our own, 
ee ſtill unguided, very ſeldom known. " 
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Time ſcapes our Hands, as Water in a Sieve; 
We come to die, ere we begin to lire. 
Truth, the moſt ſuitable a Prize, 
Food of our Spirits, yet neglected lies: 
Errours and Shadows are-our Choice; and we 
Owe our Perdition to our on Decree : | 
If we ſearch Fruth, we make it more obſcure ; 
And, when it ſhines, cannot th Sight endure: _ 
For moſt Men now, who-plod, and! eat, and drink, 
Have nothing lefs their Bus neſs than to think: 
That ſerious Evenneſs, that calms the Breaſt, 
And in a Tempeſt can beſtow a Reſt, e 
We either not 1 — or elſe decline; 
— ev'ry Trifle ſnatch'd from our Deſign: 
e govern not our ſelves; but looſe the Reins, 
urting our Bondage to a thoufand Chains: 
e live upon a Rack, extended ſtill | 
To one Extream, or both; but always ill. Orinda. 
That Man is frail and mortal, is confeſs'd: 
Convulſigas rack his Nerves, and Ca es his Breaft : 
His flying Life is chas'd by rav'ning Pains 
Thro all its Doubles in the winding Veins: 
Within himſelf he ſure Deſtruction breeds, 
* — ray — ? 
y cruel Tyrants, by the ſavage Beaſt, 
Or his own fiercer Paſſion, he . wy; ; 
ow breaths malignant Air, now oploa-drinks; 
U ual Death, or by; untimely, ſinks. Blac. Creat. 
Ah hapleſs mortal Man! ah rigid Fate 
What Cares attend our ſhort uncertain State? 
How wide a Font, how deep and black a Reer, 
What ſad Varieties of Grief and Fear, | 
Drawn in Array, exert their fatal Rage, 1 
And gall obnoxious Life thro? ev'ry Stage, Z 
From Infancy to Youth, from Vouth to Age! 7 
Who can campile a Roll of all our Waes ? 
Our Friends are faithleſs, and fincere our Foes : 
Now ſharp Invectives from an envious Tongue 
Improve our Errours, and our Virtues wrong: 
Th' 1 now, with arbitrary Might, 
Tramples on Laws, and robs us of our Right: 1 
Dangers unſeen on ev'ry Side invade, Creuſ 
And Snares oer all th* unfaithful Ground are laid. Bla, 


Howe'er tis well, that while Mankind | 
Thro' Fates perverſe Meander errs, 

He can imagin'd Pleaſures find, 
To combate againſt real Cares. 
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Fanſies and Notions he purſues 
Which ne'er had Being but in Thought; 
Each, like the Grecian Artiſt, woos 
The Image, he himſelf has wrought; 
Againſt Experience he believes; 
He argues gainſt Demonſtration : 
Pleas'd, When his Reaſon he deceives, 
And ſets his Judgment by his Paſſion: 
Our Hopes, like 5 aim: 
At Objects in an airy Height: | 
The little Pleaſure of rhe Game 
Is from afar to view the Flight. 
Our anxious Pains we, all the Day, 
In Search of what we like, a 
Scorning at Night the worthleſs Prey, 
We find the Labour _ the Joy. 
At Diſtance thro? an arttul Glaſs: | 
To the Mind's Eye Things well appear: 
They loſe their Forms, and make a Maſs 
Confus'd and black, if brought too near. 
If we ſee right, we ſee our Woes; 
Then what avails it to have Eyes? | 
From kgnorance our Comfort flows, - , 
And Sorrow from our being wife. Prior. 
8 Man! fooliſh Man! 
arce know'ſt thou how thy ſelf began: 1 
rrce haſt thou Thought enough to prove thou art: 
r, ſteel'd with ſtudy'd Boldnefs, thou dar'ſt try 
ſend thy doubting Reaſon's dazled Eye 
ro! the myſterious Gulph of vaſt Immenſity: 
uch os” _ — ern, — impa i : 
ain Wrerch ! ſuppreſa thy knowing Pride; 
Mortifie thy roared Luft: . 
in are thy Thoughts, while thou thy ſelf art Duſt. 
t Wit her Sails, her Oars let Wiſdom lend; 
e Helm let politick Experience guide; 
t ceaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv*d Bark ſhall ride 
wa ſpreading Fates unnavigable Tide: 
What tho? {till it farther tend? 
Still *ris farther from its end; 
ad, in the Boſom of that boundleſs Sea, | 
il finds its Errour lengthen with its Way, Prior. 
Man, till credulons and vain, w_ 
WE lights to hear {range Things, delights to feign. Cr, Luer. 
— — Man, in his Body's ire, 9 
if Soul, half: Clod, ſinks blindfold into Sin, (of Inn. 
tray d by Eraud without, and Luſt within. Dryd. * 
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But Death her crooked 7 — itt foon aſſume, 
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Unhappy Man, as ſoon as born, decays * 
He numbers few, and thoſe uneaſy, Days: 
As, in a verdant Mead, a blooming Flow'r, '  - | 
The ſuddain Offspring of a Summer Showr, 
Unfolds its Beauty to the Morning Ray,, 
But is, ere Ev'ning cut; and fades away: | | 
So Man a while diſplays his gawdy Bloom :- 


Mow down and bear the Harveſt to the Tomb: 
He, as a Shadow, or a Shape of Air; 
Will ſuddenly diſſolve and diſappear: 
The Flame of Life will, as a Lambent-Fire; _ 
Or Ev'ning Meteor, ſhine and ſtrait expire. Blac. Job. 
Mott Men carry Things ſo ven, 
Between this World, and Hell; and Heayen, 
Without the leaſt Offence to either; 
They freely deal in all together; 
And equally ator quit 1. 51 of 77 
This World for both, or both for it. Hud 
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For Man to tell how human Life began 
Is hard: for who himſelf beginning knew? 
———— As new-wak'd from ſoundeſt Sleep, 
Soft on the flow'ry Herb I found me laid 
In balmy Sweat; which with his Beams the Sun 
Soon dry'd, and on the:reeking Moiſture fed. 


Then ftrait tow'rd Heav'n my wond'ring Eyes I turn'd, | 


And gaz'd a while the ample Sky; till rais'd 5 
By quick inſtinctive Motion up I ſprung, 

As thitherward endeav'ring, and u rig t 

Stood on my Feet: about me round I faw - | 
Hill, Dale, and ſhady Woods, and ſunny Plains, 
And liquid Lapſe of murm'ring Streams; by theſe, 


Creatures that liv'd, and moy'd, and walk , or flew; 


Birds on the Branches warbling : all Things ſmil'd: 
With Fragrance and with Joy my Heart o erflow'd: 
My ſelf I then perus'd, and Limb by Limb | 
Survey'd; and (ometimes went, and ſometimes ran; 
With ſupple Joints, and lively Vigour led : 
But who 1 was, or where, or from what Cauſe, 
Knew not: to {peak I try'd, and forthwith ſpake: 
My. Tongue obey'd, and readily. could name 
ate er I ſaw. Thou Sun, ſaid I, fair Light, 
And thou, enlighten'd Earth, fo freſh and 
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pe that live and move, fair Creatures, tell, 
, if ye ſaw, how I came thus, how here ? 
tof my ſelf; by ſome great Maker then, 

Goodneſs and in Pow'r pre-eminent : f 

U me, how may know him, how adore, 

dm whom I have, that I thus move and live. | 
d feel that I am happier than I know. Milt. Par. Loſt. 
| ; ( Spoken by Adam. 


MARCELLUS. 
Eneas, here, beheld, of Form divine, 
God-like Youth, in glitt'ring Armour ſhine: 
th great Marcellus ein equal Pace; wo 
roomy were his Eyes; dejected was his Face: 
aw, and, wond'ring, ask'd his airy Guide, f 
at, and of whence was he, who preſs'd the Hero's Side? 
Son, or one of his illuſtrious Name? Oe: 
ww like the former, and almoſt the ſame! _ 
ſerve the Crowds:that compaſs him around; | 
gaze, and all admire, and raiſe a ſhouting Sound: 
t hov'ring Miſts around his Brows are ſpread; ' - 
d Night, with ſable Shades, involves his Head. 
k not to. know, the Ghoſt reply'd with Tears, 
e Sorrows of thy Sons, in future Years: 
is Youth, the bliſsful Viſion of a Day: | | 
all guſt be ſhown on Earth, and ſnatch'd away : 
e Gods too high had rais'd the Roman State, 
ere but their Gifts as permanent as great: 
hat Groans of Men ſhall fill the Martian Field ? 
dw fierce a Blaze his flaming Pile ſhall yield! 
hat Fun'ral Pomp' ſhall floating Tiber ſee; SEE 
hen, riſing from, his Bed, he views the {ad Solemnity! 
Mouth ſhall equal Hopes of Glory give: 3 
d Youth afford ſo great a Cauſe to grieve: 
e Trojan Honour and the Roman Boat ; 
mir'd when living, and ador'd when loſt! 
rrour of antient Faith in early Youth ! 
ddaunted Worth, inviolable Truth! 
d Foe, unpuniſh'd in the fighting Field, 5 
all dare thee Foot to Foot, with Sword and Shield: _ 
ich leſs, in Arms oppoſe thy matchleſs Force, 
hen thy ſharp Spurs ſhall urge thy foaming Horle : 
could'ſt thou break thro” Fate“ ſevere Decree, 
new Marcellus ſhall ariſe in thee! EIS 
Il Canifters of fragrant Lillies bring, 
d with the purple Roſes of the Spring: 
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Let me with Fun'ral-Flow'rs his Body ftrow ;- | 


This Gift, which Parents to their Children owe, 
This unavailing Gift, at leaſt [ may beſtow. Dryd. Vie. 


MARRIAGE, _ 
Marriage, thou Bliſs of Love! Thou Prop of Life: 
Thar firſt dethron'ſt a Miſs to raiſe a Wife: 

Love's pleaſing Julep, thou allay'ft the Rage, 
Which nothing ſafely can,. but thou and Age. King. , 
Hymen, thou Source of chaſte Delights, 
Chearful Days, and bliſsful Nights; 
Thou doſt untainted Joys diſpenſe, 
And Pleaſure join with Innocence : 
Thy Raptures laſt, and are ſincere 
From future Grief, and preſent Fear. 
Who to forbidden Joys would move, 
That knows the Sweets of virtuous Love? Add. Ra 
The Spouſals are prepar'd : already play 
The Minſtrels, and provoke the tardy Day, 
The Sun aroſe; the Streets were throng'd around; 
The Palace open'd; and the Poſts were crown'd ; 
The double Bridegroom at the Door attends 
Th' expected Spouſe, and entertains the Friends; 
They meet; they lead to Church; the Prieſts invoke 
The Pow'rs; and feed the Flames with fragrant Smoke. 
This done, they feaſt; and, at the Cloſe of Night, 
By kindled' Torches vary their Delight; 5 4 
Theſe lead the lively Dance, and thoſe the brimming 
Bowls invite. Dryd. Bocc. Cym. & Iphig\l 
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The Roofs with Joy reſound; 

And Hymen, Io Hymen, rung around: 8 
Rais'd Altars ſhone with holy Fires: the Bride, 
Lovely her ſelf, (and lovely by her Side 
A Bevy of bright Nymphs, with ſober Grace,) 
Came glitt'ring like a Star, and took her Place. | 
Her heav'nly Form beheld, all wiſh'd her Joy; | 
And little wanted, but, in vain, their Wiſhes all imp 5 


| 3 Dryd! 08: 
On either Side the Kiſſes flew ſo thick, 25 7 
That neither he nor ſhe had Breath to fpeak F 
The holy Prieſt, amaz'd at what he faw, ; 
Made haſte to ſanctifie the Bliſs by Law: 
And mutter'd faſt the Marrimony o'er, 
For Fear committed Sin ſhould get before : 
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Work perform' d, he left the Pair alone, 
zuſe he knew he could not go too ſoon: 
$ Preſence odious when his Task was done: 
hat Thoughts he had, beſeems not me to ſay; 
of {ome RG N ” faſt _ pray 3 1 | 
d needed both to drive the temptin oughts away. 
| 1 Dryd. Mace. Sie & Guile 
Is not Love Love, without a Prieſt and Altars? 
e Temples are inanimate, and know not 
WW hat Vows are made in them; the Prieſt ſtands ready 
W's Hire; and cares not what Hearts he couples: 
oe alone is Marriage. — Dryd. Aſſig. 
What a Prieſt ſays, moves not the Mind : 
uls are by Love, not Words, combin'd. Sedl. 
Marriage is a bold Venture at the beſt : 
t, when we pleaſe our ſelves, we venture leaſt, 
| South. Fat. Marr. 
Curſt be the Memory, nay double curſt, 
f her, that wedded Age for Int'reſt firſt ! 
ho' worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes full; 
is all Day troubleſome, and all Night dull. 
ſho wed with Fools indeed lead happy Lives; 
dols are the fitteſt fineſt Things for Wives 
et old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
d both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe. 
| Otw. Sold. Fort. 
All Men ſhould wed with their Similitude: 
ke ſhould with Like in Love and Years ingage; 
dr Youth can never be a Rhyme for Age. 
| Pope. Chauc. The Miller's Tale. 
— — Horſes and Aſſes Men may try; 
nd found ſuſpected Veſſels ere they buy; 
ut Wives, a Random Choice, untry'd they take; 
ey dream in Courtſhip, but in Wedlock make: 
hen, not till then, the Veil's remov'd away; 
nd all the Woman glares in open Day. Pope. Chauc. 
O let not Marriage tempt thee to thy Ruin: 
ruſt not a Man; we are by Nature falſe, 
iflembling, ſubtle, cruel, and inconſtant : 
ben a Man talks of Love, with Caution truſt him: 
Yot it he {wears, he'll certainly deceive thee. Orw. Orph. 
When to my Arms thou broughtlt thy Virgin-Love, 
air Angels ſang our bridal Hymn above: | 
i Eternal, nodding, ſhook the Firmament, 
nd conſcious Nature gave her glad Conſent : 
oſes unbud; and ev'ry fragrant Flow'r, 
lew from their Stalks to ſtrew thy nuptial Bow'r : 
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Can mighty Mars in equal Numbers ſhow ? 
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The furr'd and feather'd Kind the Triumph did purſue, i 
And Fiſhes leap'd above the Streams, the paſſing Pomp 
view. Dryd. State of Inn. Spoken by Adam to Eli 
” here are no Bargains driv'n, 8 
Nor Marriages clapt up in Heaven: 

And that's the Reaſon, as ſome gueſs, 

There is no Heaven in Marriages : 
Their Bus*nefs there is only Love, 
Which Marriage is not like t'improve. 
Love, that's too gen'rous to abide 
To be againſt its Nature ty'd : | i 
For where tis of it ſelf inclin'd, 'F 
It breaks looſe when it is confin'd : : 
And, like the Soul, its Harbourer, 
Debarr'd the Freedom of the Air, 
Diſdains againſt its Will to ſtay, 
But ftruggles out and flies away : 
And therefore never can- comply 
T*endure the Matrimonial Tie, 
That binds the Female and the Male, 
Where th' one is but the others Bail: 
Like Roman Goalers when they ſlept, | EY 
Chain'd to the Priſoners they kept. Hud. = 
If you would have the nuptial Union laſt. LE 


Let Virtue be the Bond that ties it faſt, Rowe. F air Pen, 
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But O what Muſe, of all the Tribe below, 
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Horrid in Steel, and ſhining from afar, 
With all the ſolemn Pageantry of War; 
Tho' the rough God ſhould his own Bard inſpire, 5 
And join the martial Heat to the Poetick Fire. Brown. Hu 
The God of Arms, who rules the Thracian Batu iy 
The frantick God of Battels. Broome. Hom. x - 
—— Impetuous Mars. | ; 
Mars ! murd'ring Mars, whoſe ſole Delight is Blood ! | 
Who ſporteſt with the Ruin of Mankind ! | 50 
Fierce God of War, - whoſe Joy is Devaſtation ! Ozel. Hou 
The God, who nothing breathes but falfe Alarms. Oz. Hon 
As when the dreadful Mars, whoſe Sport is War, 
And Devaſtation, marches forth to Battzl; 
Him Terrour, his beloved Son, attends, | 
Whom with enormous Strength, and matchleſs Boldneſs 
The Gods endu'd; who with a hideous Look 
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ichers the Courage of the braveſt Man; * 
ey leave the Mountains of the frozen Thrace, 


! 


Like War's fierce God, 

ho from the furious Toils of Arms all Day, 

turning home to Love's fair Queen at Night, 

mes riotous and hot with full Delight. Otw. D. Carl. 
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; To Minds refolv'd the Threats of Death are vain ; 


They call for Torments, and are pleas' d to die; 
ey all ſeem fond to wear a Martyr's Crown; 


To die thus for Religion! O Cavagnes, 
puts the Soul in everlaſting Tune, 
d ſounds already in the Ears of Angels: | 
d, O, what Cauſe had ever ſuch Foundation? 
ell thee that the Root ſhall reach the Centre, 

read to the Poles, and with her Top touch Heav'n. 

3 | Lee. Maſs. of Par. 
llcav'n, that propos'd the Courſe, will give the Crown. 
lartyrs, Elijah-like, to Heav'n aſpire 


1 ruddy Steeds and rapid Cars of Fire. Blac. K. Arth. 
The Martyrs, tho' but drawn in painted Flames, 


Pen. | 


MASSACRE. 


Ve'll bring Deſtruction to this curſed City! 

t not one Stone of all her Tow'rs ſtand fate : 

t not her Temples nor her Gods eſcape : | 
FE: Husbands in their Wives Embraces periſh : 

WF Youth be maſſacred, her Virgins raviſh'd, Otw, C. Mar. 
5 — He 2 us | | 

Wt ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 

amn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face 

Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood! 

and the glorious Partners of my Fortune, 

outing, and ſtriding o'er the proſtrate Dead 

Il to new Waſte ; whilſt thou, far off in Safety, 


--— The Matron's and the Virgin's Cries, ._ 


murther'd Men, are Muſick to appeaſe me, Otw. C. 
1. 2. B b * „ 


„ 


view With raviſh'd Eyes the bloody Game. Br. Hom. 


ey run to Fire, and there enjoy their Pain. Dr. Tyr. Love. 


ad meet the Flames with greater of their own, Bl. P. Arth. 


Dryd. Tyr. Love. 


ae me with the Image of their Suff ' rings. Lee, Theod. 


ling ſhall ſee the Wonders of our Daring. Otw. Ven. pr. 


e Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans - (Mar, 


1 


$46 dA; 
Kill Ike a Plague, or Inquiſition ; ſpare 


No Age, Degree, or Sex: | 
Spare not in Churches kneeling Prieſts at Pray'r: 
Spare not young Infants, ſmiling at the Breaſt : 

Rip teeming Wombs, tear out rhe hated Brood 
From thence, and drown them in their Mother's Blood. 
Pity not Virgins, nor their tender Cries, 

Tho! proſtrate at your Feet, with melting Eyes 

All drown'd in Tears: 
Nor let grey hoary Hairs Protection give 
To Age, juſt crawling on the Verge of Life. 
Seal up your Ears to Mercy. — | 
Make Children by one Fate with Parents die; 

Kill ev'n Revenge in next Poſterity. 

Make Death and Deſolation ſwim in Blood 
Throughout the Land. Oldh. 
Juſt Dead of Night, | 
And tis the blackeſt that e er mask'd a Murder: 
It likes me better; for I love the Scoul, 
The grimmeſt Lour of Fate on ſuch a Deed : 
I would have all the Charnel-Houſes yawn, 
The duſty Urns, and monumental Bones 
Remov'd, to make our Maſſacre a Tomb. 
— Methinks I {ce 85 : 

Glutton Death gorg'd with devouring Lives ; 
othing but Images of Horrour round me: 

Rome all in Blood, the raviſh'd Veſtals raving, 
The ſacred Fire put out; robb'd Mothers Shrieks, 
Deaf*ning the Gods with Clamours for their Babes, 
That ſprawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Spears : 
The Beard of Age pluck'd off by barb'rous Hands, 


While, from his piteous Wounds and horrid Gaſhes, (Brut 
The lab'ring Life flow'd faſter than the Blood. Lee, L.] 


Imagine all the Horrours of that Night; 
Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 


Confus'dly raging. — —— Otw. Ven. Pre, 
Think thou already hear'ſt the dying Screams 
Of harmleſs Infants —— 


Think that thou ſee*lt their {ad diſtracted Mothers 
Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity, 
With torn diſhevel'd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmear'd With Blood, 
And ev'n the Milk, with which their fondled Babes (Pfl. 
Softly they huſh'd, dropping in Anguiſh from them. Otw. V+ 
 -- Behold the furious and unpitying Soldier 
Pulling his Wh Dagger from the Boſoms 


Of gaſping Wretches: Death in ev ry Quarter, Wik 
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wich all that Cad: Diſorder can produee | 
o make a Spectacle of Horrour. —-- Otw. Ven. Pref, 
Whither, oh! whither ſkall we fly for Safety? 
Already reeking Murder's in our Streets: ; 7 
Matrons, with Infants in their Arms, are butcher'd, (Man 
And Rome appears one noiſome Houſe of Slau ter. Ot w. C. 
Slaughter beſtrid the Streets, and ſtretch d himſelf 
o ſeem more large; whilſt to his ſtained Thighs 
he Gore he drew flow'd up, and carry d down 
Whole Heaps of Limbs and Bodies thro? his Arch: 
o Age was ſpar'd, no Sex; nay, no Degree: 
Not Infants in the Porch of Life were free: 
The fick, the old, who could but hope a Day 
Longer by Nature's Bounty, not let ſtay: | 
irgins and Widows, Matrons, pregnant Wives, 
Il dy'd : *Twas Crime enough that they had Lives: 
o ſtrike but only thoſe that could do Hurt, 
Vas dull and poor: Some fell to make the Number; 
\s ſome the Prey. The ragged Charon fainted, 
\nd ask'd a Navy rather than a Fleet, 
o ferry over the ſad World that came: 
The Maws and Dens of Beaſts could not receive 
he Bodies that their Souls were frighted from; 
and ev'n the Graves were fill'd with Men, yet living, 
Whoſe Flight and Fear had mix'd them with the Dead. 
| | Johnſ. Cat. 
MATHEMATICIAN. 
In Mathematicks he was greater 
Than Tycho Brahe, or Erra Pater: 
For he, by Geometrick Scale, 
Could take the Size of Pots of Ale; 
Reſolve, by Signs and Tangents ſtrait, 
if Bread or Butter wanted Weight; 
And wiſely tell, what Hour Gch. Day 
The Clock does ſtrike, by Algebra. Hud. 


MEDAL of Acbitopbel. 


Never did Art ſo well with Nature ſtrive; 
or ever Ido] ſeem'd ſo much alive; 

o like the Man; ſo golden to the Sight; 

o baſe within ; ſo counterfeir and light: 

de Days he fate for ev'ry Caſt and Look g 

our more than God to finiſh Adam took: 

ur who can tell, what Eſſence Angels are? 
r how long Heav'n was — ucifer ? 
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O, cou'd the Style, that copy'd ev'ry Grace, 

And plough'd ſuch Furrows for an Eunuch Face; 
Could it have form'd his ever changing Wil, 

The various Piece had tir d the Graver's Skill! Pryd. Med 


TL 
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O Mediocrity —— _ 
Thou prizeleſs Jewel], only mean Men have; | 
But cannot Value: Like the precious Jem, (of Corinth, 
Found in the Muckhill by the ignorant Cock. Beaum. Quem 
It is the greateſt Wealth to live content 
With little : Such the greateſt Joy reſent : 
And bounteous Fortune {till affords ſupply, 
Sufficient for a thrifty Luxury : 
But Wealth and Pow'r Men often {trive to gain; | 


As that cou'd bring them eaſe; or make a Chain 

To fix unſteady Fortune: All in vain! 

For, often, when they climb the tedious Way, 

And now in Reach of Top, where Honours lay, 

Quick Strokes from Envy or from Thunder thrown ; 

Tumble the bold aſpiring Wretches down : ( 0 

They find a Grave, who {trove to reach a Crown. Creech. 
Greatneſs, the Earneſt of malicious Fate 

For future Woe, was never meant a Good: 

Baited with gilded Ruin, *tis caſt out 

To catch poor eaſy Man. What is't to be a Prince? 

To have a keener Senſe of our Misfortunes : 

That's all our wretched Gain, — 

The vulgar think us happy ; and, at diſtance, 

Like ſome fam'd ruinous Pile, we ſeem to flouriſh : 

But we, who live at home, alone can tell 

The fad Diſquiets, and 2 of Peace. 

That always haunt the Dwelling. O Ambition! 

How ſtrangely doſt thou charm the Minds of Men, 

That they will chuſe to ſtarve on Mountain Tops, 

Rather than taſte the Plenty of the Vale! 

Had my kind Fate defigu'd my Fortune here, 

Bred among Swains, with my Semanthe by me, 

The conq'ring Beauty of ſome neighb'ring Village, 

What Ages of Content might I have paſs'd, (Loy. Bv 

Till Time had quench'd both Life and Love to ether. Souti, 
O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſs, <-—nnnn 

Subject to the Breath of ev'ry Fool, whoſe Senſe 

No more can feel, but his own Wringing ! 

What infinite Hearts-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 


That private Men enjoy? 10 
a 


And what have Kings that Privates have not too, 

dave Ceremony 

And what art thou, thou idol Ceremony? 

What Kind of God art thou, that ſuffer'ſt more 

Of mortal Griefs, than do thy Worſhippercs? 

What are thy Rents? What are thy Comings- in? 

O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy Worth: | 
Art thou nought elſe but Place, Degree, and Form, 
Creating Awe and Fear in other Men? | | 

herein thou art more happy being fear'd, 

Than they in fearing. | 

What drink'ſt thou-of, inſtead of Homage ſweet 
But poiſon'd Flatt'ry? O be ſick, great reatneſs, 

And bid thy Ceremony give thee Cure: 

Think'ſt thou the firy Fever will go out 

With Titles blown from Adulation ? . 

Will it give Place to Flexure and low Bending ? : 

Can't thou, when thou command'it the Beggar's Knee, 

Command the Health of't ? No, thou proud Dream, 

That play'ſt ſo ſubtly with a King's Repoſe, 

m a King that find thee ; and I know, 

'Tis not the Balm, the Sceptre, and the Ball, 

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The intertifſu'd-Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farced Title running fore the King, 

The Throne he ſits on, nor the Tide of Pomp, 

That beats off the high Shore of this World, 

No, not all theſe, thrice gorgeous Ceremony, 

Not all theſe laid ia Bed majeſtical, 

Can ſleep ſo ſoundly, as the weary'd Slave, 

Who, with a Body fill'd, and vacant Mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful Bread, 

Never ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: 

But, like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Ser, 

Sweats in the Eye of Phoebus, and all Night 

Sleeps in Elyzium: Next Day after Dawn, 

Riſes, and helps Hyperion to his Horſe, 

And follows ſo the ever-running Year, 
ith protnible Labour to his Grave : 

And, but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, 


. 


E 


Winding up Days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep, 
Has the Fore-hand, and Vantage of a King: Shak. Hen. 5g. 
Want takes falſe Meaſures both of Pow'r and Joys; 
nd enyy'd Greatneſs is but Crowd and Noiſe. How 
= happy, who would envy pompous Pow'r, 
he Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities? Gtw. Orph. 


More 
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More is but Clog, Where Uſe does bound Delight; 
And thoſe are rich, whoſe Wealrh's proportion*d right 


Cowl. David. 


To their Life's Form. | 
Why was not I born to a common Fate, 


Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great? , 

The vulgar Mortal fears not Fortune*s Harms ; (Aleih 

The higheſt Towers are ſhaken moſt with Storms. Oty, 
Leave, for a While, thy coſtly Country Stat, . 


And, to be great indeed, forget 
The nauſeous Pleaſures of the Great: 

Make Haſte, and come; 

Come, and for ſake thy cloying Store; 

Thy Turret, that ſurveys, from high, 

The Smoke, and Wealth, and Noiſe of Rome; 
And all the buſy Pageantry, | 

That wiſe Men ſcorn, and Fools adore : 

Come; give thy Soul a Looſe, and taſte the Pleaſures of the 
Sometimes tis grateful to the Rich, to try (Poor, 
A ſhort Viciſſitude and Fit of Poverty: 

A ſav'ry Diſh, a homely Treat, 
Where all is plain, where all is neat, 
Without rhe ſtately ſpacious Room, 
The Perſian Carpet, or the Tyrian Loom, 
Clear up the cloudy Foreheads of the Great. Dryd.Hor, 
If you, thro' Life's uncertajn Tide, 
Your ſelf, would fafely guide, 
Do not the boundleſs Main explore ; 
Where Boreas rages unconfin'd : 
Nor, to get underneath the Wind, 
Venture the Rocks too near the Shore. 
The Man ftands equally exempt 
From dang'rous Envy and Contempt, 
Who loves the middle, golden State: 
He neither fordidly does lie | 
In Duſt, nor ſtands exalted nigh 
Some ghaſtly Precipice of Fate. 
Tempeſts the lofty Cedar rend, 
And on the Ground its Trunk extend, 
While ſafe the humbler Plants are found: 
The Tow'r, which inſolently Shrowds 
Its ſtately Head amongſt the Clouds, | 
Its Fall does into Atoms pound. Denn. Hor, 
If ever I more Riches did deſire, | 
Than Cleanlineſs and Quiet do require; 
If e'er Ambition did my Fanſy cheat 


With any. Wiſh. fo. mean, as to be Great, 


Continue, Heav'n, ſtill from me to remove N 
The humble Bleſſings of that Life I love. Cowl. 
This only 1 me, that my Means may lie 
Too low for Envy, for Contempt too high: 
Some Honour I would have 
Not from great Deeds, but good alone: 
Th*unknown are better, than ill known : 

. Rumours can ope the Grave. _— 
Books ſhould, not Bus'neſs, entertain the Light, 
And ſleep, as undiſturb'd as Death, the Night.. 

My Houſe a Cotrage, more | | 
Than Palace, and ſhould fitting be 
For all my Uſe, no Luxury. 

My Garden painted o'er f 
With Nature's Hand, not Art's; and Pleaſures yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine Field. 

Thus would I double my Life's 3 
For he, that runs it well, twice runs his Race. 
And in this true Delight, this happy State, 
I would not fear, nor wiſh, my Fate: 
But boldly ſay each Night, 
To morrow let the Sun his Beams diſplay, 
Or in Clouds hide them; F have liv'd to day. Cowl 


ME D USA. 


Where weſtern Waves on fartheſt Lybia beat, * 

Warm'd with the ſetting Sun's deſcending Heat, 7 

Dreadful Meduſa fix'd her horrid Seat. 

No leafy Shade, with kind Protection, Shields 

The rough, the ſquallid, unfrequented Fields; 

No Mai k of Shepherd's or the Ploughman's Toil, 

To tend the Flocks, or turn the meſlow Soil: 

But, rude with Rocks, the Region all around, 

Its Miſtreſs, and her potent Vifage, own'd. 

"Twas from this Monſter, to afflict Mankind, 

That Nature firſt produc'd the ſnaky Kind, 

Oa her at firſt their S appear'd ; 

From her their dreadful Hiſſings firſt were heard. 

Some wreath'd in Folds, upon her Temples hung, 

Some backwards to her Waiſt depended long 

Some with their riſing Creſts her Forehead deck; 

Some wanton play, and laſh her ſwelling Neck: 

And, while her Hands the curling Vipers comb, 

Poiſon diſtils around, and Drops of livid Foam. 
None, who beheld the Fury, could complain; 

So ſwift their Fate, n ers and Pain! 
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Ere they had Time to fear, the Change came on, 

And Motion, Senſe, and Life, were loſt in Stone: 

The Soul it ſelf, from ſuddain Flight debarr'd, 

Congealing, in the Bodies Fortune ſhar'd. | 

The Monſter's Parents did their Offspring dread, 

And from her Sight her Siſter Gorgons fled; - 

Old Ocean's Waters, and the liquid Air, 

The univerſal World, her Pow'r might fear: | 

All Nature's beauteous Works ſhe could invade, 

Thro' ev'ry Part a lazy Numbneſs ſhed, 

And over all a ſtony Surface ſpread. | 

Birds in tbeir Flight were ſtop d, and, pond'rous grown, 

Forgot their Pinions, and fell ſenſeleſs down: | 

Beaſts to the Rocks were tix'd, and all around 

Were Tribes of Stone, and Marhle Nations found. 

No living Eyes ſo fell a. Sight could bear, 

Her Snakes themſelves, all deadly tho' they were, N 

Shot backward from her Face, and ſhrunk away for fear. 
Tor (Rowe. Lue. 


Stain by Perſeus. 


Deep Slumbers had the drowzy Fiend poſſeſs'd, 
Such as drew on, and well might ſeem, her laſt: 
And yer ſhe ſiept not whole: One half her Snakes, 
Warchful, to guard their horrid Miſtreſs, wakes : 
Tie reſt, diſtnsvell'd looſely, round her Head, 
And ver her drowzy Lids and Face were ſpread: 
Backward rhe Youth draws near, nor dares to look, 
But blindly, ara Venture, aims a Stroke : 
His fault“ ing Hand the Virgin Goddeſs guides, 
And from the Monſter's Neck, the ſnaky Head divides. 
But Oh! What Art, what Numbers can expreſs 
The Terrours of the dying Gorgon's Face! 
What Clouds of Poiſon from her Lips ariſe ! 
What Death, and vaſt Deſtruction threaten'd in her Eyes! 
"Twas ſomewhat that immortal Gods might fear, 
More than the warlike Maid herſelf could bear. Rowe. Luc 


MEEKNESS. 


Such Meekneſs wou'd wild Panthers Fury charm, 
And bungry Lions of their Rage difarm | 
Ev'n or their Prey it wou'd the Conqueſt get, 
Quell their ſwoln Hearts, and cool their bloody Heat. Lee. Nero 
Such Meekneſs might an angry God diſarm, (& Cleop. 
And from his Hand the brandiſh'd Thunder charm. Sedl. Ant. 
Such was her Meekneſs, as half veil'd the Throne 


| Leſt, being in too great a Luſtre ſhewn, 
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might debar the Subject of Acceſs, 


Dnd make her Mercies, and our Comforts, leſs: 
$o Gods, of old, deſcending from their Sphere 
Jo vint Men, like Mortals did appear 
Wt their too awful Preſence ſhou'd affrihgt | 
W boſe whom they meant to bleſs, and to delight. Stepn. 
| $47 f (Spoken of the late Qucen. 
—— Of equal Elements. | 1 
jthout one jarring Atom, was ſhe form'd (J. Shore. 
nd Gentleneſs and Joy make up her Being. Rowe. 
Serene as Heav'n, and mild as Love divine. Blac. 
Mild as the bleſs'd above; without Serene 7 
Ws Eden's Air, and calm as Heav'n within. Blac. P. Arth. 
| None cou'd offer Wrongs ſo faſt, | | 
But what were pardon'd with like Haſte : 
No Wrongs cou'd thy great Soul to grief expoſe, | 
'Twas plac'd as much out of the Reach of thoſe, 
As of material Blows, 
No Injuries cou'd thee provoke; | 
Thy Softneſs always damp'd the Stroke; 
BW: Flints on Feather-beds are eaſieſt broke. 
ffronts cou'd ne'er thy cool Complexion heat; 
Ir chate thy Temper from its ſettled State: 
& Burt still thou ſtood'ſt unſhock'd by all, 
s if thou had'dſt unlearnt the Pow'r to hate, 
r, like the Dove, wert born without a Gall. Oldh. 


MEETING. 


And is it given me thus again to hold thee, 

Wis to devour thee with a thouſand Kiſles, 

ich claſping Arms embracing and embrac'd 

JW talte a thouſand Joys. O tis Illuſion all: 

peak, ſhining Creature, ev'ry Senſe awakes _ 

o find thee out. — Tho? Parting was a Pain, 1750 

he Joy to meet is ample Satisfaction. Lanſd. Her. Love. 

As a faint Trav'ller in th' Arabian Sands, | 

orch'd with the burning Sun-beams, panting ſtands ; 

jews the dry Deſart with deſpairing Eyes, 

nd for the Springs, and diſtant Rivers ſighs : 

s Sailors long for Land, Heav'n's Aid implore, 

ud with their greedy Wiſhes graſp the Shore, 

hen beaten from the hoſpitable Coaſt, 

nd in loud Storms upon the Ocean tolt ; 1 

here Ruin in ſo many Shapes appears, | fl 

ney ſcarcely can attend to all their Fears. 

ye wiſn'd to ſee you with the like Deſire. Bla. P. Arth. 
B b 5 35 
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No Mother, that has mourn'd her long loſt Infant, 
Rejoices half ſo much to find 8 | | 
Or views the lovely Babe with half the Fondneſs, 
J look on thee. — Hopk, Pyrrhus | 


Om — 
What ſhall I fay to tell thee that my Soul 
Is full with Joy? How ſhall I pour it forth ? 
To ſee thee ſtill the ſame, to ſee thee mine, | 
Is. all the Gods cou'd grant, or | cou'd ask. Hopk.Pyrrh. 
Thus let my weary Soul forget : 
Reftleſs Glory, martial Strife, 
_ Anxious Pleaſures of the Great, 
And gilded Cares of Life: 
Thus let me loſe, in 7 Joys, 
Abies, wit es 8g Hope defies 
Fbſence, th tt'rĩ is 
And Liſ-confaining 2 m 
Not the loud Britiſh Shore, that warms, 
The Warriors Hearr, nor claſhing Arms, 
Non Fields with hoſtile Banners firew'd; 
Nor Life on proſtrate Gauls beſtow'd; 
Give half the Joys that fill my Breaſt, 
While with my Roſamond Pm bleſt. 
My. Henry is my Soul's — 
My Wiſh by Day, my Dream by Night 
is not in Language to 1 | 
The ſecret Meltings of my Heart, 
While | my. Conqueror ſurvey, | LM 
And look my very Soul away. Add: Ro. T 
©-let my Arms thus preſs thee to my Heart, D 
That labours with the Longings of my Love, (Diſa . 
Struggles, and heavey,and fain wou'd out to meet thee. Soutl. WW 4: 
— But ſee ſhe comes! 


LE * 
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Bright as the Virgin Bluſhes of the Morn, A 
Riſing upon the Darkneſs of my Fate; (Bro. . 
And darts a Day of Comfort thro” my Soul. South. Lo 
_ — - O:Teraminta, come, | Ab 
Come to my Arms, thou only ſoy. of Titus, | Li 
Huſh to my Cares, thou Maſs of hoarded Sweets, Ea 


Selected Hour of all Life's happy Moments! Lee. L. J. Br. If 
Hail charming Maid! How does thy Beauty ſmooth | 


The Face of War, and make ev'n Horrour {mile ! Ne 
At Sight of thee my. Heart ſhakes off its Sorrows : Ne 
I feel a Dawn of Joy break in upon me.. Add. Cato.. Ar 

Juſt ſo, when welcome Light begins to riſe, 


: Wis 
An unknown Comfort ſteals on tronbled Eyes. How. Vel. Lo 
" | My 


* 
F. 
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My Griefs ſhall fly; like Clouds, before Semandra: 
zut ſee, the Sun that drives them! O my Star! Mich. 
Thou Day, that gild'ſt mylittle World of Comfort! Lor. 
Thou mightieſt Pleaſure, 
And greateſt Bleſſing, that kind Heav'n cou'd ſend me: 
O, when I look on thee; new Starts of ez K 
Spring in my Breaſt, and, with a backward Bound, 
I run the Race of luſty Youth again. Lee. Theod.. 
O, were I Proof againſt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to Beauty-as the marble Lover, 
That lies without a Thought upon his Tomb, | 
Would not this glorious Dawn of Life run thro' me, 
And waken Death it ſelf # Why am I flow then? 
What hinders now, but that, in ſpight of Rules, 
| burſt thro! All the Bands of Death, that hold me, 
And fly with ſuch a Haſte to that Appearance, =(Theod:. 
As bur Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons... Lee. 
But ſee, he comes; the lovely Tyrant comes: 
He ruſhes on me like a Blaze of Light: 
I'can not bear the Tranſport of his Preſence: _ 
But ſink oppreſs'd with Woe. Smith. Phæd. & Hips 
He comes, my Lord, with all th expecting Joys- 
Of a young promis'd Lover: From his Exes 
Big Hopes look forth, and boiling Fanſy forms 
Nothing but Theodoſius ſtill'before him: | _ ; 
His Thought, his ev'ry Word, is-Theodofius! Lee. The od, 
Where is my Friend, O where is-my belov'd, 
My Theodoſius? Point him out, ye Gods! | 
That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
Devour him thus with over haſty. Joys, 
That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 
And can not-utter more. Lee. Theod. 
'Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by holy. Friendſhip!” 
Art thou return'd at laft, my better Half? 
Come, give me all-my ſelf, — Dryd. All for Leve. 
I muſt be filent, for my Soul is buſy 
About a noble Work : She's new come home, 
Like a long abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
Exch Room, a ſtranger to her own, to ſee 
If all be ſafe. : Dryd: All for Love. 
Not bubbling Fountains to the thirſty Swain, 
Not balmy Sleep to Lab'rers faint with Pain, 
Not Show'rs to Larks, hor Sunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half fo charming as thy Sight to me. Pope. 
— () my Siſter ! Let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms: I've not beheld thy Face; 
Theſe many Days; by Night P ve often ſeer-thes: 


® 
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In gentle Dreams, and fatisfy'd my Soul .- (Orphbp 
With fanſy'd Joys, till Morning Cares awak'd me. Orty, 
— — Talk not of Fears and Grief, 8 
Affliction is no more, now thou art found: - 
Why doſt thou weep, and hold thee from my Arms; 
My Arms, which ake to hold thee faſt, and grow 
To thee with W WInge Cong. Mourn. Bride, 
It is, it is Alphonſo! Tis his Face, 
His Voice, I know him now, I know him all! 
O take me to thy Arms, and bear me hence 
Back to the Bottom of the boundlefs Deep; _ 
To Seas beneath, where thou ſo long haſt dwelt : 
O how haſt thou return'd ? How haſt thou charm'd 
The Wildneſs of the Waves and Rocks to this 
That thus relenting Nl have given thee back _ (Bride, 
To Earth, to Light, and Life, to Love and me? Cong. Mourn, 
O PII not ask, nor anſwer how or why: 
We both have backward trod the Paths of Fate, 
To meet again in Life: To know I have thee 
Is knowing more than any Circumſtance, 
Or Means by which I have thee 
To fold thee thus, to preſs thy balmy Lips, 
And gaze upon thy Eyes, is ſo much Joy, 
J have not Leiſure to reflect, or know, _ | 
Or trifle Time in thinking Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
It is too much, too much to bear and live! 
To ſee him thus again is ſuch Profuſion | 
Of ſoy, of Bliſs, I cannot bear! I muſt 
Be mad ! I cannot be tranſported thus! 
If Heav'n be greater Joy, it is no Happineſs, _ 
For *tis not to be borne- Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
That thou art here, beyond all Hope, 
All Thought; that all at once thou art before me, 
And with ſuch Suddainneſs haſt hit my Sight. 
Is ſuch Surprize, ſuch Myſtery, ſuch Extaſy, Ms, 
It hurries all my Soul, and ſtuns my Senſe. Cong. M. Bride 
MEGHERA. 
The Prince of Hell ſtrait Summons from beneath 
The chief Supporter of the Throne of Death ; 
Vengeful Megzra: She, without Delay, 
From Hell's Abyſs aſcends, and in her Way 
Gathers raw Damps and Steams from noiſome Graves, 
And putrid Reeks from ſubterranean Caves; 


Where {potted Plagues firſt draw their pois nous Breath, | 
The Nurſeries of Pain, and Magazines of Death. | 
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Ter Bottles, turgid with impriſon'd Death, 
De open d; and releas d the fatal Breath : 

livid Wheels the dire Contagion flies; | : 

nd putrid Exhalations taint the Skies 
he Region's choak'd with peſtilential Steams, (P. Arth. 
alignant Reeks, raw Damps, and ſoultry Gleams: Blac. 
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My Mind's not well: | 
heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart; | 
droop, and figh, and yet I know not why. 'Otw. Orph. 
There's ſomething hangs moſt heavy on my Heart, 

Ind my Brain's ſick with Dulneſs.— Otw. C. Mar. 

$ Unuſual Weight hangs on my lab'ring Soul, 

reſaging inauſpicious ohe. — Hig. Gen. Cong. 
Like the Day-Dreams of melancholy Men, 
a think, and think on Things impoſſible, | 

et love to wander in the golden Maze. Dryd. Riv. Lad. 
My Melancholy haunts. me ev*ry where, OG» 
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ad not one kindly Gleam pierces the Gloom 

f my dark Thoughts to give a Glimpſe of Comfort. | 
5 | 87 _ * (South. Loy. Brother. 
WE A heavy Melancholy hangs on his Mind. ; 
Nad in his Eyes inhabir moſt fad Shadows. Beaum. D. Marr. 
He droops and hangs his diſcontented Head. 

ke Merit, ſcorn'd by inſolent Authority. Rowe. Fair Pen. 
Their Sov'raign, ſeated on his Chair, they find; q 


is penſive Cheek upon his Hand reclin'd, 
ad anxious Thoughts revolving in his Mind. 
ith gloomy Looks he ſaw them ent'ring in 
ithout ſalute: Nor durſt they firſt begin, 5 
earful of raſh Offence, and Death forèſ een. Dryd. Hom. 
Againſt il! Chances Men are Rr e enn, 
ut Heavineſs foreruns the good Event. Shak. Hen. 4. p. 2. 
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Hence loathed Melancholy 
Df Cerberus and blackeſt Midnight born, 
In Stygian Cave forlorn: 5 
longſt horrid Shapes, and Shrieks, and Sights unholy, 
= Find out ſome uncouth Cell, x | 
here brooding Darkneſs {| reads his jealous Wings, þ 
And the Night-Raven Inge 5 5 LON | 
nere under Eben Shades, and low-brow'd Rocks ö | 
As ragged as thy. Locks, . . 
n dark Cimmerian Deſarts ever dwelt. Milt. — 
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MELEAGE R. 
There lay a Log „ as on the Earth: 

Althæa lab'ring in the Throes of Birth 
For th' unborn Chief, the fatal Siſters came, 
And rais'd it up, and toſs'd it on the Flame: 
Then on the Rack a ſcanty Meaſure place 
Of vital Flax; and turnd the Wheel apace 
And turning fung: To this red Brand, and thee, 
O new-born Babe, we give an equal Deſtiny: - 
So vaniſh'd out of View. The frighted Dame 


558 


1 haſty from her Bed, and quench'd the Flame: 


ie Log, in ſecret lock'd, ſhe kept with Care, 
And that, while thus preſerv'd, preſerv'd her Heir. 
At length, the Brand produc'd, Althea ftrews 

The Hearth with Heaps of Chips ; and after blows : 


Thrice heav'd her Hand; and;heav'd;ſhe thrice repreſv 


The Siſter and the Mother long conteſt ; 

Two doubtful Titles in one tender Breaſt. 

And now her Eyes and Cheeks with fury glow ; 

Now her Checks ; her Eyes with pity flow: 

Now lewring Looks preſage approaching Storms; 

And now prevailing Love her Face reforms: _ . 

Reſoly'd, ſhe doubts again: The Tears, ſhe mes 

With burning Rage, are by new Tears ſupply'd : 
— A he firlt relents 

With Pity; of that Pity then . | 

Siſter and Mother long the Scale divide; 

But the Beam nodded on the Siſter's Side: 

Sometimes ſhe ſoftly figh'd ; then roar'd aloud ; 

But Sighs were Rego the Cries of Blood: 

The pious, impious Wreteh at length decreed: 


i 
To pleaſe her Brother's Ghoſt, her Son ſhou'd bleed; 


And, when the fun'ral Flames eyes to riſe; 
Receive, ſhe ſaid, a Siſter's Sacrifice: | 

A Mother's Bowels burn. High in her Hand, 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe held the fatal Brand: 
Then thrice before the kindled Pile ſhe bow'd ; 

And the three Furies thrice invok'd aloud: 

Come, come, revenging Siſters, come, and view: 
A Siſter paying her dead Brother's Due: 

A Crime I puniſh; and a Crime commit; 

But Blood for Blood, and Death for Death is fit: 
Great Crimes muſt be with 5 Crimes repay d; 
And ſecond Fun'rals on the former laid. | 
Ah! Whirher am I hurry'd ?* Ah ! forgive; 
Te Shades, and let your Siſter's Iſſue live ;. 


N Cs 
WEE 
* F 
af 
al 
1 
8 . 
N 1 
Tt * 
es 
3 " 
a?! 
N 
3 
1 
IP 
1 * 
BIT. 
"21 
3 
EN 
1 8 
5 DS IEG: 
1 
in. 
8 Lo 
1 10 
\ 
eG 
2 


5 
7 
1 


26 EIN 4. . 2 . y — 2 by 

warns eo ws 2.5 1p oY} AY ae TL, 5 7 _ n N 

e RE 
2 A 3 CC e 925 


9 1 AYES 
ITY rol So ST mn es *Þ- EY 4 242 
n Ie CLOS IE pg * - 8 C 7 
e 2 $ LES 8 . N 1 1 ro 5 W < A 
, - 8 = 


M E 


Mother cannot give him Death: Tho he 
ſerves it, he deſerves it not from me: . 
en ſhall th* unpuniſh'd Wretch inſult the Slain; 
riumphant live, nor 3 but reign? 
an not, can not bear? "Tis paſt; tis done; 
riſh this impious, this deteſted Son. 
At this for the laſt Time, ſhe lifts her Hand; 
erts her Eyes, and, half 2 drops the Brand: 
e Brand, amid the flaming Fewel thrown, 
r drew, or ſeem'd to draw, a dying Groan: 
e Fires themſelves but faintly lick'd the 8 | | 
When loath'd their impious Food; and wou'd have ſhrunk 
| then the Heroe caſt a doleful Cry, ':. (away. 
nd in thoſe abſent Flames begun to try: WT, 
e blind Contagion rag'd within his Veins ; 
ut he with manly Patience bore his Pains: 
We fear'd not Fate; bur only griev'd to die 
ihout an honeſt Wound - and by a Death ſo dry. 

hen call'd his Brothers, Siſters, Sire, around, 
Ind ber to whom his nuptial Vows were bound; 

erhaps his Mother: A long Sigh he drew, 
nd, his Voice failing, rook his laſt Adieu: 
Por, as the Flames augment, and as they ſtay, 
t their full Height; then languiſh to decay; 
hey riſe, and ſink by Fits; at laſt they ſoar 

n one bright Blaze; and then deſoend no more; 
Wuſt ſo his inward Heats, at Height, impair, (Dryd.- Ovid. 
Till the laſt burning Breath ſhoors out the Soul in Air. 


MEMORY. 


= The Joys I have poſſeſs'd are ever mine; 

ut of thy Reach, behind Eternity, 

ldd in the ſacred Treaſure of the Paſt ; (D. Seb. 

ut bleſt Remembrance brings em hourly back. Dryd: 

== Now all the Pleaſures, I have known, beat thick 

en my Remembrance; how I long for Night, 

Y That both the Sweets of mutual Love may ry, (Love. 

And once triumph o'er Cæſar e er we die. Dryd. All for 
Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge my Memory 

To conjure up. my Wrongs to Life _ ? 

| have long labour'd to forget my ſelf ; 

Jo think on all Time, backward, like a Space 

Ille and void, where nothing er had Being; 

But thou haſt peopled ie again: Revenge 

And Jealouſy renew their horrid Forms, 

Hoot all their Fires, and drive me to · Diſtraction: 
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Boding to all. — 


And roams ſecurely o'er the boundleſs Main: 
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Oh! Thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain at Work; 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which, to preſerve my Peace, Pad caſt aſide, | 
And ſunk in deep Oblivion. Rowe. J. Shore. 
Why was Jever bleſt? Why is Remembrance 
Rich with a thouſand pleaſing Images | 
Of paſt Enjoyments, ſince tis but to plague me? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eaſe me, 
To think of all the golden Minutes paſt ; 
To think that thou wert kind, and I was happy; 
But, like an Angel fall'n from Bliſs, to curſe (Tam, 
My preſent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loſt ? Rowe, 
Bur oh ! The Torment, and the Rack of Soul! 
To keep our Thoughts for ever on the Bent | 
Upon themſelves, {till lab'ring to forget (of Cap, 
hat, by the Labour, we remember more. South. Fate 
I wou'd moſt gladly have forgot it: 
But oh! Afreſh it comes over my Memory, 
As does the Raven o'er th' infectious Houle, 
— Shak, Othel. 
The ſad Remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul. —— —— Lee. OEdip. | 
Have a Care, Memory ; drive that Thought no farther: 
Oh, for a long, ſound ſleep, and ſo forget it! Otw. Ven. Pre, 
— I never can forget him : | 
He once was mine, and once, tho' now *tis gone, 
Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeſſion ſtill. Dryd. All for Lore, 
As on the Land, while here the Ocean gains, 
In other Parts it leaves wide ſandy Plains: 
Thus in the Soul while Memory prevails, 
The ſolid Pow'r of Underſtanding fails: 
Where Beams of warm Imagination play, 
The Memory's ſoft Figures melt away. Pope. 


MERCHANT. 


Fearleſs the Merchant now purſues his Gain, 


Now o'er his Head the Polar Bear he ſpies, 

And freezing Spangles of the Lapland Skies : 

Now {wells his Canvas to the ſultry Line 

With glitt'ring Spoils where Indian Grotros ſhine 

Where Fumes of Incenſe glad the Southern Seas, 

And wafted Citron ſcents the balmy Breeze. Tickell. 
The Merchant, ſtranded, and his Fortunes loſt. 

Fix'd on the floating Maſt, each God implores : 


With longing Eyes, thediſtant Mountains views, 141 
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a vows he'll never truſt the Ocean more: 

t, when eſcap'd, all his Reſolves are vain: 

Wh us I, relapſing, reaſſume my Chain OS 

orget the Danger; and renew the Pain. Hig. Gen. Con. 
hus break falſe Merchants with an honeſt Show, 

ich to themſelves, but Bankrupts where they owe. Dr. Cl. 


MERCURY. 
Tegel,, Ii 32824 
ho Argus flew, and bears the golden Rod. Cong. Hom. 
W Down from the Steep of Heavn Cyllenius flies, * 
Yad cleaves with all his Wings the yielding Skies. Dr. Vir. 
ken now the Herald of the Gods appear d PP: 
om Jove he came commiſſion'd, heav nly bright 
ich radiant Beams, and manifeſt to Sight. Dryd. Virg. 
O Hermes, I thy Godhead know; +: 
By thy winged Heels and Head. | 
By thy Rod, that wakes thee dead, 
And guides the Shades below. Cong. 
The God obeys, and to his Feet applies 
W hoſe golden Wings that cut the yielding Skies: 
W's ample Hat his benny Locks d erſpread. 
d veil'd the ſtarry Glories of his Head. 
e ſeiz d his Wand, that cauſes 78 fly, 
r in ſoft Slumbersſeals the Wakeful Eye; 
hat drives the Dead to dark Tartarean Coaſts, TF 
r back to Life compels the wand ring Ghoſts : 5:1 
bus, thro' the parting Clouds, the Son of May 
Wings on the whiſtling Winds his rapid Way; 
Wow ſmoothly ſteers thro? Air his equal Flight, 
ow {prings aloft, and tow'rs th' etherial Height: 


nd draws a radiant Cirele oer the Skies. Pope. Stat. 
„ 


Leſs Pleaſure take brave Minds in Battels won, 

han in reſtoring ſuch as are undone : _ 

igers have Courage, and the rugged Bear ; 

Pat Man alone can, whom he conquers, ſpare. 

o pa don, willing; and to puniſh, loth,- . ,, - _ -- 
You ſtrike with one Hand, but you heal with both. Wall. 


Mercy is good: A very good dull Virtue ; Fo 
but Kings miſtake its Timing, and are mild, 
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hen wheeling down the Steep: of, Heay'n he flies, TE” 


(To Oliver.Cromwel. 


When manly Courage bids em be ſevere. Dr. Span. Fr ar. 
| AC 15 102 i Nat 
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4 Not the King's Crown, nor the * 097 Sword, 
; The Marſhal's Truncheon, nor the Judge's Robe, 
Y Become them with one half fo good a Grace 

. As Mercy does... - | 

# | Alas! the Souls of all Men once were forfeit, 
N And he, that might th' Advantage beſt have taken, 
Found out the Remedy: How would you be, 
If he, who is the top of . aha ſhould 
But judge you as you are: think on that; 
And Mercy then will breathe within your 2 | 
Like new made Man. Shak. Meaſ, for Meal. 

For Mercy drops as gentle Rain from Heav'n, - 
And bleſſes him that gives, and him that takes: 
"Tis mighty'ſt in the Mighty'ſt; it becomes 
The crowned Monarch better than his Crown : 
His Sceptre ſhews the Force of temp'ral Pow'r, 
But Mercy is above this ſcepter'd Sway 
It is the firſt of ſacred Attributes, | 
And earthly Power then ſeems moſt divine 
When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. — Shak. & Lanſ. Mer. of 

Mercy but murders,pard'ning thofe that kill. Sh. R. & ja 
| The Pow'rs above are lo ” 
In puniſhing ; and thould. not we reſemble them? Dru 

Mercy! What's that ? A Virtue coin'd by Villains, 

Who praiſe the Weakneſs, which fupports their Crim. 

| (smith. Phed.& 

Weigh well the various Turns of human Fare, ” 
And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure your Srate. Dryd. Aur; 

Thou bright Reſemblance of the Pow*r- divine . 
For ſure the great Original is beſt ; 

By Mercy, join'd with mighty Pow'r, expreſs'd. 
Contendiag Rebels ſeem in vain to ſtrive, 
They cannot more offend, than he forgive: 

A nobler Triumph, and more glorious. far, 3 
Than all the Trophies of deſtructive War: AY 
For Merey ſtill a bloodlefs Conqueſt finds, (K. Char 
And with ſweet Force the rudeſt Paſſions binds. Bowles. MW 

Thy Injaries wou'd teach Patience to blaſpheme, Ml 
Vet ſtill thou art a Dove. Beaum. Doub. Marr. 

He is in Councils and in Arms the ſame: 

hen certain to o ercome, inclin'd to ſave, 
Tar dyt o Vengeance, and with Mercy brave. Prior. 

-—— Clemency makes Power rever'd : | 
The Prince, who is belov'd, is only fear'd. Prior. 

His Subjects Lives are Czfar's neareſt Care; E 
And, having all ſubdu'd, he erown'd his Fame, * 
When, in their Favour, he himſelf o'ercame, - [2 
And doom's the Guilty, only to their Shame. Mer 
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ME 
ercy indeed's the Attribute of Heav'n ; 
Gods have Pow'r to keep the Balance ev'n ; 
ich if Kings loſe, how can they govern well? 
rey ſhould pardon. but the Sword compel. 
ympaſtiou's elſe a Kingdom's 13 Harm; 
armth engenders Rebels till they ſwarm ; 
xd, round the Throne, themſelves in Tumults ſpread, 


bheave the Crown from à Long-Suff*rer's Head. Orw. 
i (Wind. Caſt. 


8 


A Mercy unexpected, undeſerv d, 
prizes more. Dryd. Don Seb. 
Mercy is {till a Virtue, and moſt prix d, 
nen Hope of Pardon leaves us. — South. Loy. Brother. 
Oft all the Attributes, that ex can boaſt, fb 
Wcrcy's the moſt divine: and of all Men | 

ee Merciful are pleaſing to the Gods. Lanſd. Her. Love. 

O think, think upwards on the Thrones above; 1 
din not Mercy; for they Mercy love: | 5 
Mercy were not mingled with their Pow'r, (of Rhodes. 

is wretched World could not ſubſiſt an Hour, D'Av. Siege 


MERIT. 1 

—-— There's a proud Modeſty in Mer 4 

erſe from asking, and reſoly'd £ pay * 1 

n times the Gift t ak 8. Dryd. Cleom. 

; Ler none preſume | = 

ithout the Stamp of Merit to obtain: A 

that Eſtates, Degrees, and Offices, 

ere not deri d corruptly ; and that clear Honour 
s$d by the Merit of the Wearer. - i 


ere purcha 
gow many then would cover, who ſtand bare! 
gow many be commanded, who command! 

gow much low Peaſantry would then be glean'd 

om the true Seed of Honour! And how much Honour . 
ck'd from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times * 
d be new varniſh'd! Shak. Merch. of Ven, 1 
Exceſs of Worth ſome as a Crime regard, 
d hate the Virtue which they can't reward. Blac- K. Arth. 


MER MA I D. 


: I ſat upon a Promontory, 
nd heard a Mermaid on « Dolphin's Back, 

tering ſuch dulcet and harmonious Sounds, 
hat the rude Sea grew civil at her Song, 
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Were _— Face to Face, and Hand to Hand: 


The ling'ring Wretches pin'd away and dy'd. Dryd. Vip 
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And certain Stars ſhot madly from their Spheres, i 
To hear the Sca-maid's Muſick, Shak. Midſ. Night's Dru 


METAPHOR. 


As Veils tranſparent cover, but not hide; 
Such Metaphors appear, when right apply'd ; 
When, thro? the Phraſe, we plainly ſee the Senſe, 
Truth with ſuch obvious Meanings will diſpenſe : 
The Reader, what in Reaſon's due, believes ; 
Nor can we call that falſe, which not deceives. Lanſd. 


MESS APUS. 


Meſſapus next, Great Neptune was his Sire, 
Secure of Steel, and fated from the Fire, 
In Pomp appears: and with his Ardour warms 
A heartleſs Train, unexercis'd in Arms: : 
His Troops in Order march; and, marching, fing 7 
The warlike Actions of their Sea-born King! Dr, Virg. 
As Swans, from feeding, mounted on the Wing, | i 
With out- ſtretch'd Necks thro? airy Regions ſing: 
The chearful Notes the neighbiring Shores rebound ; 
And Alia's Lakes re-echo ta the Sound. Laud, Virg, 
Not one, who heard their. Muſick from afar, 
Would think theſe Troops an Army train'dto War; 
But Flocks of FowlT, that, when the Tempeſt roar, 
With their hoarſe Gabbling ſeek the ſilent Shore. Dr. Vi 


- MEZENTS 
Mezentius firſt appear'd upoy 
Scorn ſat upon his Brows, and 


Defying Heav'n and Earth. . 1 « 
The curs'd Mezentius, in a fatal Hour, i 
Aſſum'd the Crown with arbitrary Pow'r: } 


What Words can paint thoſe execrable Times, 
The Subjects Suff rings, and the Princes Crimes? 
The Living and the Dead, at his Command, 


Till choak'd with Stench, in loath'd Embraces ty'd, 


MIDAS. 


| Thus the fam'd Midas when he found his Store | 


Increaſing ſtill, and would admit of more, wi 
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theager Arms his ſwelling Bags he preſgd, / 
; ExoeQation only made Rim bleſs'd ; ; 
when a boundleſs Treaſure he enjoy d; 
| eviry Wiſh was with Fruition cloy'd ; 
en, damn'd to Heaps, and ſurfeited with (Ire, 
curſt that Gold, he doated on before. Vid. 
idas the King, in Ovid it appears, 4 
Phoebus was endow'd with Aſſes Ears; F / 
ich under his long Locks he well conceaßd; 
Monarch's Vices mult not be reveal'd, | 
Fear the People have them in the Windg 

o long ago were neither dumb nor blind; 

r apt to think from Heav'n their Title ſpyngs, 
ce Joye and Mars left off begetting Kingy. 

is Midas knew, and durſt communicate 
none but to his Wife his Ears of State? 

e mult be truſted, and he thought her fit; 

paſſing prudent, and a parlous Wit: þ, 

this ſagacious Confeſſour he went, 

d told her what a Gift the Gods had ſent: 
told it under matrimonial Seal, 

i ſtrict In junction never to reveal? 

e Secret heard, ſhe plighted him her Troth ; 

ad ſacred ſure is every Woman's Oath) 

ec royal Malady ſhould reſt unknown, 

th for her Husband's Honour and her on: 

nt. nc'ertheleſs ſhe pin'd. with Diſcontenf: 

e Counſel rumbled till it found a Vent: 

e Thing ſhe knew ſhe was oblig'd to hide: 
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lat'reſt and by Oath the Wife Was ty'd; 
tif ſhe told it not, the Woman dy'd. 
ch to betray a Husband and a Prince; 
t ſhe muſt burſt, or blab: and no Pretence 
Honour ty'd her Tongue from Self- Defence. 
marſhy Ground commodiouſly was near; 
ther the ran, and held her Breath for Fear, 
ſt, if a Word ſhe ſpoke of any Thing, 
et Word might be the Secret of the King. 
us, full of Counſel, to the Fen ſhe went, 

ip'd all the Way, and longing for a Vent : 
111d, by pure Neceſſity compell'd, 
her majeſtick Marrow-bones ſhe-kneePd : - 
en to the Water-brink ſhe:lay'd her Head, 
d, as a Bitrour bumps Within a Reed, 
d thee alone, O Lake; ſhe ſid; I tell, 
d, as thy Queen, command thee to conceal. 
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Audacious Mortals; and be timely wiſe: | 


The Mind's extended Empire ſhe ſurveys : 


The ready Phantoms at her Nod advance, 


No Images his naked Mind adorn: 
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Beneath his Locks the King my Husband, wears 

A goodly royal Pair of Aſſes Ears. 

Now I have eas'd my Boſom of the Pain, 5 

"Till the next longing Fit return again. Dryd. Chauc. Tl 
"Wi (Wife of Bath's T 


MILKY-WAY 


"Tis like the Milky- Way, all over bright, : . 
But ſown ſo thick with Stars, tis undiſtinguiſh'd Light. 

The Stars, which one confed*rate Light diſplay, WM 
With glimm'ring Glory mark the heavenly Way. Bl. Ein 


M1L o. 
Learn, learn, Crotona's brawny Wreſtler cries 


»Tis I that call: remember Milo's End, x 
Wedg'd in that Timber, which he ſtrove to rend. Role 


MIND. 
And now the Muſe a nobler Flight eſſays, 
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She fings the God-like * of Thought, 
And how from Objects, by the Senſes brought, 
Th' intellectual 8 is wrought, 

—— The Mind diſdains, 
Impatient of the Yoke, coercive Chains. 
She can her airy Train of Forms disband, 
And make new Levies at her own Command. 


And form the buſy. intellectual Dance: 

The ſleeping Forms at her Command awake, 

And now return, and now their Cells forſake: 
When Man, with Reaſon dignity'd, is born, 


No Sciences or Arts enrich his Brain, | 

Nor Fanſy yet diſplays her picturd Train: 

Our Intellectual, like the Bodies, Eye, : 
Whilſt in the Womb, no Object can deſcry; 
When Objects thro* the Sen es Paſſage gain, 

And fill with various Imag'ry the Brain, 

Th' Ideas, which the Mind does thence perceive, 
To think and know the firſt Occaſion give: 

The Mind proceeds and to Reflection goes, 
Perceives {he does perceive, and knows ſhe knows: of 


M I | 
:ews her Acta, and does from thence conclude, (Creat. 
it ſhe's with Reaſon and with Choice endu'd. Blac. 


IN E X VA. 


hou, Goddeſs, born of Jove's immortal Brain, 

o o'er the chaſte unpeopled World doſt reign ; 

u, Queen of Sciences, aſſiſt my Song: 

thee the Virtues, chee the Arts belong: 

orm the Muſe, Minerva; for *tis thine 

guide the Bard, who ſpeaks of Things divine. 
Wluc-ey'd Minerva free preſerves her Heart, 

irgin, unbeguiPd by Cupid's Art: 

ſhining Arms the martial Maid delights, 

r War preſides, and well diſputed Fights; 

th Thirſt of Fame ſhe firſt the Hero fir'd, 

d firſt the Skill of human Arts inſpir'd ; 

ught Artifts firſt the carving Tool to wield; 
ariots with Braſs to arm, and form the fenceful Shield; 
> firſt taught modeſt Maids, in early Bloom, (Hom. 
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Got far from that frequented Theatre, 

eere wand'ring Punks at five each Night repair; 

ere Bently, by old Writers, wealthy grew; 
d Briſcoe * was undone by new: 

eere triumphs a Phyſician of Renown, 

WD {carce a Mortal, but himſelf, unknown: 

ne e'er was plac'd more luckily than he, 

rth Exerciſe of ſuch a Myſtery : 

hen Burgeſs deafens all the lining Preſs 

th Peals of moſt ſeraphick Emptineſs; 

= when myſterious F mounts on high, 

We preach his Pariſh to a Lethargy ; 

is Kſculapius waits hard by, to eaſe 

e Martyrs of ſuch Chriſtian Cruelties: 

ſome ungen rous Nymph a Shaft lets fly, [ 


ere fatal y than from a paring Eye, 

Wirmillo, that fam'd Opifer is nigh. 
he 4” mags; rhither throng to dine; 

Wd Want of Elbow-room's ſupply'd in Wine: 

Woy'd with Variety they ſurfeir there, 

WF hilt the wan Patients on thin Gruel fare. Garth. 
Oxtord, and all her — Bells can tell a 

this right Arm what mighty Numbers fell: was 
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ſhun the lazy Life, and ſpin, or ply the Loom. Cong. 
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568 | MS. 
Whilſt others meanly ask'd whole Months to ſlay, 
I oft diſpatch d the Patient in a Day: 
With Pen in Hand I puſh'd to that Degree, 
I ſcarce had left a Wretch to give a Tee 
Some fell by Laudanum, and ſome by Steel; 
And Death in Ambuſh lay in ev'ry Pill. Garth. 
Long have I reign'd unrival'd in the Town ;* 
Glutted with Fees, and mighty in Renown: 
There's none can die with due Solemnity, - 
Unleſs his Paſſport firſt be 6gn'd by me. 
My arbitrary Bounty's undeny'd; _ 
I give Reverſions, and for Heirs provide: 
one could the tedious nuprial State ſupport ; 
Bur I, to make it eaſy, make it ſhort : 
I {et the diſcontented Matrons free; 
And ranſom Husbands from Captivity. Garth, 
O, that near Xanthus' Banks you had but dwelt, 
When llium firft Achaian Fury felt; 
The Flood had curs'd young Peleus Arm in vain, 
For troubling his choak'd Streams with Heaps of Slain : 
No Trophies you had left for Greeks to raiſe : 
Their ten Years Toil you 'ad finiſh'd in ten Days. 
Fate ſmiles on your Attempts; and, when you liſt, 
In vain the Cowards fly, the Brave reſiſt. Garth. 
— — Each Woid, that you impart, 
Has ſomething killing in it, like your Art.. 
Your Pa ty tis, 
To whom you owe your odd Magnificence ; 
Bur to your Stars your Penury of Senſe: _ 
Haſp'd in a Tumbril, awkardly you've ſhin'd, 
With one fat Slave before, and none behind. Garth: 


ART H. | 
O come, thou Goddeſs, fair and free, 
In Heav'n yclep'd Euphroſyne; EINE 
And by Men Heart-eaſing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus ata Birth 
With two Siſter-Graces more 
To Ivy-crowned Bacchus bore. 
Haſte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee - 
Jeſt and youthful Jollity; | 
Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's Cheek, 
And love to live in Dimple ſleek: 
8 | | 


Sport, that wrinkled: Care e dailies, | 

And Laughter holdin Joh his Sides: 

And in thy right Hand lead with thee, 

The Mountain Nymph, ſweet Liberty. 

Andif I give thee Honour due, : 

Mirth, admit me of thy Crew, 

To live with her and live with thee 

d Pleaſures free. Milt. | 
—— Then all was Jo Jollity, 
_ and Mirth, light Wantonnels and Lauter; 
and Playing, Miaſtrelſies and Masking, | 

I Lite fled Fog us like an idle Dream ; Ca io 

= of Mommery without a Meaning. Rowe. J. Shore. 


MIS CHI E E. 


liſchiefs are like the Cockatrice's Eye; on, 
hey ſee firſt, they Kill; if ſeen, \ Fey die. Sack. 
G Miſchief thou art ſwift (Rofn. & fa. 
catch the firzgeling g Thoughts of ay re Men. Shak. 
Down, rifing Miſchlef, e or 1 hin Il thee (Guiſe. 
Pn in the Cauſe, and e new- thly Py. Dr. D. of 
Miſchiefs fond, (Volpane: 
W< Beaſts, till they are fat, and then they bleed. John. 
ben once the Mind is to Peſtruction bent, 

w eaſy tis new Miſchiefs to invent. Shak. Tit. Androjiz 
liſchief to ſome, to others muſt be Good. Dr. D. of Guif. 
o eloquent is Milchief to perfuade! Dr. Span. 9 | 

tlethinks if Miſchief had but this to vaunt, | 
Wat, like a God, none knows her but her ſelf, - 
ere enough to mount her o'er the World. Ler.C. Beih. 


MIS ENUS. 


Won to the God of Winds: none better knew 
raiſe old Courage, and inſpire the new, | 
by his martial Sounds, or ficrce Alarms ; 7% 57 
Il firſt in Danger, and the laſt in Arms. Laud. Virg 
ſerv d great Hector; 2 was ever near, 
t with his Trumpet only, but his Spear: 
t, by Pelides* Arms, w or fell, 
choſe Aneas, arg he hk e as well. 'Dryd. Virg; 
ſenus choſe neas for his Lord: 
could not ſtoop. to leſs, nor Fortune more afford. L Vir. 
oln with Ap 3 and aiming ſtill at more, 
f es the Sea- Gods 2 the Shore: 

J. 2. 
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With 3 heard the · martial Sound (Vi 
And, the bold Champion for his Challenge, drown'd. Dl 
| Good Morning to the Day; and next, my Gold: 
Open the Shrine, that I may ſee my Saint: 
Hail the World's Soul and mine! more glad than is 
The teeming Earth to ſee the long'd for Sun © 
Peep thro the Horns of the celeſtial Ram, 
Am I, to view thy Splendour, dark'ning his; 
That, lying here amongſt my other Hoards | 
Shew'ſt like a Flame by Night; or like the Day, 
Struck out of Chaos, when all Darkneſs fled 
Unto the Centre, O thou Son of Sol, _ 
But brighter than thy Father, let me kiſs 
With Adoration, thee, and ev'ry. Relick 
Of ſacred Treaſure in this bleſſed Room.” 
Well did wiſe Poets by thy glorious Name 
Title that Age, which RI would have the beſt, _ 
Thou being the belt of Things, and far tranſcending 
All Style of Joy in Children, Parents, Friends, 
Or any orher waking Dream on Earth.  - _ 
Thy Locks when they to Venus did aſcribe, 
They ſhould have given her "Ry thouſand Cupids ; 
Such are thy Beauties, and our Loves. Dear Saint, 
Riches, the dunib God, that giv'ſt all Men Tongues; 
That canſt do nought, and yet mak'ſt Men do all things, 
The Price of Souls! Ev'n Hell, with thee to boot, 
Is made worth Heav'n ! Thou art Virtue, Fame, 
Honour, and all things elſe. Who can get thee, . | 
He ſhall'be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſe. (Johnſ. Volp, 
Fond Man! what Good or Beauty can be found | 
In Heaps of Treaſure, bury'd under Ground? 
Which rather than dimini{h'd e'er to ſee, 
Thou would'ſt, thy {elf too, bury'd with them be. 
And what's the Difference? Is't not quite as bad 
Never to uſe, as never to have had. Cowl. Hor. 
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Thou glory'ft in a Flood of uſeleſs Wealth, 4 
Which thou canſt only touch, but never taſte; (Hor F 
Th' Abundance {ti}, and ſtill the Want does laſt. Cow. on 

But oh! what Man's Condition can be worſe, - Ni 

Than his, whom Plenty ſtarves, and Bleſſings curſe? I 
The Beggars but a common Fate deplore ; © en 


The rich Poor Man's emphatically poor. Cowl. 
| Impriſon'd Gold, 
Altho' the Sum be &er ſo great, 


: MI 


ches nothing, but Conceit. Orinda. | 
_ Spare nor Uſarers; . + + » (P. of Parma. 


der their Souls: you'll find themin their Bags. Smith. 


MISERY. 


Il give thee Miſery ; for here ſhe dwells : 
bis her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns : 
Bird of Night fits 1 o'er the Roof; 

Spectres {weep along the horrid Gloom; _ J. Shore. 
| nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. Row. 
r angry Heav'n has laid in Store for 80 7 
perfect Miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent Woe, + 
t the black Image ſhocks my frighted Soul, (& Hip. 
the Words die on my reluctant Tongue. Smith. Phæd. 
Wome my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, % | 
belp me to ſupport this feeble Frame, 
, nodding, totters with oppreſſive Woe, 
= {inks beneath its Load. 1 Shore. 
Wavy of Heart ſhe ſeems, and fore afflicted : 
with what ſad and ſober Chear the comes: 
>, orI read her Viſage much amiſs, | 
Grief beſets her hard. — — 
thus it is, when rude Calamity 
s its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions : 
dainty Gewgaw Forms diſſolve at once, 
ſhiver at the Shock. Rowe. ]. Shore. 
las, her gentle Nature was not made 

Wuftet with Adverſity. ——- Rowe. J. Shore. 
lothing almoſt ſees Miracles but Miſery. Shak. K. Lear. 


1 IS 7 
et the ſlow Pow'rs come from their miſty Dens, 
o rule the Marſhes, Lakes, and ſtagnant Fens: 
Dall your Damps, and lazy Fogs ariſe, 5 | 1 
| with you . Treaſures cloud the Skies: | 
your t ick Mitts repel th* unwelcome Light, | 
oer the Ocean ſpread a friendly Night. Blac. P. Arth. 
Fog, that ſteaming from the Mouth of Hell, 
les the native Horrours of the Night. Den. Rin. & Ar. 
ke a deep Miſt, thar thickens all the Air, YG ef 
i ſtains the Sun with Fog, and ſometimes Clouds, 
en they do hug him in their reeking Boſoms. Sh. T. And. 
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MISTRESS. 


F 
The Queen, whom Senſe of Honour could not move, 2 
No _ made a Secret of her Love; | 1 
But call'd it Marriage, by that ſpecious Name, N 
To veil the Crime, and ſanctify the Shame. Dryd. Vig Wh 
—— — —- Oh ! I fain would hide me 57 421 
From the baſe World, from Malice, and from Shame :: |+ 
For *tis the ſolemn Counſel of my Soul, 800 
Never to live with publick Loſs of Honour: or 
*Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the Inſolence 
Of each affected She, that tells 2 
And bleſſes her good Stars, that fhe is virtuous: 
To be a Tale for Fools! ſcorn'd by the Women, 
And pity'd by the Men ! — —— Rowe. Fair Pen. 
Butloſt to Honour, and the Senſe of Shame, 
Whole Days with him ſhe paſſes in e N 
And waſtes in Luxury long Winter-Nights . 
Forgetful of her Fame, and royal Truſt, 4 
Diſſolv'd in Eaſe, abandon'd to her Luſt. Dryd. Virg. 
— He fd. | 
The luſtful Pair, in lawleſs Pleaſures drown'd ; 
Loſt in their Loves, inſenſible of Shame 5 | 
And both forgetful of their better Fame. Dryd. Virg. 
How didſt thou dare to think. that I would live 
A Slave to bafe Defires, and brutal Pleaſures: | 
To be a wretched Woman for hy Leifure, _ (hn 
To toy, and waſte an Hour of idle Time with. Rowe. 
O Athenais, let me ſee thee dead, | _ 
Borne a pale Corps and gently laid in Earth, 
So I may ſay ſhe's chaſte, and'dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view thee, with theſe wounded Eyes, 
Seated upon the Throne of Ifdigerdes,  ' © © 
The Blaſt of common Tongues,” the Nobles Scorn, 
Thy Father's Curſe ; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
No, Athenais : when the Day beholds thee 
So ſcandaloufly rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, 
The Scorn of Honour, and the People's Prey! 
No, cruel Leontine! not to redeem 
Thy aged Head from the deſcending Ax, 
Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling Body rack d, 
Thy Wrinkles too about thee fill'd with Blood, 
Wauld I, for. oY ta the Man I love, 
je of 
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Be made the f unlawful Pleaſure, Lee, Theod. 
O preſerve thy Virtue; 
And, fince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 


Scorn thou to be bis Whore, ——— Hol 
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WT Hold, Sir, oh hold! forbear!  _ 

Wor my nice Soul abhors the very Sound : 

er with the Shame of that, and the Deſire 
an immortal Name, I am inſpir'd : 
kinder Thoughts. are fled for ever from me; 
i Tenderneſs, as if 1 neꝰ er had lov'd, 


vi as lefe my Boſom colder than the Grave. 
ba, Athenais, on: 'tis bright before thee; 
: rue the Track, and thou ſhalt be a Star. 
O Leontine, I ſwear, my noble Father, 
What I will ſtarve, e' er once forego my Virtue : 
Ind thus let's join to contradid t he World; 
hat Empire could not tempt a poor old Man, 
o ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter: 
nd ſhe too match'd the Spirit of her Father; 
o' humbly born, and yet more humbly bred, 
e, for her Fame, refus'd a royal Bed: 
bo, tho' ſhe lov'd, yet did pur off the Hour; 
or could her Virtue de betray'd by Pow'r: 
Wtterns, like theſe, will guilty Courts improve, 
add teach the Fair to blu at conſcious Love: 
ben let all Maids for Honour come in view, 
WF any Maid can more for Glory do. Lee. Theod. 
£ 24 O B. 


he Captain of the Rabble iſſd'd out 

ich a black ſhirtleſs Train. Each was an Hoſt; 

= Million trong of Vermin, ev'ry Villain: 

fart of Government, but Lords of Anarchy, 

W105 of Pow'r and privileg'd Deſtruction: 

WP utlaws of Nature! yet the Great muſt uſe them 
metimes, as neceſſary Tools of Tumult. Dryd. D. Seb. 

7 — — Some Jar Chief, — 

ore noiſy than the reſt, but cries Halloo, 

nd in a Trice the bell'wing Herd come out, 

he Gates are barr'd, the Ways are barricado'd, 

nd one and als the Word: true Cocks o'th' Game, 

hey never ask for what, or whom, they fight; 

ut turn them out, .andſhew' them but a Foe, 

ry Liberty, and that's a Cauſe of Quarrel. Dr. Sp. Fry. 
— And ſince the Rabble now is ours, 

cep the Fools hot, preach Dangers in their Ears, 

ny falſe Reports o'th Senate, working up 

- Madneſs to a Fury quick and deſprate, | 

ill they run headlong into civil Diſcords, (Mar. 

o our Bugnefs with their own Deſtruction. Otw. C. 

| GET — The 
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$74 | | 
- The S Crowd ; the Rabble; 
The arbitrary Guard of Fortune's Pow'r ; 


Who wait to catch the Sentence of her-Frowngs 

And hurry all to Ruin, ſhe condemns.” South. Oroon. 
*Tis eaſy th* unreaſoning Mob to guide; 

For they are always on the factious Side. 

How goes the Mob ? For that's a mighty Thing: 
When the King's Trump, the Mob is for the King: 
They follow Fortune, and the common Cry | 
Is {till againſt the Rogue, condemn'd to die. 

Bur the ſame very Mob, that Raſcal Crowd, 

Had cry'd Sejanus with a Shout as loud, 7255 

Had his Deſigns, by Fortune's Favour bleſt, -* 

Succeeded, and the Prince's Age oppreſt. Dryd. Jur. 
Bur curſt be etz x7 517 "0 

Who truſt Revenge with ſuch mad Inſtruments, 

Whoſe blindfold Buſineſs is but to deſtroy : 5 

And, like the Fire commiſſion'd by the Winds 

Begins on Sheds, bur, — ih a Round, | 

On Palaces returns. ryd. Seb. 1 

Ye mungril Work of Heaven, with human Shapes; (WW 
Not to be damn'd or ſav d, but breathe, and periſh. - DW 


MODESTY. 


Modeſt as Infant Roſes in their Bloom, 
Who in a Bluſh their fragrant Lives conſume. . Oldh. 
- = ——— Modeſty, | 3 ; 
The Virgin's troubleſome and conſtant Gueſt, - Lee. Ti 
Is but the Wax whoſe Seals on Virgins ſtay; (of Gr. pull 
Let it approach Love's Fire, twill meſt away. Dryd, Cui 
— Tho' Thought will have no Bound. : 
A Virgin's Tongue ſhould ſhame to hint a Thought, (Val 
At which a Virgin's Cheek ſhould bluſh.-— Shak. Met 


| MOLE. 
For gather Grain the blind laborious Mole 
In winding Mazes works her hidden Hole. Dr. Virg. 


Baian MOL E. 


So a vaſt Fragment of the Baian Mole, 
That, fix'd among the Tyrrhene Waters, braves 
The beating Tempeſts and inſulting Waves; 
Thrown from its Baſis with a dreadful Sound, 
Daſhes the broken Billows ali around ; 
And with reſiſtleſs Force the Surface cleaves, (Sil. [tl 
That in its angry Waves the falling Rock receives, * 


— 


M © 
MONASTICK Life. 


I will devote the ſad Remains of Life, 


5 pright 
0 hteſt 


5 Full perfection houfund Bellamiras. 
To ſee this Day the Emp'rour of the Eaſt 
eave all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
WET hat Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, 
Wn his Life's Spring, and Bloom of gawdy Years, . 
o undergo the Penance of a Cloiſter, 
WConfin'd to narrow Rooms and''gloomy Walks, 
WWF aftings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 
Which from his Bed at Midnight muſt awake him, 
ethinks, O Leontine, is ſomething more 
han yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 
EMcthinks, at ſuch a glorious Reſignation, 
Tt Angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend, 
Wn all the Paint and Drapery of Heav'n, 
With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 


. 0} 


What Heart but yours could hold this double Fire 
Of blind Devotion, and of kind Deſire: ; 
(ore would ſhine out, were not your Zeal fo bright, 


_ hoc glaring Flames o'ercome his gentler Light. 
ess ſeems that Faith, which Mountains can remove, 

han this, which triumphs over Youth and Love. 

Juſt ſuch a diſmal Fate is ſaid to vex 

WF Armida once, tho of the fairer Sex: 

W Rinaldo ſhe had charm'd with ſo much Art, 

Hers were his Pow'r, his Perſon and his Heart: 


She ſooth'd his Rage, and turn'd it all to Love: 
Then ſtrait a Guſt of fierce Devotion blows, 
And in a Moment all her Joys o*erthrows ; 
The poor Armida tears her golden Hair, 
Matchleſs, till now, for Love, or for Deſpair. 
Who is not moy'd while the ſad Nymph complains ? 
Yet you perform what Taſſo only feigns : 
And after all my Vows, my Sighs, and Tears, 
With which at length I as dx Fears, 
C 4 | 


o give full Grace to fuch-triumphanr Zeal.: Lee: Theod. 


Honour's high Thoughts no more his Mind could move. 


+» 


So 
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So many Doubts, ſo many Dangers paſt, 
Viſions of Zeal now. gn me at la 
So, in great Homer's throughout che Field, 
Some Leader ſtill * all before hi yield: 
But when a God would take the conquer'd Side, 


The weak prevail'd; and the. victorious 5 
D. X B. Li a Perſon, about to bee ne a Maui 


MOON. 


Fair Queen, who do'ſt in Woods delight, = 
Grace of fun Su and Goddeſs of the Ni — Laud. e 
„Moon, that with thy filver Light 5 
G -& the Empire of the Night. | 
As Horrour thou art pleas' d to ſee, 
Horrour loves to gaze on thee. 
Each Fiend, ans ev'ry ; haſtly Spright, 
That ſo abhors thy, Da s Ray, 
han” —— = D 3. lphig. A1 
OX in thy p P = WM 
The Day. | (Mz. 
Shines fair with all her virg 8 about . Otw. C. 
Serenely ſhone the Stars; © Was, bri 
And the Sea trembled with. a filver Light. Pryd. Virg 
A Glimpſ& of Moonſhine, ſtreakꝰd Red, 
A ſhuffled, ſullen and uncertain Li 


That dances thro? Ne cane and ts again. Dr, Cleas, 


Now reigns. - 
Full-orb' he Moon, an and with more  pleatig- e acht | 
Shadowy ſets off the Face of Things 
And now:the Moon had twice the ſilver Field 
Of her fair Orb with borrow d Glory, All'di Blac. P. Arth. 
And no the Moon twice dips her ſilyer Horns; 
And with freſh 8 her changing Face adorns. Bl. K. Arth, 
— The Moon, her monthly Round 
Still ending, ſtil] renewing, thro* mid Heav'n, 
With borrow!'d Light her Count'nance triform, | 
Both fills and-empries tenlighten-the Earth. Mile. Par Lol. 
So ficken waning Moons too near the Sun, 
And * their — on the Edge of Day. Dryd. 


Mon in Eclipſe, 
Nena er gg Nen de red: 

owing Face o'er 2 
And oh! Behold — half her 2 
Some Charm difluſes gloomy Ni 
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It muſt be ſome Theſſalian Charm; H 
Sound, ſound your Trumpets, give th' Alarm: 

Let the Clangours reach the Sky; x” 

'Till her native Brighrneſs-comes, ENTS 
Beat your Timbrels, beat your Drums. Den. Ip aig. 


fe MORNING _ 
Now did the Saffron Morn her Beams diſplay, 
ding the Face of univerſal Day. Co age. Hom. 
ow from the radiant Sun retires the Night, Iz 
a weſtern Clouds, ſhotthro? with orient Light. Cong. 
Lo! from the roſy Eaſt her purple Doors 
e Morn unfolds, adorn'd with bluſhing Flow'rs : 
e leſſen'd Stars draw off, and diſappear; ; 
The Moon's pale Horns are now withdrawn, (Ovid. 
d all the World around now reddens at the Dawn. Trapp. 
Twas at the Time, when Nights cold Shades: withdrew, . 
a left the Grafs all hung with pearly Dew. Oldh. Viig. 
ollen, methinks, and ſlow, the Morning breaks 
if the Sun were liſtleſs ro appear, (SGuiſe. 
Wd dark Defigns hung heavy on the Day. Dryd. Duke ot 
Obſerve the weary Birds, ere Night be done, 
dw they would fain call up the tardy Sun; 
With Feathers hung with Dew, | 
And trembling Voices too, 3A 
ey court their glorious Planet to appcar. 
The drooping Flow'rs hang their Heads, 
And languiſh down into their Beds; 
hile Brooks, more: bold: and fierce than they, 
penly murmur, and demand the Day. Orind. 
0 The Morn prepates ar glorious Day, 'S 
d chearfa] Beams unelouded Light diſplay. Lut Virg. 
| But now the Sun * 
th orient Beams had chas' d the dewyy *  (Vug- - 
n Earth and Heav'n: all Nature ſtood diſelos'd. Add. 
And nov the Morn diſclos'd her purple Rays: EI 
e Stars were fled, for Lucifer had chay'd ' e 
e Stars away, and" fled himſelf at laſt. Add. Ovid. 
Ihe Morn had now diſpelbd the Shades of Night,, _ 
eitoring Toils, when ſhe reſtor' d the Light: Dryd. Virgs. + 
Now in the Eaſt the Saffron Morn aroſe, | 
pd call'd the Labꝰrer from his {weet Repoſe. Blac. Pr. Arth. 
Soon as the Sun had with his early Ray, | 
epos d the Shades, and re: enthron d the Day. Bl. P. Arth 
—— — The Morning fair | | | 
ame forth with fülgrim Steps in miete grey; 2 
C Ana ' 
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And with her radiant Finger ſtilld the Roar 
Of Thunder, chas'd the Clouds, and laid the Winds, 
And grieſly Spectres. | 
And now the Sun with more effectual Beams 
Had chear'd the Face of Earth, and dry'd the Wet 
From drooping Plant, or dropping Tree ; the Birds, 
Who all Things now beheld more freſh and green, 
After a Night of Storm ſo ruinous, | 


T9 granny the ſweet Return of Morn. Milt. Par. Re ; 

ow from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks forth, 

And ſeems to kindle from the — Stars. Lee. L. J. Bru 
See, how the Morning opes her golden Gates, | 

And takes her Farewel of rhe glortous Sun! 

How well reſembles it the Prime of Youth, (pz | 

Trimm'd like a Younker prauncing to his Love. Shak. H.6 

Aurora had difpell'd the Shades of Night; 

And deck'd the Mountains Tops with gawdy Light; 

When Phoebus? Horſes, riſing from the Sea, ( Vip | 

Forth from their firy Noſtrils breath'd the Day. Lau. 

When from the roſy Eaſt Aurora's Beams (Yi | 

With purple Bluſh had dy'd the Ocean's Streams. - Lat 
Soon as the Morn, in roſy Robes array d, 

Had o'er the World her chearful Light diſplay d. Laud. Vir 
Now did the Morn her radiant La — 

And gently on the Air ſhook forth the Day. Blac. K. Anh, 
Now had the Sun diſcios'd the Mountains Heads, 

And pour'd warm Glory on the reeking Meads. Bl. K. Arch 

The chearful Morn ſalutes our Eyes; 

And Songs of chirping Birds invite to riſe. Dryd. Virg. 
The Morn began from Ida to diſplay - | 
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Her roſy Cheeks, and Phoſphor led the Day. Dryd. Vig 
So, when a black tempeſtouus Night is paſt, 

In which loud. Winds have lofty Tow'rs defac'd, | 

The Mountains rent, and laid the Foreſt waſte: 

This Strife the Morn compoſes with her Charms, 

And all the fighting Elements diſarms :. 

A joyful Peace ſucceeds the ſtormy War, 

And calms 4 Empire of the Air: 

The Sun's bright Beams the reeking Meads adorn, | 

And chearful Lab'rers to their Toikreturn. Blac. K. Arth. 


And now Aurora, Harbinger of Day, | A 
Rofe from the Bed, where aged Tithon lay ; T 
Unbarr'd the Doors of Heav n, and overſpread A 


The Path of Phœbus with a bluſhing Red.y 
The ſtarry * above are ſcarce expir'd ; 
And ſcarce the Shade from open Plains retir &.: % 
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e tuneful Lark has hardly ſtretch'd her Wing; 

ad warbling Linnets juſt begin to ſing: 

Nor yet induſtrious Bees their Hives forſake; 

Nor skim the Fiſh the Surface of the Lake: 

Nor yet the Flow'rs diſcloſe their various Hue; 

hut fold their Leaves, e with hoary Dew: 

glue Miſts around conceal the neighb'ring Hills: 

And dusky Fogs hang o'er the murm'ring Rills: 

W While Zephyr faintly ſighs among the Trees; 

And moves the Branches with a lazy Breeze. 

W No jovial Pipe reſounds along the Plains, 

WSate in their Hamlets ſleep the drowzy Swains. _—» 
And now the Sun begins his early Race, 

And views the joyful Earth with bluſhing Face, (Lucr. 

And quaffs the pearly Dews, ſpread oer the Graſs. Creech. - 


8 Scarce had the riſing Sun the Day reveald ; i 
Scarce had his Heat the pearly Dews diſpell'd. Dr. Virg. 


ki Now, when the following Morn had chas'd away _ 
ad WF The flying Stars, and Light reſtor'd the Day. Dryd. Vitgs - 
1 And now the ſetting Stars are loſt in Day. Dryd. Virg. 

aud, He beheld the Skies 


With Purple bluſhing, and the Day ariſe. Dryd. Virg. 
-—— And now renewing Day 5 

Had chas'd the Shadows of the Night iy © Dryd. Virg; 
Scarce had the roſie Morning rais'd her Head | 


Awake: the Morning ſhines ; and the freſh Field - 
Calls us: we loſe the Prime, to mark how ſpring 
Our tended Plants; how blooms the Citron Grove; 
| What drops the Myrrh, and what the balmy Reed; 
How Nature paints her Colours; how the Bee 


The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon ; 
| The Flow'rs more od'rous ſeem ; the Garden Birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends _ 
| The gawdy Earth with an unuſual Brightneſs: (Borg: 
All Nature ſmiles, and the whole World is pleas'd. Lee. Cæſ- 
Sol thro? white Curtains did his Beams diſplay ; | 
and op'd thoſe Eyes which brighter ſhone than they. 
Now Shock had giv'n himſelf the riſing Shake, þ 
| And Nymphs prepar'd'their Chocolate to take: | 
Thrice the wrought Slipper knock'd againſt the Ground; 
and ſtriking Watches the tenth Hour reſound, Pope. 


Ne. 9 


The Skies with dawning Light were purpled oer. Dr. Hom- 


| Above the Waves, and left her watry Bed. Dryd. Virg.. © 


Sits on the Bloom, extracting liquid Sweets, Milt. Par, Loft: 
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MORPHEUS. 


Around his drowſy Offspring goes the God, 

And rowſes Morpheus from the ſleepy Crowd; 

None can, like him, a perfect Man expreſs, 

His Speech and Mien, Bis Action and his Dreſs: 
ut he alone in humane Shape appears, 

While the leſs noble Forms a ſecond wears, 

Of Snakes or Birds, of Lions or of Bears: 

Still there's a third, ſtill meaner in Degree, 

Which ſhews a Field, a River, or a Tree; 

Of Things inanimate preſents the Scene, 1 

Hills, Valleys, Ships, or Houſes, Earth, or Main: 

Theſe three to Gen'rals, Kings, or Courts, belong: (Ovid, 

More vulgar Dreams wait the more vulgar Throng, Hopk, 

Darkling the Demon glides for Fight prepar'd,, 

So foft that ſcarce his fanning Wings are heard: 

To: Trachin, ſwift as Thought, the flirting Shade 


Thro* Air his momentary. Journey made. 

Then lays aſide the Steerage of his Wings; 
Forſakes his proper Form, aſſumes the King's: 
And, pale as Death, deſpoiPd of his Array, 
Into the Queen's Apartment takes his Way: - 
Unmov'd his Eyes, and wet his Beard 3 


And ſhedding: vain, but ſeeming real, Tears: 
The briny Water dropping from his Hairs. 
Then ſtaring on her with. a ghaſtly. Look, 
And hollow. Voice, he thus the Queen beſpoke. 
Thus ſaid the Player-God ; and, adding Art. 
Of Voice and. Geſture, ſo-perform'd his Fart, 1 
She thought, ſo like her Love the Shade appears, (Odi. 
That Ceyxſpake the Words, and Ceyx ſhed the Tears. Dryd. 


1 O T E S. 
Behold where. er the glittꝰring Sunbeams come 
Thro' narrow Chinks into a darken'd Room; 
A Thouſand little Bodies ſtrair appear, Ts 
In the ſmall Streams of Light, and wander, there : 
For ever fight ; reject all Shews of Peace; 
Now meet, now part again, and never ceaſe: 
Now beaten backward, and with wanton Play,, — _ 
Now this, now that; and ewry other Way. Creech: Luct 
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AM 0 L D. | 
As when a Mould repels th invading Seas, | 
otects the Ships, and gives the Harbour Peace: 
he foaming Tempeſt on high Billows-rides, 
ad forms, with watry-Troops, its-lofty: Sides: 
= unſhaken Structure all their Fury braves, 
ad ſtops the Current of th' inſulting Waves: 


b'angry Seas break on th oppoſing Shore, 
d, beaten back, with ludignation roar. Blac. P. Arth. 
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he Mountains, leſſ'ning as they riſe, 

Joſe the low Vales, and ſteal into the Skies. Pope. 
So Atlas, and the Mountains of the Moon, erat] 
rom North to South in lofty Ridges rin 
hro' Africk Realms, whence falling Waters lave 
WT inferior Regions with a winding Wave. 

Wo Caucaſus, aſpiring Taurus ſo : 
ad fam'd Imaus, ever white with Snow, | 
W bro! Eaſtern Climes their lofly: Lines extend, 
Ind, this, and that Way, ample Currents ſend. Blac. Creat! 
W Bchold the Hills, whieh high in Air ariſe, | 
Warbour in Clouds, and mingle wii the Skies: 

he Earth's Diſhonour, and encumbring Load, 
or Beaſts and Birds of Prey a deſblate Abode. Blac. 
But like ſome Mountain in thoſechappy: Iſles 
here in perpetual Spring youug Nature ſmiles, 
WY our Greatneſs ſhows: No Horrour to affrignht; 
at Trees for Shade, and Flow'rs to court the Sight!“ 
ometimes the Hill ſubmits itſelf awhile: | 
Wn {mall Deſcents, winch {till 3 > 
and ſometimes mounts, but ſo as Billows play, 1 8 

hoſe Riſe not hinders; but makes ſhort our Way. - Dryd; 
5 — O amazing Height! - -. | | 
Ft what remote, and what ſtupendous Diſtance, 
on tyrannizing Main below ———— * :, 
nſulrs the foaming Shore 5 
baldo, ſee how very far benesth uus . 
d tagging Og the painted Meteors fi/ '- | 

bro' all th'infernal-Regions'of the Air! 
How far below, illuftrious in its Flight, 

ne nimble Lightning ſcours along the Sky? 
And hark how far, how very far beneath us 


The exaſperated Thunder roars ——— 5 
| | "ow 
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To plague the guilty World ! 


But never Storm diſturbs this happy Place, 
The very Pride and Pomp of wanton Nature ! 


The very Darling of indulgent Heav'n ! | Ws 
Which ſtil} the Sun, the World's great Eye, contemplates, le 
And never ſuffers interpoſing Cloud 0 
To bar th'eternal Proſpect. Den. Rin. & Arm. Ia 
Here, on the Frontiers of the rouling Skies, (am 

h 


We ſtand, and breathe, the Borderers of Heav'n | Den. Rina 
Ridges of high contiguous Hills ariſe ; 1 

Divide the Clouds, and penetrate the Skies. Blac. Eliz, 
Behold where Neritus the Clouds divides, | 

And ſhakes the ſounding Foreſts on his Sides. Pope. Hon 
Next, Ida ſee, from whence a thouſand Fountains 

Flow from on bigh, and well upon the Plains. Br. Hom, 
In 2 the ſhady Appenines ariſe, | 

And lift th'aſpiring Nation to the Skies: : 

In their dark Womb a thouſand Rivers lie, (Lu, 

That with continu'd Streams the double Sea ſupply. Ad, 
Stiff with eternal Ice, and hid in Snow, - 

Thar fell a thouſand Centuries ago, 

The Mountain ſtands ; nor can the riſing Sun 

Unfix her Froſts, and teach them how to run: 

Deep as the dark infernal Waters lie, 

From the bright Regions of the chearful Sky ; 

So far the proud aſcending Rocks invade 

Heav'n's upper Realms, and caſt a dreadful Shade, 

No Spring, nor Summer, on the Mountain ſeen, 

Smiles with gay Fruits, or with delightful Green, 

But hoary Winter, unadorn'd and bare, 

Dwells in the dire Retreat, and freezes there: 

There ſhe aſſembles all her blackeſt Storms, 

And the rude Hail in rattling Tempeſts forms: 

Thither the loud tumultuous Winds reſort, 

And on the Mountain keep their boiſt'rous Court, 

That in thick Show'rs her rocky Summets ſhrowds, (lu 

And darkens all the broken View with Clouds. Add. Si 


M R PE R. 

———— My Plot grows full of Death: 
Murder is play ing her great Maſter-piece; 
And the ſad Siſters ſweat, ſo faſt I urge them: 
O how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge: 
My Fanſy's great in Miſchief: For, methinks, 
The Night grows darker; and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear leſt I ſhould find new. Torments our, 
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an o'cr the old with moſt prodigious Swiftneſs: | 
Wc the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth; Alex. 
e Sieve brim-full, and the ſwift Stone ſtand (till. Lee. 
O he's the cooleſt Murderer! ſo ſtanch 
e kills; and keeps his Temper. —— Dryd. All for Love. 
W Murders, at which th'aſtoniſh'd Sun went back, (Love. 
cd turn'd aſide, and veil'd his Head in Clouds. Lanſd. Her. 
(an ſee my Death is written in thy Eyes; 

Rin herefore wreak all thy Luſt of Vengeance on me, 
aa in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my Gore 
Need like a Vulture, tear my n Heart. Lee. Alex. 

W Creatures of vileſt Make, upon Diſguſt. 
oith Knives or Cords ſet looſe their Coward Souls. Lee. 
And what's the Puniſhment, my dear Pulcheria ? 

har Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spirits; 

ho, groaning with the Burden of Deſpair, 

0 longer will endure the Cares of Life, 

ot boldly ſer themſclves at Liberty: 

ET hro' the dark Caves of Death to wander on 
ke wilder'd Travellers without a Guide: 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 

here ſcarce the Twilight of an infant Moon, 
y a faint Glimmer check'ring thro” the Trees, 
WR cfcts to diſmal View the walking Ghoſts, 
And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields? Lee. Theod. 
Had you beheld his Rack and Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 
he big round Drops roul'd down his re Face, 
When from his hollow Breaſt a murm'ring Crowd 
Of Groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All, is well: 
Then had you ſeen him, O ye cruel Gods! 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 

And dye it to the Hilts ! ——— Lee. Theod. 

—— He, like a Traitor Coward, 1 
Sluic'd out his inn' cent Soul thro? Streams of Blood 
Which Blood, like ſacrificing Abel's, cries, 

Ev'n from the tongueleſs Caverns of the Earth, 


tes, 
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Il 
The Blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, 

But fink my. Murd'reſs in eternal Ruin: | 

—— A Thouſand Spirits tell me, 

There's not a God but whiſpers in my Dar; 

This Death will crown me with immortal Glory, 5 

And make me Company of Queens above; 

While thou, the Burden of the Earth,. 

Fall to the Deep, fo heavy with thy Guilt, 

That Hell it ſelf muſt. groan at thy Reception; 
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Aloud for Juſtice, and rough Chaſtiſement. Shak. Rich. 2. 


While 


4 


While fouleſt Fiends-ſhun thy Society; 8 
And thou ſhalt walk alene, forſaken Fury. Lee. Alex. 
See, how the Blood is ſettled in his Face: 
Oft have I ſeen a timely-parted Ghoft, - 2105 
Of aſhy Semblanee, meager, pale, and bloodleſs, 
Being all deſcended to the labouring Heart, 
Who, in the Confli& that it holds with Death, 
Attracts the Blood for Aid againſt'the Enemy: 
Which with the Heart there eools; and ne'er returns, 
To bluſh and beautifie the Check again $f: 
Bur fee, his Face is black and full of Blood: 
His Eye-balls farther out than When he liv'd, 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man 
His Hair uprear'd; his Noſtrils ffretch'd with ſtruggling: 
His Hands diſplay'd abroad, as one that graſp'd 
And tug'd for Life, and was by Strength ſubdu'd. 
g | 4" | Shak. Hen, 6. p. 2 
Behold, ev'n now the great unhappy Youth ' 
Falls by the ſordid Hands of butch ring Villains: 
Now, now he bleeds; he dies: i 
See, his rich Blood in purple Torrents fes; 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans: 5 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Form; 
His roſy Beauties fade; his ſtarry Eyes 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing Beams: 
Now in ſhort Gaſps bis lab'ring Spirit heaves, 
And weakly ſtutters on his fau ene „ 07. 
And — into Sound. — . Smith. Phæd. & Hip- 
ere“ he lies; the Blood+. lf 
Yet bubbling from his Wounds. O more than ſavage ! 
Had they or Hearts or Eyes that did this Deed?” 
Could Eyes endure to guidꝭ ſuch crue]l Hands 1 
Are not my Eyes guilty ahike wirhtheirs, [pride 
That thus can gaze, and yet not turn to Stone? Cong. Mour. 
O Death thou gentle End of human Sorrows, ' 1 
Still muſt my weary Eyelids vainly wake 
In tedious ExpeRarion of thy Peace? * 6 
Why ſtand thy thouſand thouſand Doors ſtilFopen, 
To take the Wretched in, if ſtern Religion®” * 
Guards ev'ry Paſſage, and forbids my Entrance ?* ' 
Eucrece could bleed, and Portia {\wallsw Fire, e 
When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal Suff rande: 
But here it muſt not be: Think; think, Arpaſia; / 


Think on the ſacred Diftates of thy Faith, 

And let that Arm thy Virtue, to per forrn | 
What Cato's Deg durſt not: Live'Arpaſia; _ 
And. dare to be unhappy. -w——— Rowe: Tamerl. 1 


el 


r. 


i = Good Heav'n, whoſe darling Attribute, we find, 
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bdoundleſs Grace and Mercy to Mankind, 

obors the Cruel; and the Deeds of Night 

Wy wondrous Ways reveals in open Light : 

lurther may paſs unpuniſh'd for a Time, 

Wt tardy jan will o'ertake the Crime: 

Ind oft a ſpeedier Pain the Guilty feels; Trp 
Ine Hue and Cry of Heav'n- purſues him at the Heels, 
rein from the Fact. Dryd. Chauc. The Cock and 


(the Fox. 
Who! all the Earth o'erwhelm them to Men's Eyes; 
Nod Murder, tho' it have no Tongue, will ſpeak 
Vith moſt miraculous Organ. — Shak. Ham], 
W They ſtart like Murderers when Ghoſts appear, 
Ind draw their Curtains in the Dead of Night. Dryd. 


8 ELF- MURDER. 


= My Virtue is a Guard beyond my Strength, 
Nad Death, my laſt Defence, within my: _ 
Death may be call'd in vain, and can not come: 
Fyrants may tie him up from your Relief, 

Nor has a Chriſtian Privilege to die. 

rutus and Cato might diſcharge their Souls, 

Wind give them Furlo's for another World; 

Pat we, like Centry's are oblig?d to ſtand | 

Wn Starleſs Nights, and wait the pointed Hour, Dryd.D.Seb. 


He's. x Man 3 | 
e knows that Men, abandon'd of their Hope, 
oold ask no Leave, nor ſtay for ſuing out 
W\ tedious Writ of Eaſe from ling'ring Heaven; 
it help themſelves, as timely as they could,  - 
Ind teach the Fates their Duty. Dryd. D. Seb. 
Our Time is ſet and fix d; our Days are told; 
Wind no Man knows:the Limits of his Life: 
his Minute may be mine, the next anothers: 
ut ſtill all Mortals ought to wait the Summons; 
ad not uſurp on the Becrees of Fate. : 
dy haſt'ning their own Ends. Smith. P. of Par 
Self. Murder, Nature and our Souls abhor.Smith,P.of Par. 
Not ſtony Tow'rs, nor Walls of beaten Braſs, 3 
or airleſs Dungeon, nor ſtrong Links of Fate; 
an be retentive to the Strengrh of Spirit: 
or Life, being weary of theſe world y Bars, 
Never lacks Pow'r to diſmiſs it ſelf: | 
n that, ye Gods, you make the Weak moſt ſtrong, 
n that, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat; | Eel 
n that, each Bondman in his own Hand bears The. 
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The Power to cancel his Captivity: 
But I do think it cowardly and vile, 
For Fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent .- 
The Time of Life: Arming my felt with Patience, .N 
To wait the Providence of ſome mo Pow'rs, : 
That govern us below. — Sha _ Cæſ. 0 
Shall Nature, erring from her firſt 7 
Self. Preſervation, fall by her own Hand? 8 
o her own Act the Springs of Life deſtroy ? ( 
The Principles, and Being of her Joy? 7 
Senſual and Baſe! Lanſd. Brit. Ench. 114 
Dear, Dear Adraſtus, look with half an Eye A 
I 
4 
1 
, 
F 
1 
, 


ommand, 


On my unheard of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhou'd live! 
I do conjure thee, give my Horrours way : 
Talk nor of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er, from Head to Foot, with Wounde, 
And his Bones broke, to.wait a better Day. | 
I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men. Lee OEdg 
If I had longer been alone, moſt ſurely, | 
With the Diſtraction, that ſurrounds my Heart, 
My Hand wou'd have rebell'd againſt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. Lee Theod. * 
MUSE, 
Deſcend, celeſtial Muſe! Thy Son inſpire 
Of thee to ſing: Infuſe thy Holy Fire. | 
Belov'd of Gods and Men, thy ſelf diſcloſe; 
Say, from what Source the heav'nly Pow'r aroſe, 
Which, from unnumber'd Years deliv'ring down 
The Deeds of Heroes, deathleſs in Renown, 
Extends their Life and Fame to Ages yet unknown. 
Time and the Muſe ſer forth with equal Pace, 
At once the Rivals ſtarted to the Race: 
And both at once the deſtin'd Courſe ſhall end, 
Or both to all Eternity contend. 
One to preſerve what t'other cannot fave, 
And reſcue riſing Virtue from the Grave. Cong. 
Th' Almighty ſpake the Word, and made th immorti 
Ne'er did his Pow'r produce ſo fair a Child, (Muſe 
On whoſe Creation infant Nature ſmil'd: 
Perfect at firſt, a finiſh'd Form ſhe wears, 
And Youth 2 in her Face —. . | 
Th' aſſembled Gods, who long expecting ſtay'd, | 
With new Delight gaze on the lovely Maid: 


Lag 


ſe 


n 


Nor did the Sire himſelf his Joy diſguiſe, 

But ſtedfaſt view'd and fix'd, and fed his Eyes, 
Intent a Space; at length he ſilence bioke, 

And thus the God the heav*nly Fair beſpoke: 

To thee, immortal Maid, from this bleſs'd Hour, 
O'er Time, and Fame, I give unbounded Pow'r: 
Thou from Oblivion ſhalt the Hero fave, 

Shalt raife, revive, immortalize.the Brave: 

On his Heroick Deeds thy Verſe ſhall riſe; 

Thou ſhalt diffuſe the Fires, that he ſupplies : 
Thro' him thy Songs ſhall more ſublime aſpire ; 
And he, thro? them, ſhall deathleſs Fame acquire : 
Nor Time; nor Fate his Glory ſhall oppoſe, 


Or blaſt the Mon'uments the Muſe beſtows. Cong. 


From dark Oblivion, and the ſilent Grave 
Th' indulgent Muſe does the brave Hero ſave: 
"Tis ſhe forbids his Name to die, 
And brings it to the Stars, and fticks it in the Sky, Brown Hor. 
—- TW indulgent Mufe, the only Cure, 
For all the Ills afflicted Minds endure 
That ſweetens Sorrow, and makes Sadneſs pleaſe, 
And heals the Heart by telling its Diſeaſe. Duke. 
The Muſes guard the great Atrides' Spoils ; | 


Tis they that till renew Ulyſſes“ Toils: © 


To them by ſmiling Jove t was given, to ſave 
Diſtinguiſh'd Patriots from the common Grave, 
When Statues moulder, and when Arches fall: 
The Hero's Virtue does the String inſpire, 
When with big Joy they ſtrike the living Lyre. Prior. 
Daughter of Memory, immortal Muſe, 
Calliope, what Poet wilt thou chuſe? 
To whom wilt thou thy Fire impart, 
Thy Lyre, thy Voice, and tuneful Art: 
Whom raiſe ſublime on thy etherial Wing, 
And conſecrate with Dews of thy Caſtalian Spring? 
Without thy Aid, the moſt aſpiring Mind 
Muſt flag beneatb, to narrow Flights confin'd, 
Striving to riſe in vain: | 
Nor &er can hope with equal Lays 
To celebrate bright Virtues Praiſe, 
Thy Aid obtain'd, ev'n l, the humbleſt Swain, 
May climb Pierian Heights, and quit the lowly Plain. 
The Lyre is truck, the Sound I hear! 
O Muſe, propitious to my Pray'r ! 
O well known Sounds! O Melody, the ſame, 
That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais'd Meonian ary. © . 
; | at 
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What Verſe ſuch Worth can roſe 5 
Luſtre and Life, the Poet < Art | 
To middle Virtue may im 5 
But Deeds ſublime, exalted high like webs, 
Tranſcend his utmoſt Flight, and;mock-his diſtant Pri 
| Still would the Wige Muſe aſpire, LD 
With Tranſport. {ti Il her. Strains prolong, 
But Fear unſtrings the trembling, [ yre, 
And Admiration ſto ops her Song. Cond: 
O, whither wou'd th* adventTous Goddeſs 
Sees ſhe not Clouds, and Earth, and Main be 91 
Minds ſhe the Pangers of the Lycian Coast,, bel 


Or is her tow "Tring Fli oy reclaim'd 

By Seas, from Icarus Four fall a 

Vain is hes Gall, and uſeleſs 15 Advice: | 
To wiſe on deaf, and human Cries, 
ſhe b. e. nt flies, 


Till, loſt in trackleſs Fields o {Þining: Day, 

Unable to diſcern the W ay, 55 
Untouch'd, unknown to any Muſe beſo re. 
She, from the noble Precipices. throw, 
Comes ruſhing with: Na Ruin down: 
Glorious Attempt ! U Dappy hat!?! 

The Song too Gariog, 1 e Theme © x00 great! Pf. 
Illuſtrious Ads bigh Raptures do infuſ Gy 
And ev'ry Conqueror creates a Muſe. all. 
The rudeſt Minds, with Harmony were ca . 
And civil Life was by the Muſes taught. 
Th' officious Muſes came A acl 
A gay bam . — Ar ngels, ever young : 


Like Birds of Paradis, ih. 2 liv: Fre n R Dew. Drj6 
In a deep Viſions intelle&ual Scene, 
Beneath a Bow'r:for Sorrow made, 
' Th? uncomfortable Shade 
Of the black Yew's unlucky: Green, 
Mixt with the mourning Willow's careful Grey, 
The melancholy Cowley lay. 
And lo! A Muſe appear'd to his clos d Sight, $7 
The Muſes oft in Lands of Viſion play, | 
Body'd, array'd; and ſeen by an internal Light; 
2 yore en Harp with Silver Strings ſhe bore, 
nd'rous Hieroglyphick Robe ſhe wore, 
10 0 which all Colours and all Figures were, 
That Nature, or that Fanſy can create. 
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That art can never imitate, 1 
And with looſe Pride it. wWanton'd in the Air: 13 
In ſuch a Dreſs, in ſuch a welLeloath d Brem, 
She us'd, of old, near fair Iſmenus Streaſnm Go 
Pindar, her Theban Favourite, to meet: (Cowl. 
Crown was on her Head, and Wings were on her Feet. 
By no one Meaſure bound, my Muſe's Numbers range, 


Wnd, unreſolv'd in Choice, dellghts in Change: 
er Songs to no . Fame aſpire; 8 
Wor now ſhe tries the Reed, anon attempts the Lyre: 


2 


high Parnaſſus ſhe no Birthrighr claims, . 1 21 I 

01 Sinks deep Draughts of Heliconlan Streams ie Þ 

et near the ſacred Mount ſhe loves to ro- ZA a 

ihts the Springs, and hovers round the Grove: „ 

e knows what Dangers wait too bold a Flight, | 

Ind fears to fall from an Icarian Height: 

et ſhe admires the Wing that ſafely ſoars, 

t Diſtance follows, and its Track adores: 

e knows what Room, what Force the Swan requires, 

hoſe tow'ring Head above the Clouds aſpires. Cong. : 

Begin, my Muſe ; from Jove derive thy Song: | 

hy Song, of right, does firſt to Jove belong: 

Wor thou thy {elf art of celeſtial Seed; 

Nor dare a Sire inferior boaſt thy Breed. 2 26 24 

Now, ſacred Siſters, open all your ns ryd. Virg. 

Each in his Turn your tuneful Numbers ring; 

W Turns the tuneful Muſes love to ſing. Dryd. Virg. 14 

W Sicilian Muſe, begin a loftier Strain: 4 

he lowly Shrubs, and Trees that ſhade the Plain, 

Wclight not all: Sicilian Muſe, prepare 

o make the vocal Woods deſerve a Conſul's Care. Dr. Virg. 

Begin, Caliope; but not to ſing; 'Y; 

Plain, honeſt Truth we for our Subject bring: | - 

elp then, ye young Pierian Maids, to tell | 

downright Narrative of what befel : 5 

ford me willingly your ſacred Aids, (Duke. uv. 1 
le. that have calld you young, me, that have ſtyl'd youMaids. 

Thou, to whoſe Eyes I bend, at whoſe Command, 

W ho low my Voice, tho' artlefs be my Hand, 

W take the ſprightly Reed; and ſing, and play, 

Neleſs of what the cens'ring World may ſay, 

Wright Cloe, Kew of my conſtant Vow, | . 
Milt thou a while unbend thy ſerious Brow? 

Wält thou with Pleaſure hear thy Lover's Strains, 

End with one heav'nly Smile o'erpay his Pains ? 

pind, while my Notes to future Times proclaim 

onconquer'd Love, and ever-during Flame, 


16 
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O faireſt of rhy ew, be thou my Muſe, 

Deign on my Work thy Influenee to diffuſe; | 
Let me partake-the „ A Lachedrſe,;;; 

And grant me Love, the juſt Reward of Verſe. Prior. 


MUSICIAN. 


Verſe makes Heroick Virtue live ; 

t you can Life to Verſes give: 
As, when in open Air we blow, | | 
The Breath, tho? ſtrain'd, ſounds flat and low: 
Bur if a Trumpet take the Blaſt, | | 
It lifts it high; and makes it laſt : 
So in your Airs our Numbers dreſt 
Make a ſhrill Sally from the Breaſt 
Of Nymphs, who, ſinging what we penn'd ; 
Our Paſſions to themſelves commend; . 
While Love, victorious with thy Art, 
Governs at once their Voice and Heart: 
You, by the Help of Tune and Time, 
Can make that Song, which was but Rhyme. 
As a Church- Window, . thick with Paint, 
Lets in a Light but dim and faint ; 
So others, with Diviſion hide 
The Light of Senſe, the Poet's Pride: 
But you alone may truly þoaſt, - 
That not a Syllable is Joſt : EY 
The Writer's, and the Setter's Skill, (Lawes, 
At once the raviſh'd Ears do fill. Wall. to Mr. Hen, 


1 US IC K. 
Begin the Song, your Inſtruments advance, 
Tune the Voice, and tune the Flute, 
Touch the ſilent ſleeping Lute, 

And make the Strings to their own Meaſures dance. 
Bring gentleſt Thoughts that into Language glide, 
Bring ſofteſt Words that into Numbers ſlide; 

et ev'ry Hand and ev'ry Tongue 
To make the noble Conſort throng : 
Let all in one harmonious Note agree 
To frame the mighty Song, 
For this is Muficks ſacred Jubile. - 
Muſick's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 
The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find ; 
The greateſt Spell, that charms our Cares to reſt, 


And calms the ruffled Paſſions of the Mind, 
2 | Muſick 
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Muſick does all our Joys refine, 
It gives the Reliſh to our Wine, 
Tis that gives Rapture to our Love, 
And wings Devotion to a Pitch divine : 
our chief Bliſs on Earth, and half our Heay'n above. 
Hark how the waken'd Strings reſound, TEN 
And break the 5 Air; | 
The raviſh'd Senſe how pleafingly they wound, 
And call the liſt'ning Soul into the Ear: 
Each Pulſe beats Time, and ev'ry Heart 
With Tongue and Fingers bears a Part. 
By Harmony's entrancing Po- ir 
When we are thus wound up to Extaſy, . 
Merhinks we mount, methinks we tow?r, 
d ſeem to antedate our future Bliſs on high. Oldh. 
Muſick alone, with ſuddain Charms, can bind 
e wand'ring Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind; 
Harmony, Peace, and ſweet Deſire 
In ev'ry Breaſt inſpire, 


evive the melancholy drooping Heart, 


d ſoft Repoſe to reſtleſs Thoughts impart ; : 
Appeaſe the wrathful Mind, 
To dire Revenge, and Death inclin'd : 


ich balmy Sounds his boiling Blood aſſwage, 


eh. 


ck 


d melr to mild Remorſe his burning Rage. 
is done! And now tumultuous Paſſions ceaſe, 
And all is huſh'd, and all is Peace. 
he weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 
By Muſick lull'd to pleating Reſt. Cong. 
Mufick's the Balm of Love, it charms Deſpair, 
ſpends the Smart, and ſoftens ev'ry Care. Lanſd. Brit. Ench. 
| Muſick, the greateſt Good, that Mortals know, 
And all the Heav'n we have below: 
Muſick can noble Hints impart, 
Engender Fury, kindle Love; 
With unſuſpected Eloquence can move, 
And manage all the Man with ſecret Art. 
When Orpheus ſtrikes the trembling Lyre, 
The Streams ſtand ſtill, the Stones admire, 
The liſt'ning Savages advance; 
The Wolf and Lamb around him trip, 

The Bears in awkward Meaſvres leap, 
And Tigers mingle in the Dance. 3 
The moving Woods attended as he play'd, 2 

And Rhodope was left without a Shade. | 
Mufick religious Heats inſpires, 
It wakes the Soul, and lifts it high, 1 
I n 
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And Wings it with ſublime Deſires, 
And fits it to beſpeak the Deiry. 
Th' Almighty liſtens to a runeful Tongue, 
And ſeems well pleas'd, and courted with a Song. 
| Soft — Sounds, and heav*nly Airs 
Give Force to ev'ty Word, and recommend our Pray 'n: 
| When Time it felf ſhall be no more, 
And all Things in Confuſion burl'd, 
Muſick ſhall then exert its PoW'ir, 
And Sound ſurvive the Ruins of the: World: 
Then Saints and Angels ſhall agree 
| In one eternal Jubilee 5/1 1 
; All Heav'n ſhall echo with their Hymns divine, 
And God himfelf with Pleaſure fee, 
The whole Creation in a Chorus join. 
Let no rough Winds approach, nor dare 
Invade the hallow'd Bounds, -_ 
Nor rudely ſhake the tuneful Air, 
Nor ſpoil the fleeting Sounds: | 
Nor mournful Sigh, nor Groan be heard, 
But Gladneſs dwell on ev'ry Tongue, 
Whilſt all, with Voice and Strings prepar'd, 
EKeep up the loud harmonious Song, 
And imitate the Bleſs'd above, | 
In Joy, in Harmony, and Love. Add. 
Muſick's the Language of the Bleſs'd above: 5 
No Voice but Mulick's can expreſs 
The Joys that happy Souls poſlefs ; 
Nor in juſt Raptures tell the wondrous Pow?*r of Love 
Tis Nature's Dialect, defign'd 
To charm, and to inſtruct, the Mind: 
Mulick's an univerſal Good ! 
That does diſpence its Joys around 
In all the Elegance of Sound, 
To be by Men admir'd, by Angels underſtood, 
Let ev'ry reſtleſs Paſſion ceaſe to move, | 
And each tumultuous Thought obey 
The happy Influence of this Day ; 
For Muſick's Unity and Love. 
Muſick's the ſoft Indulger of rhe Mind; 
The kind Diverter of our Care, | 
The ſureſt Refuge mournfut Grief can find; 
A Cordial to the Breaſt, and Charm to ev'ry Ear. 
Thus, when the Prophet ſtruck his tuneful Lyre, 
Saul's evil Genius did retire: T 
In vain were Remedies apply'd j 
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In vain all other Arts were try | ; [ 
4 | _ 


— 


r 9 
W . 
5 23%. r 
2 8 Ez: 2 1 + +4 
— - 


— — LE Hed N F: q * 
2 1 * 
— — — — 5 
2 
- — 


Hi 


. luſick her ſoft aſſuaſive Voice 2 
r, when the Soul is preſs d wit 


: ours Balm into the bleeding Lover's Wounds: 


Nut, when our Countrey's Cauſe provokes to Arms, 


| his Body, and compoſe his Mind. Yal N > 
55 Mabiek⸗ Minds an equal Temper know, | 
Nor {well too high, nor {ink too low: 


in the Breaſt tumultuous. Joys ariſe, 


; 'd with Cares, 
Exalts her in enliv'ning Airs 
arriours ſhe fires with animated Sounds; 


t Muſick, Melancholy lifts her Head. 
Pull Morpheus rouzes from his Bed: 
Sloth from its Lethargy awakes; 
And liſt'ning Envy drops her Snakes: 


Wnteſtine Wars no more our Paſſions wage: 


vn giddy Factions hear away their Rage: 


We. 


ow martial Muſick ev'ry Boſom warms! 


; o when the firſt bold Veſſel dar'd the Seas, 


igh on his Stern the Thracian-rais'd his Strain 
While Argo ſaw her kindred Trees 
Deſcend from Pelion to the Main : 
Tranſported Demi-Gods ſtood round, 
And Men grew Heroes at the Sound : 
Inflam'd with Glory's Charms, 
ach Chief his ſeven-fold Shield diſplay d, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining Blade ; 
And Seas, and Rocks, and Skies rebound, 
To Arms, to Arme, to Arms! Pope. 
But hark! He ſtrikes the golden Lyre; 
And ſee! The tortur'd Ghoſts reſpire: 
See ſhady Forms advance! 5 
Thy Stone, O Syſiphus, ſtands ſtill; 
Ixion reſts upon his Wheel; 
And the pale Spectres Dance 
he Furies ſink upon their Iron Beds, ir 
nd Snakes, uncurl'd, hang liſt'ning round their Heads. Pope 
Muſick the greateſt Griefs can charm; 
And Fate's ſevereſt Rage diſarm :; 5 
Muſick can ſoften Pain to Eaſe; '  : 
And make Deſpair and Madneſs pleaſe: | .. | 
Our Joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the Bliſs above. | 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
Ind to her Maker's Praiſe confin'd the Sound : 
hen the full Organ joins the tuneful Quire, 


Th' immortal Pow*rs incline their Ear 
Wal. 2.] D d 


ev. 


| MU : $93 
Hand and Voice alone the Charm cou d fd; | 


594 MY 
Borne on the ſwelling pore the ered Frey" C2377 of 
While folemn An ab hoy: the ſacred ire; 

And Angels from Heav'n 0 
Of Orpheus now "ro more let Poets tell 
To — 2 — teater Pow'r'is given; 
| His Numbers rais*'d a Sha e from Hell; 2 
Hers-life the Soul to Heav n. Pope. 
At laſt divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal Frame: 51 
The 9 — from Hye hor ſecrer Store, 
— — che forme r narrow 


— — ſolemn Soun 8, 2 N 
With Nargre's 8 8 Mother- 


and Arts unkno weft 
d. Timotheus yield the whom 
Or both divide the Crown; 
He rais'd a Mortal to the Skies, | 
She drew an Angel down. Dryd. 
—— Sounds, that charm-our Ears, 
Are but one Dr efling this rich Science wears: 
Tho' no Man hear t, the no Man it — 
Jet there will ſtill by: Muſick in my Verſe. 
In this great World ſo much of it we ſee, 
The leſſer, Man, is all o'er Harmony: 
Store- houſe of all Proportions! ſingle Quire 
Which firſt God's Breath did tunefully inſpire: 
From hence bleſs d Muſiek's heav'nl Chyrins ariſe, 
From Sympathy, which them and Man a ies. 
Thus they our Souls, thus they our Bodies win, 
Not by their Force, but Parry chat's within. | 
Thus the ſtrange Cure, on our -ſpilt-Blood-apply'd! 2 
Sympathy to the diſtant Wound de N Cow. Dam e 
They ſay, that Muſick: has reſiſtleſs — 5 
To quell t e Tumults of an anxieus Brea 
If Sounds can heal the pois' nous Inſect's ire 
Why — the Sting of Love? For Love is fare 
One kind of Poiſon. - Sound, found all 
Our Inftruments of War: With vocal Air 
Sonorous Meral fill, whoſe: ſpri hel Breath 
New Life imparts, and. warms the ward . 
Higher, yet higher raiſe eh — Sound, 
With all the Symphony of maria! Notes. 
It works; it works; the. dancing Spirits * 105 
Soft Love retires; and Furies ſeſze my Breaſt: jor 
Bring forth the warlike Steed, my ſhining Airs; Ee 
I will revenge my zrrel on Mankind. | 
— — Ceaſe, ceaſe | _ 


Thaſe * Sounds, web am, . 
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ch Steel the Heart, and make us deaf to Nature: 
k, fink to gentle and melodious Strains, 
ft as the Paſſions of my melting Soul, 
d warm as new Deſire. Hig: Gen: Cong. 
What ſweer celeſtial Muſick charms our Ears; 
Wow, ſoft. as Breezes of the un Spring, 
emble the vocal Airs and warbling String 
Wow thro? the Dome the bolder Notes rebound: 
cd with the lofty. Trumpets ſprightly Sound: 
ee various Organ pleas'd with both complies, | 
als as they fink, and riſes as they riſe: Trapp? 
WE Sweer Voices, mix d with inſtrumental Sounds, 
ſcend the vaulted. Roof; the vaulted Roof rebounds, _ 
ME (Dryd. Bocc. Cym. & Iphig. 
All ſuddenly I heard th' approaching Sound 
f vocal Muſick on rh* enchanted Ground: 
n Hoſt of Saints it ſcem'd, ſo full the ire, 
if the Bleſs d above. did all une _—_— By 
join their Voices, and neglect the Eyre. Dryd. Chauc. 
Before the merry Troop the Minſtrels play d: OY 
eir Initruments were various in their Kind; 1:0 
me for the Bow, and ſome for breathing Wind: 
e P{altry, Pipe, and Hauthoy's 3 Band, ö 
ad the ſoft Lute trembling, beneath the touching Hand. 
ad now the Band of Flures began to pla, © 
Wo which.s Lady ſung a Vire-lay gx Sb 
We ill ac e gg, Clol ue wound repeat! 
Wc Burden, of the Song, The Hu ist ſo ſweet: © 
e Daiſy is ſo ſweet, when ſhe begun, 
e Troop of Kni and\Names-concinu*'d on: 
e Conſort and the Voice ſo charm'd my Ear, 
ad ſooth'd my Soul, that it was Heav'n to hear. Dryd. 
| Cuhauc. The Flower and the Leaf. 
e ſtrook his Harp, and ſtiait a num'rous Throng © 
ay People fled to hear his 97 
e wond'rous Numbers {often'd all beneath, 4 
ell, and the b e Shar + 4”, - 
bes round the Furies Heads did upward rear, 
N ſcem d to liſten t the pleating Air: 
Wile firy Styx in milder Streams did roul, 
nd Cerb'rus gap'd, but yet forbore to howl: 7 
fon s Wheel ſtood ſtill; all: Törtures ceas'd, | 
d Hell, amaz'd, knew an unuſual al 5 Virg 
7% E _ © (Spoken of Orpheus. 
—— While he ſung this fad Prem of Love, Pl 
e tam'd fierce Tigers, and made Oaks to move: 
Dd 2 With 
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596 MU 
With ſuch ſoft Tunes, and ſuch a doleful Song, 
Sweet Nightingales bewail their raviſh'd Young; 
Which ſome hard-hearted Swain has borne away, 
While callow Birds, or killFd the eaſy Prey: © 
Reſtleſs they fit, renew their mournful Strains, (Vl 
And with ſad Paſſion fill the neighb'ring Plains. Cal 
Nothing is deaf: Woods liſten while they fing, - 
And echoing Groves reſound,and Mountains ring. Staff 


Playing on the Harp. 
——_—_ And ft be ung 0161 OP" 
The murm'ring Strings, and order'd.eyTy Sound: | 
Then earneſt to his Inſtrument he bends, © - 
And both his Hands upon the Strings extends: 
The Strings obey his Touch, and various move, 
The lower anſw'ring Mill to thoſe above. 
His reftleſs Fingers traverſe to and fro, 
And in Purſuit H Harmony they 00. ; . 
Now, lightly skimming o'er the Strings hey paſs, * 
Like Winds, that gently bruſh the plying Irals; 
And melting Airs ariſe at their Command. 
And now, laborious, with a 7 Hand, 
He finks into the Chords with ſolemn Pace, 
And gives the ſwelling Tones a manly Grace: 
Then, intricate he blends agreeing Sounds, * 
While Muſick thro” the tremł ling arp abounds. Phil. 
This Harp, of old, to Heſiod did belong 
To this, the Muſes Gift, join thy harmonious Song: 
Charm'd by theſe Strings, Trees, ſtarting from the Cee 
Have follow'd with Delight the pow rfuf Sound: Roſt. Yighiſh +7: 


Playing on the Lutte. 

What Charms you have, from what high Race hat 
Have been the pleaſing Subjects of my * (fru An 
But when you pleaſe to ſhew the lab'ring Muſe, 
What omen Theme your Mulick can produce; 
My babbling Praiſes I repeat no more; _ 
But hear, rejoice, ſtand filent, and adore. | 
The Perſians thus, firſt gazing e 
Admir'd how high *twas plac'd, how bright it ſhone; Th 
But, as his Pow'r was known, their Thoughts were ra ! 
And ſoon they N what at firſt they prais d. 
Eliza's Glory lives in Spencer's Song; | 
And Cowley's Verſe keeps fair Orinda young : 
That, as in Faith, in Beauty you excel, 


The Muſe might dictate, and the Poet tell: 
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ur Art no other Art can ſpeak; and you, 

\ ſhew how well you play, mult play a-new : 

ur Muſick's Pow 'r your Muſick mult diſcloſe ; 

what Light is, tis only Light that ſhews. 

ange Force of Harmony, that thus controuls 

ir Thoughts; and turns and ſanctifies our Souls! 

hen to your native Heav'n you ſhall repair, 

d with your Preſence crown the Bleſſings there; 

Pur Lute may wind its Strings but little high'r, 

p tune their Notes to that immortal Choire: 
Pur Art is perfect here: Your Numbers do, | 


4 


Wore than our Books, make the rude Atheiſt know, | 
hat there's a Heav'n, by what he hears below. Prior, to 4 
(the Counteſs of Exeter. — 


Playing on the Pipe. ; 
He draws in Breath, his riſing Breaſt to fill: | a 
om Note to Note in Haſte his Fingers ff; 1 


ill more and more his Numbers mu tiply 3 
Ind now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, ; 
d ſwift and flow they change with ſweet Surprize. Phil. 75 
— — The lovely Swain Hefty fs | 1 
harm 'd with his tuneful Pipe the wond' ring Plain; | 
————— He play'd ſuch ſpri zhrly Airs, 4 
wood our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 8 

or which the liſt' ning Streams forgot to run, 

nd Trees lean'd their attentive Branches down ; 

hile the glad Hills, loth the ſweet Sounds to loſe, 

Tengthen'd in Echos ev'ry heav'nly Cloſe, Old. Moſch. 

Thy Notes remain yet freſh in ev'ry Ear, f 
Ind give us all Delight, and all Deſpair: | 4 
an only &er can equal thee in Song; ; | ; 
hat Task does only to great Pan belong. Oldh. Moſe. = 
And while my play'd the liff*ning Heiters ſtood, 

preedy to hear, forgetful of their Food : 

ey charm'd the Rage of hungry Wolves; and led i þ 
de wand'ring. Rivers from their wonted Bed, Chetw. Virg. bf 


To Celiq's Spinet. 


Thou ſoft Machine, that do'ſt her Hand obey, 
ell her my Griefs in thy harmonious Lay. 
To ſhun my Moan to thee ſhe'll fly; 
To her Touch be ſure reply, 
And, if ſhe removes it, die. 
Know thy Bliſs; with Rapture ſhake ; 
Tremble o'er all thy num*rous Make. q 
D d z | Speak 5 
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Spe ak i in ek 7 my Tears; 477%, e- 55 f 
Speak my. Joys, Hopes, my Fears {577 1! og, 
Thus order? w en from me ſhe'd. JE 

By her own Hendplike me, to die. aun n- 


Mel of” the Spheret. 


How Pi che Moonlight Neeps upon Spb. 
Here will we-ſit, and let the Sounds of 1225 
Creep in our Ears: Soft Stillneſs o the Night. 8 7:4 _ 
Become the Touches of {weet Harmon ds 5 vag 
Sit, Jeſſica : Look how the Floor of Heav'n: .... 45 
Is thick inlay d with Patterns of bri Gold“ 
There's not the ſmalleſt Orb, which thou behold'ſt, 
But in its Motion, like an Angel, ſings, g 
Still choiring to the young- ey d Cherubims : 

Such Harmony is in immortal Souls! 
But, while this muddy Veſture of Decay 8 
Thus grotly cloſes us, we can not hear in Shake. 


MYSTERIO.' 


Then old Myſterio ſhook his filver Hairs; 
Loaded with Learning, Prophecy, and Years: 45 
Whom factious Zeal to fierce unchriſtian —_ 

Has hurry'd in the laſt Extreams of Life: 110 
Strange Dotage, thus to ſacrifice his Eaſe, | 
When Nature whiſpers Men to crown their b. 
With ſweet Retirement and religious Peace 
Foreknowledge ſtruggled in his caving Breaft, 

Ere he in theſe dark erms his Fears erf d. 


N. 
NAD 4 B. | 
The canting Nadab let Oblivion damm, | and Ack 


NAME, 1 
So bold as yet no Verſe of mine has been, K 


To wear that Gem on any Line, 
Nor, till the Happy Nuptial Muſe be ſeen, 
5 * ny Koen _— it _ 
elit, mighty Name, till then: For thou muſt be 
Laid down by her, ere rakew' up by me. 5s 


8 
* * 


Then all the Fields and Woods ſhall with it ring; 
Then Echo's Burden it ſhall be, 
Then all the Birds in ſey*ral Notes ſhall ſing, 
And all the Rivers murmur thee ü 775 
Then ey*ry Wind the Sound ſhall upward bear, 
And ſoftly whiſper'ttoſome Angel's Ear. 
Then ſhall thy Name thro' all my Verſe be ſpread, 
Thick as the Flow'rs in Meadows lie, * 
And, when in future Times they ſhall be read. 
4s ſure, I think, they will not die, 1 
If any Critick doubt that 2 D | 
Men by that Stamp ſhall quickly know the Coin. CowL 
When the loy'd Name of Thefens reach'd her Ear, 
it that dear Name ſhe rear'd her drooping Head, 
er feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heav'n, i 
o bleſs the bounteous Gods: at that dear Name, 
Rae raging Tempeſt of her Grief was calm'd; (& Hip. 
er Sighs were hn{h'd, and Tears forgot to flow. Smit. Pb. 
— — is very Name (]. Shore. 
Rexcws the Springs of Life, and chears my Soul, Rowe, 


NAPLES: 


Parthenope, for idle Hours 3 | 3 
To Luxury and Eaſe unbends the nd. Add. Hor. 
Here wanton Naples crowns the happy Shore, 
Not vainly rich, nor deſpicably poor; — 
e Town in ſoft Solemnities delights, 
nd gentle Poets to her Arms invites: 
The People, free from Cares, ſerene and gay, 
Faſs all their mild untroubled Hours away: 
Farthenope the riſing City nam'd; 
A Siren, for her Songs and Beauty fam'd ; - e 
hat oft had drown'd among the neighb ring Seas, (Sil. It. 
The lining Wretch, and made uction pleaſe: Add. 
The mild ogy,» delighrfa] Shore, rig 113000 
Where, huſh'd in Calms; the bord*ring Ocean laves 
Her ſilent Coaft, and rouls in languid Waves: | 
Refreſhing Winds the Summer's Heat aſſtage, | 
And kindly Warmth difarms the Winters Rage: td 
Nemov'd from Noiſe, and the tumultuous War, 7 
Stat. ” 


- 


1 „ 
4 . 3 
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Soft Sleep and downy Eaſe inhabit there, 
And Dreams, unbroken with intruding Care. Add. 
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NARC ISS US. 

Narciſſus on the graſſy Verdure lies; 
And, whilſt within the cryſtal Fount he tries 
To quench his Heat, he feels new Heats ariſe. 
For, as his own bright Image he ſurvey'd, 
He fell in Love with the fantaſtick Shade; 
And o'er the fair Reſemblance hung unmov'd, 
Nor knew, fond Youth, it was himſelf he loy'd : 
He loves the purple Youthfulneſs of Face, 
That gently bluſhes in the wat'ry Glaſs : 
By his own Flames conſum'd the Lover lies, 
And gives himſelf the Wound by which he dies: 
To the cold Water oft he joins his Lips, 
Oft, catching at the beauteous Shade, he dips 
His Arms; as often from himſelf he lips: 
Nor knows he, who it is his Arms purſue 
With eager Claſps, but loves he knows not who. 
Thy own warm Bluſh within the Water glows, 


With thee the colonr'd Shadow comes and goes: 


It's empty Being on thy ſelf relies, 
Step thou aſide, and the fair Charmet dies. Add. Ovid. 


NATURE 


Nature to all Things fix'd the Limits fir; 
And wiſely curb'd proud Man's pretending Wit. Pope. 
| Unerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, 
One clear, unchang'd, and univerſal Light, 
Life, Force, and Beauty, muſt to all impart ; 
At once the Source, and End, and Teſt, of Art. 
That Art is beſt which-moſt reſembles her ; 


Which ſtill preſides, yet never does appear: 


In ſome fair Body thus the ſprightly Soul, 

With Spirits feeds, with Vigour fills. the Whole ; 

Each Motion guides, and ev'ry Nerve ſuſtains; 

It ſelf unſeen, but in th! Effects, remains. Pope. 
Thoſe Rules, of old diſcover'd, not devis' d, 

Are Nature ſtill ; but Nature methodiz'd: 

Nature, like Monarchy, is but reſtrain'd | 

By the ſame Laws, which firſt her ſelf ordain'd. Pope. 
In driving Nature out our Force is vain ; 

Still the recoiling Goddeſs comes again ; 

And creeps in ſilent Triumph to deride 

The weak Attempts of Luxury and Pride. Staff, Hor. 
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Things chiefly here in the ſame Order go; 
"A: — in hos known frequented, Channels flow : 
Fommon Effects from common Cauſes ſpring ; 
nd Nature runs her cuſtomary Ring: e eee 
he ſtrong ſubdue the weak by uſual Fate; 
he wiſe and ſubtle triumph in Debate: 
xperienc'd Troops th undiſciplin'd defeat, 


1 


nd in the Race the Prize the ſwifteſt get. Blac. Eliza. 0 


NE. PT NAK 
Then Neptune, the dread Ruler of the Floods, 
Peſcended from the Mount: beneath the God 
he Mountain ſhook, and the proud Foreſt bow'd, 
token of Submiſſion, all his Groves. 
le to his 8 Chariot join'd his Steeds, 
larneſs'd in Gold; their flowing Manes around _ 
one like the golden Beams, which Pheebus' Lamp 
Wicds thro' the Skies conſpicuous. 
igh in his Car the Deity appear d, 
Triumphant o'er the Waves: the Monſter Whales | 
Dn ev'ry Side roul'd their enormous Bodies, | 4 
nd, playing all around, confeſs'd the God. | 
is foaming Steeds flew o'er the liquid Plain, 
nd skim'd along the Surface of the Dee? 
Vith ſuch a ſwift Career, that ev'n the Waves, 
As tho untouch'd, ſmooth and unruffled lay. Broom. Hom. 
Then Neptune vaniſhd ſwiftly from their Sight. 1 
s the ſwift Hawk, that from a rocky Height 44 
es from afar his Prey, expands his Plumes, : i 
Parts from on high, and skims along the Air: Broom. Hom. 
Earth-ſhaking 9 next eſſay d,. | 
In Bounty to the World. | f 
To emulate the bhue-ey*'d Maid; EM; 0 +} 
And his huge Trident hurld | 
Againſt the ſounding Beach the Stroke |} 
Transfix'd the Globe, and open broke ' go J. 
The central Earth; whence, ſwift as Light, 3 
Forth ruſh'd the firſt- born Horſe : ſtupendous Sight: 


| 


Neptune for human Good the Beaſt ordains, (Cong. 
"hom ſoon he tam'd to Uſe; and taught to hear the Reins... 
N1GHT. 


Now was the Time when weary Mortals ſteep - 
Their careful Temples in the _ of Sleep: 
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wo the pale 


_Dreadfully ſuppliant, for their Me at t 8 
To Heav'n, a 8 255 


The Moon, ſerene in „ mounts the WU 
*Tis now the Hour — Tl 8 Reſt allow we! 
And Sleep firs _—_ * Brow. Dryd. Ind. Emp, - 
When Darkneſs — upon — World. Dr. i W 


All Nature huſh'd, as when'diffoly'd' and 2 
In ſilent Chaos, ere the World was made. | Farg. 


6a | 


fy ps auc ell cher in rhem den, 
* Death. like > Quite, atid deep ne fell. Wan. v. 4 
- Th' unlucky Time of of Fight } 
When nought butloathforne Vertain are = \ 
Or Witches, 7 ath' ring yl nous Herbs for 2 
1 ot rhe cold wan oj or 
Now gloomy it iavolvesthe He ſphere, 
And ſpreads dark Horrours d er the dewy Air. 
Now the wild Tenants of the Deſart Woods 
Begin to move, and quit their warm Abodes 
For Prey the yawning Bears forſake their bei a 
And prowling Wolves 2 th r ' 
With Hunger 1 d the e . \ 
Expand their Jaws, and range oreſt 


Po 


Now ſleeping Floc 2 bein f. Th. =, f 


The Nights black Curtain o'er the * 
And all Mankind lay Emblems of the Dea " hat 
Wied berge Wing oe hug der d. AY | 

i y Wings ſat ing oe Night 
The rouling G flow m Eaft 
With Harmony thet. that 1ull'd the World to Reſt : 

The Moon withdrawn, the oozy Floods lay dead, 
The very Influence of the Moon was fled : 

Some twinkling Stays thro” flitting Clouds di pep, 
And ſeem'd to wink, as if they wanted | 


Night, when the 22. Swain and r EA 
Their daily Toi), and ſooth their 1 ich Eaſe; 
When all the weary Sons of Woe reſtrain C 
Their yielding Cares with Slumber's filken Chain, j 
Solace fad Grief, and lull reluctant 97055 * | 
Tis now thevery witching timeo Might | 
When Church- yards yawn, and Bell it felf breathes out 
Contagion to the World. Shak. Haml. 
Twas when the ſolemn Dead of Night came on; | 


When bright Caliſto, with her ſhining Sun, oe eel 
Now half their Circle round the Pole ad run, Row,Luc 


*Twas Night, the time when ev'n Deſtrudtion wears, 


A pleaſing Look, and. *** beguile our Cares. Ston. O 
— * 


r 


And lo! the Nightdeſcei 7 
Vith her black Wings to geen che World 45; 
'Twas now the time, when Phoebus _ to [ts | 
nd riſing Cynthia ſheds her filver Light; ES 
ide &er the On in folemid Pomp the drew | //+ 
erairy Chariot, hung — y Dew: 1”, 
| Birds and Beaſts lie huſſi * deals away 
Urne wild Deſires af Men, and Toils * 
And brings, deſcending thro' the le Air, ; 
\ ſweer Forgetfulneſs of human Care: 5 wi 
et no red Clouds, with golden Borders gay. Bb 
promiſe the Skies the Return of Day : 
No faint Reflections of the diſtant Light 
Ftreak with long Gleams the ſcatt'ring Shades of Night bi 
From the damp. Earth impervious Vapours riſe, _  - 
Wncreaſe the Darkneſs, and involve the Skies. Pope, sas. 
— be ſilent Gueen of Night: . 
oddeſs of Shades, beneath whoſe gloomy: Reer | ; 
WY on' ſpangled Arch glows with the ſtarry Traun 
[Who doſt the Cares of Heav'ri and —— ae 111%) 


"> =. 


if in Nature,quicken'd by th inſpirin — Ray] F | 
of WE Wakes to new Vi _ with the — oy. Pope: Stat. 5 
Now awful Nigt her ſolemn Round, + | 
With all the Maj jetty Darkneſs crown'd ; 20 | 125 þ 
Now buſy Nature lies diffus d in Sleep, | ph 


Huſh'd is the Land; and lull'd the — Deep: a 5 
No Air of Breath diſturbs the drowzy Woods; We f 
No Whiſpers murmur from the ſilent Floods: 1 
The ſilver Moon ſheds down a tremblin g Light, 'F 
And glads the melancholy Face of Night : | 
The Stars in order twinkle in the Skies, 
And fall in Silence, and in Silence riſe Broome: | 
The gawdy, * we and remorſcful Dax 


ls erept into the Boſom of the Sca-· | 5 1 
od now nne arouſe the Jades, b ofF. i: 
| That A tragick melancholy Night; WJ 
| And, with their drowzy; _ mn agging ng Witi 


Cleap dead Men's Graves, and — fy fs | 
Breathe ey _ — i in the Air. 8 75 pa: | 
—— he: Night Hotmn. 
With ith her dark . Vel o'er{preads rhe gloomy Skies, Broome: 
Now humid Night 
Spangled the Heav'ns all oer with twinkling Light. Lan 
— — At the Noon of Night, 
The Moon was up, and ſnot pint ie Dr. Cue. 
| of Bath's TR 
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The Sun was ſet; and Veſper, to ſupply 5 
His abſent Beams, had lighted up the Sky. Dad. Chau) 
„ ie The Flower and the Leif. 
*T'was depth of Night: 88 had driy n 
His lazy Wain half round the Northern Heav'n. Dr. Oyid, 
"Twas Night, when ev'ry Creature, void of Cares, 
The common Gift of balmy Slumber ſhares. - Dryd. Virg, 
The Night obſcures the Skies 
With humid Shades; and twinkling Stars ariſe. Dr. Ving. 
Now was the World forſaken err Sun, | 
And Phcebe half her nightly Race bad run. Dryd. Virg, 
— The hard-travell'd Sun - 1 
Now wantons in the Boſom of the Sea, 51145 
Whilſt am'rous Clouds ſteal nearer to the Earth, 
And melt themſelves away upon the Flow'rs i : 
The Beaſts in Companies to Coverts run, 8 rer 
And all the feather'd Kind, upon the Wing. (Diſap, 
Pair to the Groves, and dream the Night 8 South. 
Twas then, whea all things look, as if old Night 
d Nature cruſh'd, and ſeiz'd her antient — "g $3 
Winds, and wild Beaſts, lie in their Dens atireſt, - 
Nor theſe the Woods, nor thoſe the Seas, moleſt: 
The ſleeping Vultures drop their Prey: the DoFvyve 
Ceaſes her Cooing, and forgets to lovee | 
The jocund Fairies dance their ſilent Round. 
And with dark Circles mark the trampled Ground: 
Tartarean Forms skim oer the Mountain's Heads 
Or lightly ſweep along the dewy Meads: . 12 
Ghoſts leave their Tombs hid Murders to reveal, (P. Arth. 
Or Treaſures, which themſelves did once conceal. Blac. 
And now the Night, with her ſtill, dusky Train, 
Advanc'd, Gerlhadwin all th' aerial Plain. Blac. P. Arth. 
This Dead of Night, this ſilent Hour of Darkneſs, - - 
Nature for Reſt ordain'd, and ſoft Repoſe. Rowe. Fair Peu. 
The drowzy Night grows on the World, andnow 
The l Craftſman'and-o*er-labour'd Hind 
Forget the Travail of the Day in'Sleep: - + 2 
Care only wakes and moping Penfiveneſs: _ 
With meagre diſcontented Looks they ſit. . Shore. 
And watch the waſting of the Midnight Taper. Rowe. 


* 


Twas late: the whole Creation ſilent lay, 


And Slumbers drown*d the Labours of the . 


* 


And own the Empire of the fleepy Gd. 

Ev'n Envy ſlumber' d. | ©, 
Revolving Cynthia with her doubtful Light, 

Had now o'er-paſs'd the Noon of wearing Night. Bl. by * 


No Noiſe was heard: all Nature ſeem'd to 


And ſee! the Stars begin to ſteal away; | 
nd ſhine more faintly at approaching Day. Pope. Stat, 
The Day is fled, and diſmal Night deſcends, | 

aſting her ſable Arms around the World, 

Dad folding all within her deadly Graſp ; | | 

Whoſts are abroad; the Monuments are empty d; 

nd Heros, that have ſlept till now, have left (Pyrrh. 
heir quiet Tombs, and once more walk the Earth. Hopk. 
Now human Kind in Sleep their Cares forſake ; 

vn Guilt it ſelf ſome little Reſt does take; 

nd none but the revengeful are awake. D'Aven. Circe, 
The Night her ſable Banners did diſplay : : 
nd, from the Air to chaſe her Light away, (K. Arth. 
drew out her muſt'ring Shades in black Array. Blacm. 
Now Night in fable Clouds has Nature dreſs'd, 

Ind weary Lab'rers ſeek refreſhing Reft. - Blac. Job. 


NTGHTIN GAL. 


On Philomel I fix'd my whole Deſire, | 

nd liſten'd for the Queen of all the Quire;. 

Pain would I hear her heav'nly Voice to ſing; (& the Leaf. 

Ind wanted yet an Omen to the Spring. Dr. Ch. The Flow. 
Doleful and ſweet as waking Nightingales 

WV hen they repeat in Groves their tragick Tales. Lee. Glor. 

So Philomel her ſad Embroid'ry ſtrung, 

nd vocal Silks tun'd with her Needle's Tongue: 

The Pictures dumb, in Colours loud, reveal 

The Tragedies at Court ſo long conceaPd: . | 

Pot, when reſtor'd to Voice, inclos'd with Wings, (Denh. 
What once the Painter ſung, to Woods and Groves ſhe ſings. 

So when the Spring.renews the flow'ry Field, 

nd warns the pregnant Nightingale to build ; 

he ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood; * 

Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood: 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know; 

V Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow; 

ond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er, | 1 

its there; and wanders thro* the Grove no more: 

Narbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, 15 
nd loves it with a Mother's dear Delight. Rowe. J. Shore. 

— Te melancholy Philomel, 19 

Thus perch'd all Night alone in ſhady Groves, e 

Tunes her ſoft Voice to ſad Complaints of Love, s ; 
aking her Life one great harmonious Woe. Sou. Loy. Bro. 

99 the ſad Nightingale, when childleſs made 

dy ſome rough Swain who ſteals her Young away, 
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Is couch'd in the dead Letters of their Name? Stepn. Ju, 


By copying them your high Extract laim. 
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N O 
Bewails her Loſs under a Poplar hade, 

Weeps all che Night, in Murmurs waſtes the Day. 

Her Sorrows ſtill a mournful Pleaſure yield, 

And melancholy Mufick fills the Field. Norm. Virg. 
So when the Nightingale ro Reſt removes, 

The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken Groves; 

But, charm'd to Silence, liſtens while ſhe ſings, 

And all th'aerial Audience clap their Wings. Pope. 


NOBILITY of Blood: 


That I was born ſo great, I owe to Fortune, 
And cannot pay that Debt, till Virtue ſet me | 
High in Eta, as Ind im Titles: i 4 
Till what the World calls Fortune's Gifts, my Actions 
May ſtyle their own Rewards, and thoſe too little: 
Princes are then themſelves, when they ariſe, (Soply, 
More glorious in Men's Thonghts, than in their Eyes, Den 
And who will call thoſe noble, who deface, 
By meaner Acts, the Glories of their Race; 7 
Whoſe only Title to our Father's Fame, | 


Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n defign'd, 
That's always ſtamp'd upon a noble Mind: © | 
If you from ſuch illuſtrious Fathers came, 


In vain you urge the Merit of your Race, — oa * 


And boaſt that Blood, which you your ſelves debaſe. Oldh rn 


Let Fools their high Extraction boaſt, 10 An 
And Greatneſs, which no Travail, bur their Mother's, col; WW T 
Leer them extol a ſwelling Name, | By 
Which theirs by Will and Teſtament became; 
At beſt but meer Inheritance; | N. 

As oft the Spoils, as Gift, of Chance. | 5 
Let ſome ill-plac'd Repute on Scutcheons wear, Th 
As fading as the Colours which thoſe bear, T7 
And prize a painted Field, oo | Fa 
Which Wealch as ſoon as Fame can yield; | Wi 
Thou ſcorn'd't at ſuch low Rates to purchaſe Worth, - "> 
or cogent thou owe it only to thy Birth: In 

born Greatneſs was above the PW r 

Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflow*r : . 


Thy Soul, which, like the Sun, 'Heav'n molded bright, fs 
_ Diſdaird'to ſhine wich borrow'd Light: 

Thus from himſelf th eternal Being grew, _ 

And from no other Cauſe his Grandeur drew. Oldh. Or 


| „ 
Thy early Glories in che Chare of Fame bi 
S fe — Luſtre, and dur Houſe confirm. * 5 
i Nature's moſt inviolable Law, + | 
Jo make each Species propagate its Kind:. 
he gen'rous O pring rep the gen rous Stock 


Perive the Virtues, confeſs the Sire. Hig. Gen. Cong, 

—— Man, ming berter Seed 1 15 
Vith worſe, begets a baſe degen'rate Breed: 
he bad corrupts the Good, and leaves behind 
o Trace of all the great Begetter's Mind. 35 1 
W he Father ſinks within the Son, we ſee, þ 
ad often riſes in the third Degree: re ä , 
We detter Luck a better Mother Ave 1 
Wharce gave us Being, and by Chance we live. 3 
Poch as our Aromes Were, ev'n ſuch arewe, 7 
Pr call it Chance, or ſtrong Neceſſity; 7 

bus, loaded with dead een, the Will is free. 
and thus it needs muſt be: For Seed, conjoin'd, 
Lets into Nature's Work th'imperfect Kind: 
But Fire, the Enlivner of the gen'ral Frame, 
Is one, its Operation ſtill the ſame; 
Its Principle is in it ſelf ; while ours 
Works, as Confed'rates war, with mingled Pow'rs : 
Ot Man, or Woman, whichſvever fails; | 1 E 
And oft the Vigour of the Worſe prevails. 1592 115 
Ether, with Sulphur blended, alters Hue, 5 
And caſts a dusky Gleam of Sodom Blue. * 5 
Fbus in a Brute their ancient Honour ends, | 4 
And the fair Mermaid in a Fiſh deſcends : | . 
The Line is gone; no longer Duke or Earl; 
But, by himſelf degrade , turns a Churl. f 

And true Nobility proceeds from God; EN : 
Not left us by Inheritance, but given | | 41 
By Bounty of our Stars, and Grace of Heavn. | 15 
Thus from a Captive Servius Tullus roſe, 
Whom for his Virtues the firſt Romans choſe; 
Fabricius from their Walls repell'd the Foe, J. 
Whoſe noble Hands had exercis'd the Plough. 4 
And noble then am I, When I begin, 3 =_ 
In Virtue cloartd; to caft the Rags of Sin, Dryd. Chanc; 

SY the Wife of Bath's Tale. 

The Deeds of long deſcended Anceſtors = | 
Are but by Grace of Impuration ours; | 
Theirs in Effect. — ie be Ovid. 


From a baſe Stock can noble Branches grow ?, _ 
Or criftal Streams from we ountains flow ? Blac. Job. 

Were Honour to be fcatin'd by long Deſcent © | 
rom Anceſtors illuſtrious, I could vaunt A Li- 
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A Lineage of the greateſt, and recount 
Among my Fathers, Names of antient Stor): 
Heroes and Godlike Patriots, who ſubdu'd bes 
The World by Arms and Virtue—— 

— But that be their own Praiſe : - 

Nor will I borrow, Merit from the Dead. 

My {elf an Undeſer ver. Rowe. Tamerl. 


MSIE... 


Noiſe is the Enemy of uſeful Thought. D*Aven. 
The Noiſe increaſes, as the Billows roar, 


When, rouling from afar, they threat the Shore. Dr. Aurel. 


- 1 heard a diſtant humming Noiſe; (Fryu. 
Like Bees diſturb'd, and arming in their Hives. Dryd. Spa 
And hark, methinks the Roar, that late purſu'd-me, . 
Sinks, like the Murmurs of a falling Wind. 

And ſoftens into Silence, Rowe. J. Shore. 
Now ev'ry Echo 


Goes fainter off, and dies in diſtant Sounds, Dr. Span. Fryu. 


Diſtruſtful Senſe with modeſt Caution ſpeaks; . 


2 


It ſtill looks home; and ſhort Excurſions makes 
But rattling Nonſence in full Vollies brekss 
And, never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, 

Burſts out, reſiftlefs, with a thund'ring Tide. Pope. 


NO O N. 


And now the ſcorching Sun was mounted high, 

In all its Luſtre to the Noon-day Sky. Add. Ovid. 
The Sun is high advanc'd, and downward ſheds. 

His burning Beams directly on our Heads. Add. Ovid. 

Scarce the Sun e 

Has finiſh'd half his Journey, fcarce begins 

His other Half in the great Zone of Heav'n. Milt. P. Loſt. 
The firy Sun had finiſh'd half his Race; 

Look'd back, and doubted in the middle Space. Dr. Virg. 
The Sun had reach'd his full Meridian Height. Laud. Virg, 
Now the green Lizard in the Grove is laid; 

The Sheep enjoy the Coolneſs of the Shade. Dryd. Virg. 

| OC. | 
Mean time, declining from the Noon of Day, 
The Sun obliquely ſhoots his burning Ray: 


The 


Dryd. Span. 


NU. 


e hungry Judges ſoon the Sentence ſign, 

ad Wretches hang, that Jury-Men. may dine: 
e Merchant from the Change returns in Peace, 
d the long Labours of the Toilet ceaſe, Pope. 


N ORF. 

ge the bleak Mountains of the ſnowy North, 

nere Winds are form'd, and Tempeſts have their Birth: 
hither, to try their Strength, young Storms reſort, 

Woot Foreſts up, and break the Rocks in Sport; 

here hoary Winter, in his frozen Cells, 

id Hills of Ice, ſtill unmoleſted dwells; 

om his white Peaks and criſtal Tow'rs defies : 

e diſtant Sun, that Southern Kingdoms fries. Blac, Eliza. 


NOV ELI 
All Objects loſe by too familiar View, ( Gran. p. 2. 


hen the great Charm is paſt of being new. Dr. Cong. of 
Ill News is wing'd with Fate, and flies apace, Dryd. 


N UMA. 


O happy Monarch, ſent by Heav'n to bleſs 

ſavage Nation with ſoft Arts of Peace; 

o teach Re Rapine to reſtrain ; 

lire Laws to Luſt ; and Sacrifice ordain : 

Wimſelf a Saint, a Goddeſs was his Bride; 

nd all the Muſes o'er his Acts preſide. Dryd. Ovid. 
But what's the Man, who from afar appears; 

is Head with Olive crown'd, his Hand a Cenfer bears? 
is hoary Beard, and holy Veſtments bring 

lis loſt Idea back; I know the Roman King: 

e ſhall to peaceful Rome new Laws ordain: 

alld from his mean Abode, a Scepter to ſuſtain, Dr. Virg. 


NUMBERLES S. 
Ask what Sums of Gold ſuffice 
The ** Miſers boundleſs Wiſh: 
Think what Drops the Ocean ſtore, 
With all the Sands that make its Shore: 
Think what Spangles deck the Skies, 
hen Heav'n looks with all its Eyes : 
Or think how many Atoms came | 


To compoſe this mighty Frame! Oldh. Catul. | 
— I ſooner 
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My Quondam Barber, but his Worſhip now. Dryd. ſur. 


The Billows, beating on Ionian Shores. Dryd. Virg. 
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— I.fooner-could relate, 


How many Drudges on ſalt Hippia wait; 4 
What Crowds of Patients the don Doc r Kills, 
Or how, laſt Fall, he rais'd rhe weekly Bills; 

What Provinces by Baſilus were ſpoiPd; _ 

What Herds of Heirs by Guardisbs ate beguil'd : 

How many Bouts a Day that Bitch has try'd.;. © 1 
How many Boys that Pedagogue can ride: » 
What Lands and Lordſhips for their Owner know . 


When all the Stars by rhee are told, 
The endleſs Sums of heav*hly Gold) 
r when the Hairs are reckon'd all, 
From hakly Autumn's Head that fall; 
Or when the Drops that make the Sea, 
Whilſt all her Sands thy Counters be, 
Thou then, and then alone, -may'ft prove 
Th' Arithmetician of my Love. Cowl. Anac. 
Innumerable as the Stars of Night; 
Or Stars of Morning, Dew. drops, which the Sun 
Impearls on ev'ry Leaf, and ev'ry Flow'r. Milt. Par. Loft. 
hich, who would learn, as ſoon * the Sands, 
Driv'n by the Weſtern Wind on Lybian Lands: 
Or number, when the bluſt' ring Eurus roars, 


' Poetical NUMBERS. 


But moſt by Numbers judge a Poet's Song; 
And ſmooth or rough, with ſuch, is right or wrong: 
In the bright Muſe tho? thouſand Charms conſpire, 
Her Voice is all theſe tuneful Fools admire ; 
Who haunt Parnaffus but to pleaſe the Ear, 0 


Not mend their Minds; as ſome to Church repair, 
Not for the Doctrine, but the Muſick, there. 
Theſe equal Syllables alone require; : 

Tho? oft the Ear the open Vowels tire; 

While Expletives their feeble Aid do join | 

And ten low. Words oft creep inone dull Line 3. 

While they ring round the fame 1 . 

With ſure Returns of ſtill- expected Rhymes: 

Where: e er you find, The cooling Weſtern Breeze, 

In the next Line, It * thro the Trees: 

If criſtal Streams with pleaſing Murmurs creep, 

The Reader's threaten'd, not in vain, with Sleep: 

Then, at the laſt and ar Bree, noe} fraught | 
With ſame unmeaning Thing they call a Thought, A Bo 4 


NU. 


needleſs Alexandrine ends the oo 
nd, like a woun 
eave ſuch to tune their on dull Rhymes; an 
hat's roundly ſmooth, or-languiſhingly flow ; - 
Ind praiſe the _ Vigour-of -a L 0 
here Denham's Stre e 

Fris not enough no Harſhneſs gives Oftence ; 
The Sound muſt ſeem an Echo te the Senſe 
Poft is the Scrain when Dephyr gently biowWs; 


Pot when loud Surges laſh the ſounding Shore, 


Ehe hoarſe, rough Verſe, ſhould like 


Fe Line too labours, and the Words move ſlow: 
ot ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the Plain, 


Near how Timotheus various Lays ſurprize, 
End bid alternate Paſſions fall andi riſe | 
hile, at each Change, the Sdn of Lybian Jove 


Now his fierce Eyes with ſparkling Fury glow ; 

Now Sighs ſteal out, and Tears begin to — 

Ferſians and Greeks like Turns of Nature found; 

And the World's Victor ſtood ſubdu d by Sound: 
he Pow'r of Muſick all our Hearts allow; 


Prepare! Prepare! The Rites begin: 
Let none unhallow'd enter in: 
The Temple with new ſhines ; 
Adorn the Altars, wafh the Shrines, 
And purge the Place from Sin. 
Can't thou, Marina, leave the World, 
The World, that is Devotion's Bane ;- 
Where Crowns are toſsd, and Sceptres 
Where Luft and proud Ambition feign? 
Can you your Robes forbear, 
To live with us m poor Attire? 
Can you from Courts to Cells repair, 
To ting at Midnight in our'Quire ? | 
Can you forget your golden Beds, 
_ Yhere you might fleep 1 oy the Morn, 
On Mats to lay your'royal Heads; 
And have your beayteous Trefles horn? 
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of A Lace: --;- - TY 
neth, and Waller's:Sweetneſs join: 


ind the ſmooth Stream in ſmoether Numbers flows: 


lies o'er th unbending Corn, and skims along the Ma 


Now burns with Glory, and then melts with Love: | 


Wnd, what Timothens was, is Dryden now. Pope. 


hurt'd, 


ded Snake, dr its low a alon g: 
know 


| Torrent, roar : 
hen Ajax ſtrives ſame Rock's vaſt Weight to throw, 
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Can you reſolve to faſt all Day, 
And weep, and groan to be for ? 
Can 5 in broken Slumbers pray, 

And by Affliction merit Heav'n ? 
Say, Votaries, can this be done, 
While we the Grace divine im lore ? 


The World has loſt, the Battel's won, | þ 
And Sin ſhall never charm you more. Th 
The Gate to Blifs does open ſtand, a Thi 
And all my Penance is in view: | Its 
The World, upon the other Hand, | Th 
Cries out. O do not bid Adieu: ve. 
But yet, in Midſt of theſe Extreams, Far 
Where Pomp and Pride their Glories tell; 80 
Where Youth and Beauty are the Themes, 044 [ 
And plead their moving Cauſe ſo well?! | W} 
If ought that's vain my Thoughts paſſeſs, Ch 
Or = Paſſion govern here, | e 
But what Divinity may bleſs, "No HON , 
O, may I never enter there! MET 
What, what can Pomp or Glory do? Me 
Or what can human Charms perſuade ? | Th 
The Mind, that has a Heav'n in View; | : 
How can it be by Earth betray d? | Af 
No Monarch, full of Youth and Fame, | Ex 
The [oy of Eyes, and Nature's Pride, 2s: Tt 
Should once my Thoughts from Heav'n reclaim, 
Tho? now he woo'd me for his Bride. Tt 
Haſte then, O haſte! and take us in: Tt 
For ever lock Religion's Door: Or 
Secure us from the Charms of Sin, | 
And let us ſee the World no more. Hi 
Lead her, Votaries, lead her in: 'M 
Her holy Birth does now begin : 275 Fi 
So rich the Victim, bright and fair, © Hi 


That ſhe on Earth appears a Star! Ar 
In humble Weeds, but clean Array, 7 
Your Hours ſhall ary; paſs away: 

And, when the Rights divine are paſt, 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall haſte; 
Where many a flow'ry Bed we have, 
That emblem ſtill to each a Grave: 

And, when within the Stream we look, 
With Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brook : 
But, oh! when in the liquid Glaſs, | 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs, 
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For Heav'n alone we are deſign d, 11 


And all Things bring our Heav'n to mind. Lee. Theod. 
0 Wbinpn 

5 O AK. 
As when an Oak, which has ſome Ages ſtood 
W The Pride and Glory of the ſhady Wood, 
The juſtling Winds, contending, ſtrive to rend; 
Its ſpreading Branches tow ring Tempeſts bend: 
The ſhaking Trunk o'erſpreads the Ground with Leaves; 
Yet to the flinty Rock it faſter cleaves: 5 
Far, as in Air the Top is mounted high, 
50 far the Roots to Earth's deep Centre lie. Laud. Virg. 

Like two tall Oaks, — — 

Whoſe uncut Tops pierce thro! the Clouds, and nod, 
Charg'd with the Weight of bounteous Nature's Load. 
h | | Laud. Virg. 
Thus on ſome Mountains Height a Foreſt- Oak 
That hides among the Clouds its tow'ring Head, 
Mocks the outrageous Fury of the Storm, 5 
The Strokes of Thunder, and the Floods of Rain. Br, Hom. 
Thus, on a bleaky Cliff, the regal Tree, 
Afaild by Winds, and Heav'ns Inclemency, 
Expands his Branches o'er the Clouds, above | 
Their Blaſts, unmov'd as his immortal Jove, Dryd. Jun. 
— — Like an Oak he ſtood, 
That ſtands ſecure, tho? all the Winds imploy 
Their ceaſeleſs Roar, and only ſheds it's Leaves, 
Or Maſt, which the revolving Spring reſtores. Phil. 
The aged Oak, thus rears his Head in Air, 
His Sap exhauſted, and his Branches bare: 
'Midſt Storms and Earthquakes he maintains his State, 
Fixt deep in Earth, and faſten'd by his Weight: 
His naked Boughs ſtill lend the Shepherds Aid. 
And his old Trunk projects an awful Shade. Tickell. 

As, in a ſpacious Wood, a ſtately Oak,  _. N 
That labours long beneath the Axes Stroke, 
With the laſt Blow, nods ere its dreadful Fall. 
| And, threat'ning ev'ry Side, is fear'd on all. Hopk. Ovid. 

So a ſtrong Oak, which many Years has ſtood _ 
With fair and flouriſhing Bouglis; it ſelf a Wood; 
Tho' it might long the Axes Vrlence bear, * 

And play'd with Winds, which other Trees did tear; 

Yet by the Thunder's Stroke from th* Roots tis rent: (Dav. 
do {ure the Blows, that from high Heav'n are ſent, Cowl. 
| | * e e 5 
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Thus the tall Oak, which now aſpires!” 
Above the Fear of private Fi Fires, © 
Grown, and deſign'd for nobler Uſe 
Not to make warm, but build the "BY | 
Tho? from our meaner Flames ſecure, 
Muſt that, which falls from Heav'n, endure. Wall, 
As when loud Winds a mw own Oak would rend 
Up by the Roots, this wa that they ben 
His reeling Trunk, and wi 70 a boiſt rous $4 1 7 460 
Scatter his Leaves, and ſtrew them on the Scud: 
He ſtill ftands fixt; as deep: his Root does lie 
Down to the Centre, as his Top is 5 5 Wall. vis, 
Ye learned Heads, whom Ivy Carlands grace, 
Why does that twining Plant the Oak 1 ? 
The Oak for Conrnunns molt of all unfit, 
And rough as are 155 inds that fight with it? coul bn 
So joys the ak, when we ivide 
The creeping "yy from his injur'a i Side, Wall. 
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— Quths are not bound to bear 
That literal Senſe, the Words infer. - 
But by the Practice of the Age, 
Are to be judg'd bow. far they en 
And,, where the Senſe by Cuitom's beck 
Are found void, and of none Effect. Hud. 
For no Man takes. or keeps «Vo... ; 
But juſt as he ſces:others 1 
Nor are they oblig'd to be 1 brit 10 0 
As not to yield, and bow a little. lud. . 
As the beſt temper'd Blades are found, 
Before they break, to bend gue round: 
So trueſt Oaths are ſtill moſt tough, 
And, tex they bow, are br caking proof. Hud. 
The Pow'rs above 
Give Dif} — for falſe Oaths in Love. Cherw. "i 
This idle Vow; Gall ore her Woman's r Bach, | 


III n a Prieſt ſhall preach her fi op 50 
lake it Sin 475 0 e a. 
Wach T have bao — Cong. M. 25 
But ſooner | Hoang God: an 


His Stygian Oath, 8 ad n I renounce my Vow. Leb e 
mighty Joye, dhe Gives of all Laws, 
And Therbns too, who from thy Orb above 
Art conſeions to what Mortals da or ſay: The 
. I Seas, © arch, and you impartial Nö 
3 


Jai 


i 
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elo, who jud NE puniſh. Per 
Bear an eternal ecord 89 7 my Bed Jung f. Her. b 
Yes, he has worn: Be Witneſs Heav'n and Earth; 
Be Witneſs Sun and Moon, and ev'ry Star, 
Be Witneſs all ye Gods, that he has ſworn. 
Ws there an Hour, either of Ni ht or Day, 
Free from ſome Oath of everlaiting Love. Lanſd. H. Love. 
All- ſeeing Sun, and thou Avuſonian Soil, 
For which I have ſuſfain'd ſo lofig a Toil ; 
hou King of Heav'n, and thou t © Queen of Air, 
7 itious now, and reconcil'd by Pra _l 
e living Fountains,” and ye running loods ; 
All Pow'rs of Ocean; all etherial I Gods... | 
Hear, and bear Record. Dry. Y 
By the ſame Heav'n, faid he, an Fan” and Main, 
And all the Pow'rs, that all the three contain ; 
dy Hell below, and by that upper God, 
Whoſe Thunder figns the Peace, who ſeals it with nes, 
Po let Latona's double Off: Fspring hear, 
and double fronted Janus, what I ſwear : 
couch the ſacred Altars, touch the Flames; | 
and all thoſe Pow'rs atteſt, and all their Names: 
o Force, no Fortune, ſhall my Vows unbind, 
Dr ſhake the ſtedfaſt Tenour of my Mind: 
ot tho the circling Seas ſhould: break their Bound, 
Derflow the Shores, of {ap the ſolid Ground ; 
ot tho” the Lamps of Heav'n their Spheres farſake, 
uud down and hiſſing in tlie nether Lake: 
vn as this royal Sceptre, (for he bore 
Sceptre in his Hand) ſhall neyer more. 
phoot our its Branches, or renew. the Birth: 
in Orphan now, cut from che Mother Earth 
By the keen Ax; diſhonour'd of its Hair, 
Ind cas'd in Brafs, for Latian Kings to bear. Dryd. Virg. 


Oath of Jupiter. 
— The Thund'rer ſaid; 
nd cok th Imperial Honours of his He's 
teſting Styx, th'inviolaple Flood, 
nd the black Regi ions of his Brother Gd: 
rembled the Pales« Sof Heav'n; ang Earth conkely d they Nod. 
| W Virg. 
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OBEDIENCE. 


dhe ſhews, by Haſte, Obedience, her Delight. D'Av. Gond. 
Obedience is the Key of Virtues —— Roch, Valent. 
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I'm taught by Honour's Precepts to obey; 
Fear to Obedience is a flaviſh Way. Dryd. Auren, 
See, I am all Obedience; | 
Did ever Daughter yet obey like me? 
Not ſhe, who in the Dungeon fed her Father 
With her own Milk, and by her Piety- —_ 
Sav'd him from Death, can match my rig'rous Virtue; 
For I have done much more: torn off my Breaſts, 
My Breaſts? my ak Pamagh and flung it from A. . 
Kl. N 


To feed the Tyrant Duty with my Blood. Lee. 


O BSGCENI TE. 

Immodeſt Words adniit of no Defence; 

For Want of Decency is Want of Senſe. 
What mod'rate Fop would rake the Park, or Stews, 
Who among Troops of faultleſs Nymphs may chuſe? Nat 

Bare Ribaldry's a poor Pretence to Wit: 

Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting Joy , 
Can ſhock the chaſteſt, or the niceſt cloy ; | 
But obſcene Words, too groſs to move Defire, 

Like Heaps of Fuel, do but choak the Fire, 

And pall that Appetite they mean to raiſe. Norm. 

A virtuous Author, in his charming Arr. 
To pleaſe the Senſe needs not corrupt the Heart: 
His Heat will never cauſe a guilty Fire: 

To follow Virtue then be your Deſire; 
In vain your Art and Vigour are expreſs'd: 
C 


Th? obſcene Expreſſion ſhews th'infefed Breaſt. Juc 
. Soame. Mil 

No Pardon vile Obfcenity ſhould finſ. he 
Tho? Wit and Art conſpire to move your Mind: 1 
But Dulneſs with Qbfcenity muſt prove | at 
As ſhameful ſure as Impotence in Love. Nt 
In the fat Age of Pleaſure, Wealth and Eaſe, } 


2 the rank Weed, and thriv'd with large Increaſe; 01 
hen Love was all an eaſy Monarch's Care ; 


Seldom at Council; never in a War: of 
ilts ruld the States; and Stateſmen Farces writ; er 
ay, Wits had Penſions; and young Lords had Wit: * 
The Fair fate panting at a Courtier's Play e 
And not a Mask went unimprov'd away : : he 
The modeſt Fan was lifted up no more; G 
And Virgins ſmil'd at what they bluſh'd before, Pope. 7, 
- | | he 


r 
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* 


2 f 


Old Age, chou gloomy Eve of endleſs Night! D'Aven. 
He 4. was, and 13 the Ebb of Blood, 
hen Man's Meridian tow'rds his Ey*ning turns. D'Aven. 
Behold an old decrepit Beldam's Face: | | 
ler Head is ſcatter'd o'er with filver Hairs ; 
nd ſcems to bend beneath a Load of Years: | 
er trembling Hand, emboſs'd with livid Veins, 
Dn truſty Staff her feeble Limbs ſuſtains, Gay. Ovid. 
— Grey Hairs begin to {pread, | 
Detorm his Beard, and diſadorn his Head. Cong. Hom. 
Of Age he felt the ſad Extream, (Cong. Hom. 
Ind ev'ry Nerve was ſhrunk, and ev'ry Limb was lame. 
Now wer Age and Time (Hom. 
er Bloom have wither'd, and conſum'd her Prime. Dryd. 
Let me embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
ho haſt ſo long walk'd Hand in Hand with Time. Dryd. 
(Troil. & Creſs. Spoken of Neſtor. 
Shake not his Hour-glaſs, when his haſty Sand 
s ebbing to the laſt: —— | 
little longer, yet a little longer, 
ind Nature drops him down, without your Sin, 
ike mellow Fruit, without a winter Storm. Dr. Span. Fry. 
| If thou well obſerve 
The Rule of Not too much, by Temp'rance taught 
n what thou ear'{t and drink'ſt, ſeeking from thence 
Due Nouriſhment, no n Delight, 
many Years over thy Head return, 
hen may ſt thou live, till like ripe Fruit thou drop 
ato thy Mothers Lap, or be with Eaſe 
ather'd, not harſhly pluck'd, for Death mature: 
his is Old Age: But then thou muſt outlive 
y Youth, thy Strength, thy Beauty, which will change 
10 wither'd, weak, and grey: Thy Senſes then, 
btuſe, all Taſte of Pleaſure muſt forego, 
Lo what thou haft; and, for the Air of Youth 
Hopeful and chearful, in ry Blood will reign 
\ melancholy Damp of cold and dry 
o weigh thy Spirit down, and laſt conſume 
he Balm of Life. Milt. Par. Loſt, 
He, like a Lamp, wou'd live to the laſt Wink, (Love. 
nd crawl upon the utmoſt Verge of Life. Dryd. All for 
To Age grim Death appears in all her Shapes; 
he hungry Grave for her due Tribute gapes. 
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This, if our Souls with Bodies Death deſtroy; 


Death's Force, with Terrour, againſt Nature ſtrives, 
Nor one, of many to ripe Age arrives: 


And when the laſt 1 85 of Age ſhall die, 


Fond, fooliſh Man! With fear of Death ſurpriz'd, 
Which either ſhould be wiſh'd for, or deſpis d:. 


That, if our Souls a ſecond Life enjoy. 


What elſe is to be fear d, when we ſhall gain ˖ 
Eternal Life, or have no Senſe of Pain? 8 
The youngeſt in the Morning are not ſure, = 
That till the Night their Life they can ſecure; Ur 


Their Age ſtands more expos'd ro Accidents 
Than ours, nor common Care their Fate prevents: 


Why only ſhould the Fear of Death belong 

To Age, which is as common to the Young ? 

Bur vig'rous Youth may his gay Thoughts ere& 

To many Years, which Age muſt not expect: 

We _— are than they, who but deſir'd 

To poſſeſs that which we long ſince acquir'd. 

What if our Age to Neſtor's could extend? 

"Tis vain to think that laſting, which muſt end; 
And when tis paſt, not any Part remains, 

But only the Reward, which Virtue gains. 

Days, Months, and Years, like running Waters, flow; 
Nor, what is paſt, nor what to come, we know. 
The Spring, like Youth, new Bloſſoms does produce, 
But Autumn makes them ripe, and fit for uſe - 

So Age a mature Mellownets does ſet 


On the green Promiſes of yourhful Heat. he 
Age, like ripe Apples, on Earth's Boſom drops, wy 
While Force our Youth, like Fruits untimely, crops; #2 
The ſparkling Flame of our warm Blood expires, 5 
As when huge Streams are pour'd on raging Fires: . 
But Age, unforc'd, falls by her own Conſegt, 12 
As Coals to Aſhes, when the Spirit's ſpent: * 
Therefore to Death I with ſuc Joy reſort, Gn 
As Seamen from a Tempeſt to their Port. 3 bo, 
Then Death ſeems welcome, and our Nature kind, 40 


When, leaving us a perfect Senſe and Mind, 
She, like a Workman in his Science skill'd, 
Pulls down with Eaſe, what her own Hand did build, | 


Satiety from all Things elſe does come; 
Then, Life muſt to it{elf grow weariſome : 


Life in it {elf will find Satiety. 
Good Acts, if long, ſeem redious ; fo is Age, 
Acting too long upon this Earth, her Stage. Denh, 


Mos 


4 


OL - } 
More Good expecting, I, in my own Weg :::5 * 
otracting Life, have liv'd a Day too long: L 
yeſterday cou'd be recall'd again, . E. 2 8 1 
n now 1 wou'd conclude my happy Reign: F 
t'tis too late: My glorious Race is run, Gg. & Guile. 1 
nd a dark Cloud ofertakes my ſetting Sun. Bryd. Boe, 4 
[veglutted Nature with Satiety, IT : 
7d all her various Appetites of Change; 1 
nd tw ou'd be an unmannerly Return, | 15 4 
my Good Cheer, and Welcome of the Feaſt, (of Cap. 4 
Then J have fate it out, to grudge to riſe. South. Fatt 1 
Move faſter, Life, thou tireſome Gueſt, away: 

iy in this ruin'd Cottage wilt thou ſtay? N Wo 
by am I forc'd to drag the heavy Chains h mn 
f Life, when nothing but the Dregs remains ? 7 
y feeble Limbs are with the Load oppreſs'd, 34 
nd Death, kind Death alone, can give them Reft. 
ith trembling Steps, and foggy Puffs of Breath, 4.4 
ly weary Limbs crawl to the Verge of Death: | 4 
he Thoughts of Pleaſure paſt torment _ Breaſt : 4 
or "tis a diſmal Thought to have been bleſt 4 
hh wretched State! In ling'ring Pain I lie, = : 
0bb'd of Life's Uſe, yet not allow*d to die, w_ 
ransform'd from what I was, how am I grown —_— 
frightful Spectre, to my ſelf unknown! - :. 
ly Face to livid Shades irs Air reſigus, 5 1 = 
nd deep plough'd Furrows hide the featur'd Lines. 2: 
he Nerves unbrac'd, and fleſhy Cloathing gone, - "nl 
ſhrirel'd Skin clings to the naked Bones | - 
y Ejes, when they behold the Form, afraid : 
oſee the dreadful Change which Age had made, | = 
rink back into their Sockets with the Fright, $245 1 
nd with a filmy Veil they ſhroud their Sight: 2 1 
it ling Rheums, the only liquid Store, 1 
lourn their dead Luſtre in a ſcalding Showir- 4 
o tune ful Accent forms my feeble Voice; 4 
5now become a hollow mumbling Noiſe. * 
o more erect, no more the Heav'ns I fee, | ol 
hat Attribute of Man is loſt to me: 88519 56K — 
'thdown-caft Looks I view my Place of Birth, 7 1:8 
| nd bow my bended Trunk to Mother Earth: * © © -- i 4 
ne mould'ring Clay ſeeks out its firft Abode, 1 
hile a Riff Plant ſupports the tott ring Load: c if 
pen thy Boſom, Earth, and, in the Womb by I's 
It Nature, let me find a ſecond Tomb. Si 
othy cold Breaſt my colder Limbs receives a8 
bey're now that very Clod, thou once did'ſt give. | = 
- |  T#Z 27 Si retchd BE 
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Stretch'd on the Rack, a tortur'd Wretch, I wait 
With joy, the laſt indulgent Blow of Fate. 
This Dotard of his broken Back complains, 
One his Legs fail, and one his Shoulder pains : 
Another is of both his Eyes bereft; _ 
nd envies who has one for aiming left. 
A fifth, with trembling Lips, expecting ſtands ; 
As in his Childhood fed by others Hands : | 
One, who at fight of Supper open'd wide 
His faws before, and whetted Grinders try'd; 
Now only yawns, and waits to be ſupply d; 
Like a young Swallow, when, with weary Wings, 
1 Food her faſting Mother brings. | 
Beſides th? eternal Drivel, that ſupplies 
The —_— Beard from Noſtrils, Mouth, and Eyes, 
His Wife and Children loath him, and, what's worſe, 
Himſelf does his offenſive Carrion curſe : 
His Taſte, not only pall'd to Wine and Meat, 
But to the Reliſh of a nobler Treat : 
The limber Nerve, in vain provok'd to riſe, 
Inglorious from the Field of Battel flies : 
Poor feeble Dotard, how could he advance 
With his blue Head-piece, and his broken Lance ? 
Theſe Senſes loſt, behold a new Defeat, 
The Soul, diſlodging from another Sear. 
What Muſick, or enchanting Voice, can chear 
A ſtupid, old, impenetrable Ear? 
The little Blood, that creeps within his Veins, 
Is but juſt warm'd in a hot Fever's Pains : 
In fine, he wears no Limbs about him ſound : 
With Sores, and Sickneſles beleaguer'd round. 
His Loſs of Members is a heavy Curſe ; 
But all his Faculties decay'd, a worſe : 
Well, yet ſuppoſe his Senſes are his own, 
He lives to be chief Mourner for his Son: 


Before his Face his Wife and Brother burns ; Suc 
He numbers all his Kindred in their Urns. l 
Thefe are the Fines he pays for living long, 10 
0 


And dragging tedious Life in his own Wrong: 

Grief always green, a Houſhold ſtill in Tears, 

Sad Pomps: A Threſhold throng'd with daily Biers; 5 

And Liveries of black for Length of Years. Dryd. u. And 
And thou, alas! Too ſoon and ſure muſt bend 

Beneath the Woes, which painful Age attend: 

Inexorable Age! Whoſe wretched State 

All Mortals dread, and all Immortals hate. Cong. Hoi 
Diſeaſes, Ills, and Troubles numberleſs 

Attend old Men, and with their Age increaſe: 


92 | 
inful Toil they ſpend their wretched Years, 
ill heapin Weich kane with that Wealth, new Cares; 
ond to poſſeſs, and fearful to enjoy; . 
low and ſuſpitious in their Manag'ry ; | 
all of Delays.and Hopes, Lovers of Eaſe, 
breedy of Life, moroſe, and hard to pleaſe; 42 
avious at Pleaſures of the Young and Gay; (Hor. 
here they themſelves now want a Stock to play. Oldh. 
Old Men are only walking Hoſpitals, | | 
Vhere all Defects and all Diſeaſes crowd, 
Vith reſtleſs Pain; and more tormenting Fear: 
zy, moroſe, full of Delays and Hopes, : 
Dppreſs'd with Riches, which they dare not uſe. 
l natur'd Cenſors of the preſent Age, ; 
ind fond of all the Follies of the p + 
Thus all the Treaſure of our flowing Years. _ 
Our Ebb of Life for ever takes away. Roſc. Hor. 
Changes in froward Age are natural; Ty Queen. 
ho hopes for conſtant- Weather in the Fall? 7 0 


Old Age, of what delights it, ſpeaks too much. Den 
But old Men have Prerogative of Tongue, 2 
ind Kings of Pow 'r, and Parents that of Nature. Dr. Cleom. 


Their Wiſdom's but their Envy, to deſtroy f 
joy. Oldh. 


And bar thoſe Pleaſures, which they can't enj 
Is it not folly, when the Way we ride 
s ſhort, for a long Journey to provide? 
o Avarice fome Title Vouth may own, 
To reap in Autumn what the Spring had ſown ; 
And, with the Providence of Bees, or Ants, 
Ef revent, with Summer's Plenty, Winter's Wants: 
But Age ſcarce ſows, till Death ſtands by to reap, 
And to a Stranger's Hand transfers the Heap: 
Afraid to be ſo once, ſhe's always poor, 
And, to avoid a Miſchief, makes it fure : 
Such Madneſs, as for fear of Death to die, 
ls, to be poor for fear of Poverty. Denh. 
Perhaps good Counſel may your Grief afſwage ; . 
Then tell your Pain: For Wiſdom is in Age. Dryd. 
( (Chauc. The Wife of Bath's Tale. 


——— Wiſdom in hoary Heads appears; ) IS 


And Underſtanding is matur'd by Years: 
Rarely a beardleſs Oracle we know: x 
judgment by Age muſt to Perfection grow. Blac. Job. 


Thoſe Arts Age wants not, which to Age belong; 
Not Heat, but cold Experience, makes us ſtrong. Denh. 
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OMBRE.. 
Belinda now, whom Thirſt of Fame invites, 


Burns to encounter two advent'rous Knighss : - 
4c Ombre ſingly to decide their Doom, 

ind ſwells her Breaſt with Conqueſts yet to come. 
Strait tire three Bands prepare in Arms to join: 
Each Band the Number of the ſacred Nine. 

Behold four Kings, in Maj m rever'd, 

With hoary Whiskers and a forky Beard: 

And four fair Queens, whoſe Hands ſuſtain a Flow'r, 
Th' expreſſive Emblem of their ſofter Pow'r ; 
Four Knaves in Garbs fuccinQ, a truſty Band, 
Caps on their Head, and. Halberds in their Hand: 
And parti- colouf'd Troops; a ſhining Train, | 
Draw forth to combate on the velvet Plain. 
The skilful Nymph reviews her Force with Care; 
Let Spades be Trumps, the ſaid, md Trumps they were. 
Now move to War her fable Matadores, : 
In Show like Leaders of rhe ſwarrhy Moors: 
Spadittio firft, uncenquerable Lord | 
Led off two Captive Trumps, and wept the Board: 
As many more Manilho forc'd to yield; 
And march'd a Victor from the verdant Field: 

Him Baſto follow'd ; but his Fate, more hard, 
Gain'd but one Trump, and one Plebeian Card: 
With his broad Sabre next, a Chief, in years, 
The hoary Majeſty of Spades — | 
Puts forth one manly Leg, to fight reveal'd ; 
The reſt his tany-colour'd Robe conceal'd; 
The rebel Knave, that dares his Prince engage, 
Proves the juſt Victim of his Royal Rage. 
Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'erthrew, 
And mow'd down Armies in the Fights of Lu, 
Sad Chance of War! now, deſtitute of Aid, 


Falls, undiftinguiſh'd, by the Victor Spade! 


Thus far boch Armies to Belinda yield! 

Now to the Baron Fate inclines the Field: 

His warlike Amazon her Hoſt invades, 

Th? imperial Conſort of the Crown of Spades: 
The Club's black Tyrant firſt her Victim dy'd, 
Spight of his hay Mien, and barb'rous Pride: 
What boots the Royal Circle oh his Head, 


His Giant Limbs in State unwieldy ſpread? 


That long behind he trails his pompous Robe, 
And of all Monarchs only graſps the Globe? 4 


. 


e Baron now bis DYmonds paurs apace;: 
4 embroider'd King, who ſhews but halt his Face; 
And his refulgent Queen, with Pow'rs combin'd, | 
Of broken Troops an caly Conguelt find : 

Clubs, DYmonds, Hearts, in wild Diſorder ſeen, 

With Throngs promiſcuous ſtrow the level Green. 
[Thus when, diſpers'd, a routed Army runs, 
Of Aſia's Troops, or Africk's fable Sons, 
With like Confuſion diff rent Nations fly, 

n various Habits, and of various 4 

The picrc'd Battalions, diſunited, fall 

In Heaps on Heaps; ane Fate o'erwhelms them all. 

The Knave of DYmonds now exerts his Arts, . 
And wins, ob ſhameful Chance! the Queen of Hearts: 
At this the Blood the Virgins Cheek forſook ; 

A livid Paleneſs ſpreads o'er all her Look ; 

She ſees, and trembles at th* approaching Ill, 

juſt in the Jaws of Ruin 195 Cadille ; 

And now, asoft in fome di emper'd State, 

On one nice Trick depends the gen'ral Fate. | 

An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: The King unſeen 


7 


| He ſprings to Vengeance with an eager Pace; 
And falls like Thunder on the proſtrate Ace : 
The Nymph exuking hls with Shouts the Sky, | 
The Walls, the Woods, and long Canals reply, Pope. 


"OMEN. 


Mean Time ill-boding Prodigies affright 

| King Octa, and diſſuade his Men from Fight -. 
The Birds of Heav'n the gazing Augurs ſcare, 
Croſſing with inauſpicious Flights the Air: 
The Fowl, as ſacred kept, projected Meat 

Coldly regard, and ſallenly retreat: 

From hollow Oaks obſcene Night-Ravens ſung, 
And clu{tring Bees upon their Enſigns hung: 


Break from the Altar, and run lowing home. 
The Prieſts the Wood to burn the Victim lay, 

And a crown'd Bullock at the Altar flay : 

Their reeking Hands ranſack in vain his Breaſt, 

To find the Heart of the prodigious Beaſt : | 

The Prieſts grow 


=> 


And flaſhing Fires enlighten all the Cave: 


Ee. 4 Hall 
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Lurk'd in her Hand, and mourn'd his captive Queen ; 


Bullocks, with Garlands crown'd, reluctant come, „ 
Blac. P. 


ne ale, and from their Altar ſtart. 
Finding a Victim {lain without a Heart. Blac. P. Arth. 
Then firſt rhe trembling Earth the Signal gave, | 
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Hell from below, and Juno from above, 
And howling Nymphs were conſcious to their Love: 
From this ill-omen*d Hour in Time aroſe 
Debate and Death, and all ſucceeding Woes. Dryd- Virg. 
What mean theſe wing'd ill Omens of the Air, 
That, paſſing, bruſh me with their deadly Pinions, 
And ſeem the forlorn Hope of Fate ? — Den. Rin.& Arn, 
The Owl ſhriek'd at thy Birth; an evil Sight 
The Night-Crow cry'd,. toreboding luckleſs Time; 
Dogs howl'd ;- and hideous Tempeſts ſhook down Trees: 
The Raven rook'd her on the Chimneys 2 
And chatt'ring Pies in diſmal Diſcord ſung. Shak. Hen. 6. p; 
Hou dare you thus perſuade me to diſtruſt | 
The Promiſes of ſove, which, where he makes, 
Are certain, and can never be reca]Pd, 
To follow what a Bird, inconſtant Bird, 
Seems to forewarn, while, with uncertain Wings, 
Now here, now there, ſhe cuts*the empty Skies? 
I care not where ſhe flies, what Way ſhe takes; 
Or tow'rds the Right, where with his riſing Beams 
The Sun ſalutes the Earth; or tow'rds the Left, 
Where, ſetting, he involves the World in Darknefs. 
But let us follow what great Jove decrees, 
Who reigns Almighty over Men and Gods. 
The only Omen, which forebodes Succeſs 
Is to fight bravely in our Countrey's Cauſe. Broome. Hom, 
IN Omens may the guilty tremble at, 
Make ev'ry Accident a Pro 095 
And Monſters frame, where Nature never err'd : 
May the ſcar'd Conſcience ſtart at falling Meteors, 
And call the Scream of ev'ry hooting Owl, 
Or croaking Raven, Fate's moſt dreadful Voice: 
For me, I laugh at them: Should now the Heav'ns 
l Flame with a thouſand Fires, ne'er ſeen before, 
And Thunder beat the Winds from ev'ry Corner, 
Not for the Calm of all the Univerſe, 
Would | put off my Joys a Moment longer. Lee. Mith. 
Glory, where art thou? Fame, Revenge, Ambition, 
Where are you fled ? There's Ice upon my Nerves :; 
My Salt, my Meral, and my Spirits gone, 
Pall'd as a Slave, that's Bed-rid with an Ague: 
I wiſh my Fleſh were off. What now! Thou bleed'ſt! 
Three, and no more! What then? And why what then? 
But juſt three Drops! And why not juſt three Drops, 
As Well as four or five, or five and twenty? | 
Muſt I tumble too | | es 
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Away 


OM 


way ye Dreams: What if it thunder'd now ? 
Nr if a Raven croſs'd me in my Way? 
Or now it comes, becauſe laſt Night [ dreamt 
e Council-Hall was hung with Crimſon round, 
and all the Cieling plaiſter d o'er with Black. 
No more, blue Fires, and ye dull rouling Lakes, 
Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dungeons of the Night; 
Phantoms, be gone: If I muſt die, PII fall : 
we Politician, and defie you all. Dryd. D. of Guiſe: 
Thus ended he; then, with Obſervance due, 
he ſacred Incenſe on her Altar threw : 
e curling Smoke mounts heavy from the Fires: 
At length it catches Flame, and in a Blaze expires * 
it once the gracious Goddeſs gave the Sign; 
Her Statue ſhook, and trembled all the Shrine : 
Pleas'd Palamon the tardy Omen took : 
For, ſince the Flames purſu'd the trailing Smoke, 
He knew his Boon was granted; but the Da ST 
To Diſtance driv'n, and Joy adjourn'd with one Delay. 
(Dryd. Chauc. Pal. & Are. 
The Flames aſcend on either Altar clear, 


While thus the blameleſs Maid addreſs'd her Pray'r:- 
When lo! The burning Fire, that ſhone ſo bright, 
Flew off, all ſudden, with extinguiſh'd Light; 

And left one Alter dark, a little Space; | 

Which turn'd, ſelf-kindled, and renew'd the Blaze: 


That other Victor Flame a Moment ſtood, | 
Then fell; and lifeleſs left th' extinguiſh'd Wood: 
For ever loft, th' irrevocable Light | 
Forſook the Rack Wong Coals, and ſunk to Night: 

At either End it whiſtled as it flew, OL Des” 
And as the Brands were green, ſo dropp'd the Dew; 
Infeſted, as it fell, with Sweat of ſanguine Hue. 

The Maid from that ill Omen turn'd her Eyes, 
And with loud Shrieks and Clamours rent the Skies: 
Nor knew what ſignify'd the boding Sign; 


But found the Pow'rs diſpleas'd, and fear'd the Wrath Di- 
(vine. Dryd. Chau. Pal. & Arc. 


The Champion ceas'd : There follow'd in the Cloſe 
A hollow Groan,.a murm'ring Wind aroſe: 
The Rings of Ir'n, that on the Doors were hung, 
dent out a jarring Sound, and harſhly: rung: 
The bolted Gates flew open at the Blaſt ; 
The Storm ry{h'd in, and Arcite ſtood'aghaſt? — 
The Flames were blown aſide; yet ſhone they bright, 
fann'd by the Wind; and gave a ruffled Light. 
| -+ ; 
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Then from the und a Stent began to riſe, 

Sweet-ſmelling, as A Sacrifice: 

This Omen pleas'd; and, as the Flames aſpire, 

With od'rous cent Arcite heaps the Fire : 

Nor wanted Hymns to Mars; nor heathen Charms: 

At Length the nodding Statue claſh'd his Arms, 

And, fich a ſullen Sound, and feeble Cry, 

Half . and half pronouncd, the Word of Victory: 

For this, with Soul evout, he thanked the God; 

And, of Succeſs ſecure, return d to his Abode. Dryd, 

Chauc. Pal. & Mig, 

"Twas this the Morning Omens did foretel: 

Thrice from my trembling Hand the Patch-Box fell: 

The tott'ring China ſhook without a Wind; 

Nay, Poll N90 mute; aud Shock was moſt unkind! Popy 


OPINION: 
re is the Rate of Things; 


rom hence our Peace does flow : 
I have a better Fare than Kings 
_ Becauſe I think it ſo. Orinda. 
; If what Thoſe, is in itſelf no God; 
| our on Opinion founded, and Miſtake z 
Iinion == may all I've loſt reſtore: _ 
is but to think, that I am not unhappy. Hig. Gen.Co 


OPPORTUNITY 


How 3 x am 1 temp 
| With Op iz like a ſu ro Gaſt, 
/ * fwelld my calmer Thoughts into a Tempeſt? 
ccurſed Opportunity !{=—————_—— 
The Midwife, and the Bawd to all our Vices: 
That Work ſt our Thoughts into Deſires; Deſires 
To Reſolutions: And theſe being 7 and quicken'd, 
i Thou Sins them Birth, and bring'ſt them forth to Adio 
ba Thou, when my dire. and bloody | Reſolutions, 
Like fick and froward Chi 3 
Were rock' d aſleep b 8 or Reli 
Thou, like a vi'lent Noiſe, com'ſt ru ing in | Gerte 
And mak'ſt them wake, and ſtart to new nquietneſs. Den 
Thou ſtrong Seducer, Opportunity! (Gran. * 
Of Womankind half are undone by thee. MY Cond 
I believe her honeſt yet: 
Her Body not acquainted with the Sin: 
But, if her Thoughts run fou}, her Mind's a Whore, 
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And the next Opportunity 
My black 9 


Her Soul's a 


4 "I 


compleats 
85 South; Dilapp. 
She only wants an portuni ty. 
g Whore already. Dry d. Trl, & Cr el. 
When Hudibras this 1 © 185 
He prick'd up's Ears, and his Beard: 
Thought bez this is the lucky H bd, | 
Wines work, when Vines are in the Flow* Fe 
This Criſis then Il ſet my Reſt on, 
And put ber boldly to the Queſtion, Hud. 
Thus Be. who Princes had deny'd, 
With all their Pomp.and Train, 
Was in wo lucky Minute try d, 
And yielded to the Swain. Roch. 
Take heed, 5 mark your Opportunity: 
For if the Woman lays, it 57 your, Way, 
And d you 0 erſte it, ſhe is loſt for 75 Lee. Theod. 
That 17 Hour is loſt | 


| The i Gods and Opportunity ride P Poll. Les, Sophon. 


ORACLE. 


The God of Delphos did.forewarn 
With thund'ri 19 75 Oracles: Behald A Kolleg Fe Prieſt?" 
Methinks I have Wo Image now in View: | 
He mounts the T in a Minutes Space, 
His clouded Head cnocks at the Temple Roo be pe 
While from his Mouth theſe diſmal Words —5 Bear 
The God then ſhook the holy Ground; 0 
The Laurels, and the lofty Hills around. 
And from the Tripos 11 0 2 bell wing Sound. 
Proſtrate we fell; confeſs'd the preſent God; 
Who gave this Abfver f from his dark Abode- Dryd. Virg- 
Where wow thy fond, thy vain! — 7 go? 
What myſtick Fate, what Secret wonldſt th 08 know 
What; would'ſt thou know, if, wa: we Value here, 
Life, be a Trifle. hardly worth our Care ? 8 
What by old Age and Length of Days we gains. 
More Fon to len 1 out the Senſe of Pan? 
Or, if this World, with all its Forces Join 'd, 
The univerſal Malice of Mankind. 
Can ſhake or hurt the brave and honeſt Mind? 
If ſtable Virtue can her Ground maintain, 
While Fortune feebly es "me frowns in wind 
If Good in lazy Speculstions dwell, 
And barely be the W1] of ng * 
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If 5 6 be independent of Sicceſs, 3 
And Conqueſt cannot make it more or leſs ? _ 
*Tis known; *ris plain; *cis all already told, 
And horned Ammon can no more unfold”: © _; 
From God deriv'd, to God by Nature join'd,, 
We act the Dictates of his mighty Mind; 
And, tho' the Prieſts are mute, and Temples ſtill, 


God never wants a Voice to ſpeak. his Wi 1: = 
When firſt we from the teeming Womb are brought, C 


With inborn Precepts then our Souls were fraught ; 

And then the Maker his new Creatures taught: 

Then; when he form'd and gave us to be Men, 

He gave us all our uſeful Knowledge, then:: _ © 

Eet thoſe weak Minds, who live in doubt and fear, 

To juggling Prieſts for Oracles repair: 

One certain Hour. of Death, ro each decreed; 

My fix*d, my certain Soul from Doubt has free'd: 

The Coward and the Brave are doom'd to fall; 

And, when Jove told this Truth, he told us all. Row: Luc. 
Preſcience is Heay'n's alone, not. givin to Man. Cong. 


| | 2 (M. Bride. 

Vifions and Oracles ſtill doubtful are, 5 
And ne'er expounded till th Event of War: 
The Gods Foreknowledge on our Swords. will wait;, © 
IF we fight well, they muſt foreſhew good Fate. Dr. T. Lov. 

How doubtfully theſe . n 
In double Senſe and ring t Truth they dwell; 

ke fawning Courtiers for Succeſs they wait; (Love. 

And then come ſmiling, and declare for Fate. Dryd. Tyr. 

. _ Ev'n Oracles themſelves 5 N 

Are always doubtful; and are often forg'd. Dryd. OEdip. 

From a warm Clime, and gen rous Soil, 
This Plant, remov'd, deludes our Toil; 
Diſdains what baffled Art has done, 

, drooping, mourns the diftant Sun: 
Yer, Mira, near thy Boſom plac'd, 231 
It ſhall new Life; new Pleaſure taſte; 

© Sweets, more than Nature gave, diſpence: 

' Nor lend thee Charms, but borrow thence :- 

See the young Fruit thy Pow'r confeſ! 
Ripen'd by thy auſpicious Eyes 
And eager to beftow rhe Prize, ELLIS "0 
For which thy matchleſs Beauties.call; 
Each kindles to a golden Bal! 

Love's ſmiling Queen, whoſe tender Aid; 8 
Protects the Myrtle's fragrant Shade, Fore- 


Foreknowing what thy Charms would be, 
Left. to thy Choice this fairer. Tree. Harr. To Mira; 
OS 3 (with a Bough of an Orange- Free. 


G 

As when of old ſome Orator renown'd. 

Athens or free Rome, where Eloquence . 
ſouriſh'd, ſinee mute, to ſome great Cauſe addreſs'd, 
rood in himſelf collected, while each Part, * 
lotion, each Art won Audience ere the Tongue. Milt. Par. 
| As learned Orators, that touch the Heart, 
Wich various Action raiſe their ſoothing Art: 
oth Head and Hand affect the liſt' ning Throng, 

d humour each Expreſſion oſ the Tongue. Gay. 


S DD 


Order, by which alk Things are made, 
And this great: World's Foundation laid, 
Is nothing elſe but Harmony, | 
Where diff'rent Parts are brought t' agree. 
As Empires are {till beſt maintain'd, ,. _ 
By th? Ways which firſt their Greatneſs gain d;, 
So in this univerſal Frame, 
What made and keeps it, is the ſame. 
Thus all 2900p unto Peace ſtill tend; 
Ev'n Diſcords have it for their End. 
The Cauſe why Elements ſtill fight, 
Is but their Inſtinct to unite. 6 
Muſick could never pleaſe the Senſe, 
But by united Excellence: ; F 
The {ſweeteſt Note, which Numbers know. 
If truck alone, would tedious grow. Orinda. 


ORESTE S, haunted by Furies. ; 


Like mad Oreſtes, when his Mother's Ghoſt, 
all in his Face, infernal Torches tofs'd; 
nd ſhook her ſnaky Locks: He ſhuns the Sight; 
lies o'er the Stage, ſurpriz d with mortal Fright. (Vir. & 
he Furies: guard the Door, and intercept his F licht. Dr. 
| Why gaſps the Earth: with, mar Yawns before me, 
ile Hell, unwilling, from the Centre burſts 
o ſhew me Forms, that fright my trembling Genius, 
laſt all my Faculties, unhinge- my Reaſn 
ind in a Moment make me ſtart to Madaeſs? Den. Iphig. 
1 Oreſtes, 
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And now her hiſſing, curling Snakes ere © 
Their coal black Creſts, and dart their forky Tongues: . 


Oreſtes then — in dreadful manner, 
Fix'd on the empty Air his ſtaring Eyes 
He ſhook his Temples, and his HTeeth he gnalh'd, 
| And then he fetch'd a Groan, that ſeem'd to rend 5 
1 His vital Thread aſunder; then,; like a Lion, Th 
1 He formidably roar'd ——— Doft thou not ſee, Hi 
io Doſt thou not ſee th* abommable Fend? Gr 
4 Doſt thou not ſee th” inexorable Fur??? 
[il Look, how her bloody Mouth ſpouts e Foam, Int 
And her black Noſtrils, Cataracts of Fire! Lu 
4 Gods! how her cruel Eyes ſhoot Horrours thro? my Soul | 
1 Save me, y' eternal PoW- Is, for ſee; ſhe comes N 
| The dreadful Goddeſs comes! and nowſhe raves, Hi 
5 
4 Do you ſee their odious Eyes?-I can not bear them, An 
| Damnation! How their fir Glances ſting me 
i But, oh! what Shape, what diſmal Shape is that, To 
Wi That, ſtaring wide with ftony Eyes behind them, Ur 
1 Appears more dreadful than ten thouſand Furies Ne 
4 Ih be reſt with hollow dying Sound 14s 8 yy Th 
—— P rn 1.251 e Bu 
He foam' d, he in ward roubd his ghaſtly Eyes, | Or 
And, groaning,down he fell intranc'd before us. Dendyplig - 
_. OEFNY MENT 11 
| The World is {till deceiv'd with Ornament; He 
| In Law, what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, He 
4 But, being ſeaſon d with a gracious Voice, Th 
1 And cover'd with fair {pecious Subtleties Ar 
1 Obſcures the Show of Reaſon ? In Religion, Ur 
What damned Errour, but ſome ſober Brow + All 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a Text? In 
There is no Vice ſo artleſs, but aſſumes He 
Some Mark of Virtue on its out ward Parts; + Fo 
Hiding the Groſsneſs with fair Ornament. W 
How my Cowards, with Livers. white as Milk, - By 
Have Backs of Brawn, and wear upon their Chins A 
The Beard of Hercules, and frowning Mars! _ W 
| Lock ev'n on Beauty: what are thoſe criſped Locks, Fo 
of That makeduch wanton Gamypls with the Wind, Ar 
| What, but che Dow'ry of a ſecond Head, Tt 
The Skull, that bred them, in the Sepulchr ? bh 
tt 


Thus Ornament is as a beauteaus Scarf, ..... 
Veiling Dejormity. ee Shak. & Laufd. Jew of beg 1 Ar 
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The Thracian Bard, ſurrounded by the reſt, 1 
There ſtands conſpicnous in his flowing Veſt; 
His flying Fingers, and harmonious Quill, (Dr. Vir. 
strike ſev'n diltinguiſh'd Notes, and ſev'n at once they fill. 
— His tuneful Thracian Lyre . OE 
jufernal Cerberus did ſoon aſſwage, 2 : 
Lulbd kim to Reſt; and ſooth'd his triple Rage, Row. Luc. 
—-— The Thracian Swain 
With Muſick charm'd the Shades ; bronglu back his fair, 
His lov'd Eurydice to open Air. Laud. en | 
Thus Orpheus, arm'd with his enchanting Lyre, 
The ruthleſs King with Pity could jaſpire; - © © 
And from the Shades below redeem his Wife. Dr. Virg. 


For Crimes, not his, the Lover loſt bis Life; 
To ſhun thy lawleſs Luſt, his dying Bride, 
_ took along the River's Side: FS 
Nor at her Heels perceiv'd the deadly Snake 
That kept the Bank, in Covert of the Brake. Dr. Virg. 
But, ere ſhe knew the Foe, ſhe felt the mortal Wound: 
Orpheus to doleful Strains his Strings did move, fx 
And ſtrove to ſolace his uneaſ Lr —- 

Thee, thee, dear Wife, on deſart Shores, alone, 

He mourn'd at riſing, and at ſetting dun: 

His reſtleſs Love did nat'ral Fears 557 7 | 

He dar'd to enter the black Jaws of It 

He ſaw the Grove, where gloomy Horrours read; | 

The Ghoſts ;. the ghaſtly Tyrant of the Dead, 
And thoſe rough Pow'rs, thar there ſeverely reigng '_ 
Unus'd to Pity, when poor Men complain: Creech, Virg. 
All Dangers paſt, at length the lovely Bride | 
in Safety goes with her melodious Guide: 5 
He firſt, and cloſe behind him follow*d ſhe; 

For ſuch was Proſerpine's ſevere Decree: | 
When ſtrong Deſires th* impatient Youth invade, 
By little Caution, and much Love betray d: 

A Fault, which eaſy Pardon might receive, 

Were Lovers Judges, or could Hell forgive. 

For, near the Confines of etherial Light, 

And longing for the glimm'ring of a Sight, 

Tl' unwary Lover caſt his Eyes behind. | 
Forgetful of the Law, nor Maſter of his Mind: 
Strait all his Hopes-exbaFd in empty Smoke; 
And his long Toils were forfeit for-aLook:  - 
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Three Flaſhes of blue Lightning gave the Sign 
Of Cov'nants broke; three Peals of Thunder join. 
Then, inſtant, from his Eyes the fleeting Fair 
Retir'd, like ſubtile Smoke, diffolv'd in Air ; | 
And left her hopeleſs Lover in Deſpair. - ” 
In vain, with folding Arms, the Youth aſſay'd 

To ſtop her Flight ; and ftrain the fying Shade: 

He prays; he raves; alt Means in vain he tries, | 
With Rage inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd with Surprize : 
Bur ſhe returr'd no more, to bleſs his longing Eyes, 
Nor would th' infernal Ferry-man once more 

Be brib'd to waft him to the farther Shore: 
Whar ſhould he do, who twice had loſt his Love * 
What Notes invent? what new Petitions move? 

Her Soul already was conſign'd to Fate; 
And ſhiv'ring in the leaky Skuller ſate: 
For ſev'n continu'd Months, if Fame ſay true, 
The wretched Swain his Sorrows did renew; 
Sad Orpheus thus his tedious Hours employs, 
Averſe from Venus, and from * Joys: 
Alone he 1 the frozen Floods, alone 
Th” unhappy Climes, where Spring was never known; 
He mourn'd his wretched Wife, in vain reſtor'd ; 
And Pluto's unavailing Boon deplor'd. 

The Thracian Matrons, who the Youth accus'd 
Of Love diſdain'd, and Marriage Rites refus', 

With Furies and nocturnal Orgies fir'd, 

At length againſt his ſacred Life conſpir d. 

Whom ev'n the ſalvage Beaſts had ſpar'd, they kill'd, 
And ftrew'd his mang edLimbs about the Field : 

Then, when his Head, from his fair Shoulders torn, 
Waſh'd by the Waters, was-on Hebrus borne ; 

Ev'n then his trembling Tongue invok'd his Bride; 
With his laſt Voice, Eurydice, he cry'd : | I 
Eurydice, the Rocks and River-Banks reply'd. Dr. Virg. 

So when the ſacred Thracian Lyre was drown'd, 

In the Biſtonian Women's mixed Sound, 
The wond' ring Stones, that came before to hear, 
Forgot themſelves, and turn'd his Murd'rers there. Cow l. 


. 
Next march'd brave Orſin, famous for: 
Wiſe Conduct, and Succeſs in War: 
With ſolemn March, and ſtately. Pace, 
But far more grave and ſolemn. Face; Thi 
<1 g 
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HH This Leader was of Knowledge great, 
Either for Charge, or for Retreat: 
| He knew when to fall on Pell-mell, 
To fall back, and retreat, as well; 
None ever acted both Parts bolder, \ 
Both ofa Chiefrain, and a Soldier: | 
He was of greatDeſcenrand high, + | 51960 
For Splendour and Antiquity ;. 25 Ni 
And from celeftial Origine 
Deriv'd himſelf in a right Line. 
Not as the antient Heros did, 
Who, that their baſe Births might be hid, 
Knowing they were of doubtful Gender, 
And that they came in at a Windore, 
Made jupiter himſelf, and others . 
O'th' Gods Gallants to their own: Mothers, 
To get on them a Race of Champions, 
Of whom old Homer firſt made Lampoons. 
Arctophylax in Northern Sphere 
Was his undoubted Anceſtor: 
From him his great Forefathers came, 
And in all Ages bore his Name. 
Learned he was in med'cinal Lore, 
And by his Side a Pouch he wore, | 
Replete with ſtrange Hermetick Powder, 
Which Wonnds nine Miles, point-blank, would folder ; 
By skilful Chymiſt, with great Colt, 479 
Extracted from a rotten Poſt; 
But of a heav*nlier Influence: . 
Than that, which Mountebanks diſpenſe ; 
For, as when Slovens do amiſs 
At others Doors, by Stool or Piſs, 
The Learned write, a red-hot Spit, 
Being prudently apply'd to ir,” 
Will convey. Miſchief from the Dung 
Unto the Part, that did the Wrong, 
So this did Healing, and as ſure 
As that did Miſchief, this would cure. 
Thus virtuous Orſin was endu'd 
With Learning, Conduct, Fortitude, 
Incomp'rable :: and, as the Prince 
Of Poets, Homer, ſung long ſince, 
A skilful Leech is better far 
Than half a hundred Men of War, | 
So he appear d; and by bis Skill, NOTES 6 
| No leſs than. Dint of Sword, could kill. Hud. 
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For me, alas! Outcaſt of human Race, 

Love's Anger only waits, and dire Diſgrace: Hl 
For lo! theſe Hands in Murther ave imbru'd; And 
Theſe trembling Feet. +" nreres are purſu d: _ 
Fate calls aloud, and haftens'me away. My 
A ſhameful Death attends my longer 11 2 10 The 
And I this Night muſt fly from thee an Love, | The 
Condemn'd in lonely Woods a baniſh'd Man to roye.. 

Vainly thou tell'ſt me, what the Woman's Care 

Shall in the wildneſs of the Wood 8 

Nor Solitude, nor gentle Peace of Mind, . 


Miſtaken Maid, ſhalt thou in Foreſts find ; g 
Tis long ſince Cynthia and her Train were there; In c 


Or Guardian Gods made Innocence their Care. — 
Vagrants and Out- lavus ſnall offend thy View ; + = 
For ſuch muſt be my Friends; a hideous Crew, A h 
By adverſe Fortune mix'd in facial Ill; | 4 
Train'd to aſſault, and diſciplin'd to kill: The 


Their common Loves, x lewd abandon'd Pack; 

The Beadles Laſh ſtillflagrant on their Back; 

By Sloth corrupted; by Diſorder fed; - 

Made bold by Want, and proſtitute for Bread: | 
With ſueh muſt Emma hunt the tedious Day, = 

Aſſiſt their Vi'lence, and divide the Prey! P 


With ſuch ſhe muſt return ax ſetring Light;.,' . 
Tho? not Partaker, Witneſs of their Night? | 0 
Thy Ear, inur'd to charitable Sounds, 720 Wh 
And pitying Love, muſt feel the hateful Wounds Thi 
Of Jeſt obſcene, and vulgar Ribaldyy;- "0 
The ill bred Queſtion, and the lewd Reply: 105 
Brought by long Habitude from bad o worſe, [ 
Muſt hear the frequent Oath, the dineful Curſe, 

The lateſt Weapon of the Wretchys War; 

And Blaſphemy, ſad Comrade ot Deſpair Prior. 

Thus Out- laws open Villany maintain; p 
They ſteal not, but . ons ſcour the Plan. Wi 
And, if their Pow'r the Paſſengers ſubdue, ; . 
The moſt have Right; the Wrong is in the few, Dy, Mel. . 

me Oe EDO ICS a 
Scriech-O N L. Wit 


The leſſer Owl, the filthy Bird of Night, (Laud. Vis Will ne 
Th 


Which haunts monglſt ruin d Buildings, Lombs and Urne, . The 


1 


P A 635 


bſcure Bird clamour'd the live-long Night. Sh. Mac. 
frog loud Screams, t he Seriech-OwI mourn'd, 622 


He knew th” i Omen by her ſcreamin Cry, 
And ſtridour of her Wings. — Dryd: Virg. 
— - Forbear to fr | 


My tender Soul, ye baleful Birds of Night: 


The laſhing of your Wings I know too well; d 26s - 
[THe woneing Flight, and fun zel Screams of Hell, Dr Ving 


OXFORD. 

My artleſs Reed attempts this lofty Theme, 
Where ſacred Iſis rouls her antient Stream: 
In cloiſter' d Domes, the great Philippa's Pride; 
Where Learning blooms, while Fame and Worth preſide; . 
Where the fifth Henry Arts and Arms was taught 5 © 
And Edward form'd his Crefly, yet — nem GE 
Where laurel'd Bards have ſtruck the wa toy Genius 
The Seat of Sages, and the Nurſe of Kings, Tickell. -- * 


TTV 
He's doom d to Pains, at which the Damn'd will tremble; 
Aud take their own for Joys. —— Den. Ap. & Virg. 
Such Pains he felt, as Women in their Travail, 
When the Ilithyæ, who prefide o'er Births, 
Thoſe dreadful Parents of moſt racking range, i 
Send forth their ſharpeſt Darts, their keeneſt Pains, 


To torture and diſtreſs the wretched Mother. Broome. Hom. 
Long Pains, with uſe of bearing are half eas d. Dr. St. of In. 


PAINTER and PAINTING. , 


Painters, who firſt Proportion underſtand. 
With eaſy Practice reach a Maſter's Hand. Dryd. 
——: Wiſe Artiſts mix their Colours fo, = 
That by Degrees they from each other go: 
Black ſteals unheeded from the neighb'ring White, 
Without offending the well-cozen'd Sight. Dryd. © - 
Behold the Painter who with Nature ftrives: s: 


"4 


* 
* 


He vie ws her various Scenes, intent to tracdrTxeee 1, 
The Maſter-Lines that form her finiſd Face. »{+ 228 
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His Strokes affect with Nature's ſelf to vic, 
And with falſe Life amuſe the doubtful Eye. 
Such is the Artiſt's wond'rous Pow'r, that we 
Ev'n pictur'd Souls and colour'd Paſſions ſee; 
Where without Words, peculiar Eloquence! 9 
The buſie Figures ſpeak their various Senſe. Blac, Crea 
His Pieees ſo with their live Objects ſtriv eg, 
That both or Pictures ſeem, or both alive. 
Nature her ſelf, amaz d, does doubting ſtand. 
Which is her own, and which the Painter's, Hand. Coy}, 
Adonis painted by a running Brook, 
And Cyrherea all in Sedges hid, | 
Which ſeem to move and wanton with her Breath, 
Ev'n as the waving Sedges play with Wind: 
And Daphne roaming thro' a thorny Wood 
Her Legs all fcrateh'd, that one would ſwear they bleed, 
While at the Sight the {ad Apollo weeps: (of the Shrew, 
So workmanly the Blood and Tears are drawn! Shak. Tan, 
Eain would I Raphael's Godlike Art rehearſe, 
And ſhew th'immortal Labours in my Verſe : 1 
Where, from the mingled * of Shade and Light, 
A new Creation riſes to my Sig] 1 
Such heav'nly Figures from his Pencil flow! 
So warm with Life his blended Colours glow! 
From Theme to Theme with ſeeret Pleaſure toſt; 
Amidſt the ſoft Variety I'm loſt. Add. 
Promotheus could not with more curious Art 
True Shape and Beauty to his Clay impart: 
To give it Life he ftole celeſtial Fire; | 
But thou without that Help can'ſt Soul's inſpire; | 
And ſtrike the flinty Heart, and kindle fierce Defire: 
Faint Draughts of Beauty raiſe but mean Delight; 
-Kneller's give full Enjoyment to the Sight. 
So Birds at the diſſembled Cluſters flew ; 
Which with impoſing Likeneſs Zeuxis drew: 
So common Art our mortal Senſe controuls ; 
But Kneller's Hand deceives unbody'd Souls. 
I yield, O Kneller, to fuperior Skill, 1 
Thy Pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's Skill: 
If yet my vanquiſh'd Muſe exert her Lays, 
It is no more to rival thee, but praiſe : 
Oft have I try'd with unavailing Care, | 
Jo trace ſome Image of the much lov'd Fair: 
But ſtill my Numbers ineffectual prov'd, 
And rather ſhew'd how much, than whom, I lov'd: 
But thy unerring Hands, with matchleſs Art, 
Have ſhe wn my Eyes th Impreſſton in my Heart. Thi 


PA 
he bright Idea both exiſts and lives; 
och vital Heat thy genial Pencil gives! 

Its daring Point, not to the Face confin'd, _ 
Can penetrate the Heart, and paint the Mind. 
thers ſome faint Reſemblance may expreſs, 
Whick, as *tis drawn by Chance, we find by Gueſs: 
Thy Pictures raiſe no Doubts, when brought to view; 
At once they're known, and ſeem to us to know. 
Tranſcendent Artiſt ! How compleat thy Skill! 
Thy Pow'r to act is equal to thy Will. 
Nature and Art, in thee, alike contend, 
Not to oppoſe each other, but befriend : 
For, what thy Fanſy has with Fire deſign'd, 
Is, by thy Skill, both temper'd and refin'd. 
As, in thy Pictures, Light conſents with Shade, 
And each to other is ſubſervient made, 
ſudgment and Genius, ſo, concur in thee, 
And both unite in perfect Harmony. Cong. 
To great Apelles when young Ammon brought 
he darling Idol of. his captive Heart ; 
And pleas'd the Miſtreſs to the Painter fate, 
To have her Charms recorded by bis Art: 
Th' amorous Mafter own'd her potent Eyes; 
Sigh'd when he look'd, and trembled as he drew: 
Each flowing Line confirm'd his firſt Sarprize ; 
And, as the Piece advanc'd, the Paſſion grew. 
While Philip's Son, while Venus' Son was near, 
What diffrent Tortures did his Boſom feel! 
Great was the Rival, and the God ſevere : A 
Nor could he hide his Flame, nor durit reveal. 
The Prince, renown'd in Bounty as in Arms, 
With Piry ſaw the ill-conceal'd Diſtreſs; 
Quitted his Title to Campaſpe's Charms, | 
And gave the fair One to the Friends Embrace. 
Thus the more beautgous Chloe fate to thee, - 
O Howard, emulous of the Grecian Art! 
But happy thou, from Cupid's Arrow free, 
And Flames that pierc'd thy Predeceſſor's Heart. 
Had thy york Breaſt receiv'd an equal Pain, * 2H 
Had I been veſted with the Monarch's Pow'r ; 
Thou muſt have figh'd, unhappy Youth, in vain; 
Nor from my Bounty had'ſt thou found à Cure. 
Yet to evince thee, that the Friend did feel 0 
A kind Concern for thy ill-fated Care 
I would have ſooth'd the Flame I could not heal, 
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Giv'n thee the World, tho? I with-held the Fair. Prior. 
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»Tis ev'ry Painter's Art to hide from Sight, Fi 

And caſt in Shades, what, ſeen, would not delight. Dryd. 
The famous Painter could allow no Place | 

For private Sorrow in a Prince's Face ; 

Yet, that his Piece might not exceed Belief, 

He caſt a Veil ypon ſuppoſed Grief. Wall. 
But Pencils can by one ſlight Touch reſtore 

Smiles to that changed Face that wept before. Dryd, 
Picture no more maintain'd the doubtful Strife | 

With Nature's Scenes, * the Canvas Life. Fentog 

Where Verrio's Colours fall, 4 

They leave inanimate the naked Wall, Pope. | 
So when the faithful Pencil has defign'd 

Some fair Idea of the Maſter's Mind ; 

Where a new World leaps out at his Command, 

And ready Nature waits upon his Hand; 

When the ripe Colours ſoften and unite, | 5 

And ſweetly melt into juſt Shade and Light; 


- 


When mellowing Time does full Perfection give, e 
And each bold 1 juſt — to live 

The treach'rous Colours in few Years decay; 5 

And all the bright Creation fades away. Pope. Jone 

On the Diſcovery of a Lady's Painting. Skil 

Pygmalion's Fate revers'd is mine, * 

His Marble Love took Fleſh and Flood: "7 

All that I worſhipp'd as divine, Wm. 

That Beauty, now *tis underſtood, = : 


Appears to-have no more of Life, 
an that whereof he fram'd his Wife, Hor 
A real Beauty, tho? too near, 


The fond Narciſſus did admire; T 

I doat on that which is no where; Th: 

The Sign of Beauty feeds my Fire, Her 

No mortal Flame was e'er ſo cruel Ty 

As this, which thus ſurvives the Fael. Wall. Her 

D the Miſreport of her being painted. = ( 

As when a Sort of Wolves infeſt the N ight * 
With their wild Howlings at fair Cynthia's Light, Th 
The Noiſe may. chaſe ſweet Slumber from our Eyes, W. 
But never reach the Miſtrefs of the Skies: ts 
So with the News of Sachariſſa's Wrongs, 75; Th 
Her vexed Servants blame thoſe envious Tongues; - Th 
Call Love to witneſs, that no painted Fire | By 
Can ſcorch Men fo, or kindle ſuch Defire ; Tr 


While, unconcerned, ſhe ſeems moy'd no more 


3 With 


ich this new Malice, than our Loxes before; 
ut from the 9 of her great Mind looks down 
da both our Paſſions, without Smile or Frown. 
little Care of what is done below, 127 
ath the bright Dame, whom Heav'n affecteth ſo: 
:inrs her, 'tis true, with the fame Hand, which ſpreads 
ike various Colours thro? the flow'ry Meads; 
hen laviſh Nature, with her beſt Atrire, 
loaths the gay Spring, the Seaſon of Deſire: 
paints her, *ris true, and does her Cheeks adorn 
With the ſame Art, wherewith ſhe painrs the Morn ; 
With the ſame Art, wherewith ſhe gildeth ſo 5 
hoſe painted Clouds, which form Thaumantias Bow. Wall. 
4 L | 
V patroneſs of Arms, unſpotted Maid! Dryd. Virg, 
Pallas, the Guardian of the Bold and Wiſe. Add. Ovid. 
Goddeſs of Wiſdom. ——— —— Pope. Hom. | 
——— The blue-ey'd Maid, | 
Jove's heav'nly Daughter ſtood confeſs'd in Sight, 
Like a fair Virgin in her beauteous Bloom ; 
Skilbd in th'illuſtrious Labours of the Loom. Pope. Hom. 
When lo! the Guardian Goddeſs of the Wiſe, N 
Celeſtial Pallas ſtood before his Eyes: RGA 
In Show a youthful Swain of Form divine, 
Who ſeem'd deſcended: from ſome Princely Line: 
A graceful Robe her ſlender Body dreſs'd ; 
Around her Shoulders flew. the waving Veit ; 
Her decent Hand a ſhining Jay tin bore, „ _ 
And painted Sandals on her Feer ſhe wore. . Pope. Hom. 
She ſternly caſt her glaring Eyes around; 
That ſparkled as they rowl'd, and ſeem'd to threat: 
Her heav'nly Limbs diſtil'd a briny Sweat: 
Twice from the Ground ſhe leap'd : was ſeen to wield _ 
Her brandi{h'd Lance, and ſhake her horrid Shield. Dr.Virg. 
Could angry Pallas, with revengeful Spleen, 1 
The Grecian Navy burn, and drown the Men? 
She, for the Fault of one offending Foe, _ 
The Bolts of Jove himſelf preſum'd torhrow: © 
| With Whirlwinds from beneath ſhe roſs'd the Ship: 


And bare expos'd the Boſom of the Deep: 

Then, as an Eagle gripes the trembling Game, : 
The Wretch, vet hiſſing. with her Father's Flame, 

She ſtrongly {ciz'd ; and, with a burning Wound, | 
Trantixt, and, naked, on a Rock ſhe bound. Dryd, Virg. 
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Thus new- born Pallas did the Gods ſurprize, * 
When, ſpringing forth from Jove's.new-clofing Wound, 
She ſtruck rhe warlike Spear into the Ground: 
Which ſprouting Leaves did ſuddenly incloſe, 

And peaceful Olives ſhaded: as they roſe. Dryd. 
Pallas, in Care of Human-kind, Ip 
The fruirful Olive firſt deſigu'd: | 
Deep in the Glebe her Spear ſhe lanc'd, 

When, all atonce, the laden Boughs advanc'd : 

The Gods with Wonder view'd the teeming Earth, 
And all, with one Conſent, approv'd the beauteous Birth, 


So Pallas from the duſty. Field withdrew; ; 
And, when imperial Jove appear'd in View, | 
Reſum'd her female Arts, the Spindle and the Clue; 
Forgot the Sceptre ſhe ſo long had ſway'd, 

AT with that Mildneſs, ſhe had rul'd, obey'd : 
Pleas'd with the Change, as unconcern'd as { Log i 
When in Diſguiſe he leaves his Pow'r above, ; 
And drowns all other Attributes in Love. Stepn. 


PALM. 
— | Palms by 1 ſpeed 
Victorious; and the Victor's {acred Meed: 


The Burden lifts them higher. Cowl. David. 
For Palms {till ſpread the more, the more with- held. Step 


PALMETTO. 


Like the tall Pine it ſhoots its ſtately Head; 
From the broad Top depending Branches ſpread : 
No knotty Limbs the taper Body bears : 

High on each Bough a ſingle Leaf appears; 


Which ſhrivel'd in its Infancy remains, 


Like a clos'd Fan; nor ſtretches wide its Veins : 
But, as the Seaſons in their Circle run, 

Opes its ribb'd Surface to the nearer Sun: 

Beneath the Shade the weary Peaſant liess 
Plucks the broad Leaf, and bids the Breezes riſe: 
Thus artificial Zephyrs round him fly; | 


And mitigate the Fever of the Sky, Gay. 


P: AN. 


Great Pan arriv'd ; and we beheld him too; wag? 
His Cheeks and Temples of Vermilion Hue. Dryd. * 


X 


_ Coy 


84x 


he Guardian of the Bees: py 
The God obſcene, who frights away, tu rg. 
ith his Lath Sword, the Thiefs and Birds of Prey. Dry 
And Pan, th' Arcadian God, with Berries preſt, - 
\nd red Vermilion painted, join'd the reſt. Trap. Virg. 
The mighty Pan, whoſe pow*rful Hand ſuſtains _ 
The ſov'raign Crook, that 17 awes the Plains. Duke. 
The mighty Pan delights the liſt'ning Swains ; 
ith Malek's ſofteſt Airs fills all the Plains. 
The Goat-fac'd Pan, whoſe Flocks 1 feed; 
f ith long hung wp he blows his oaten Reed: 
rde horn'd, the half beaſt God, when brisk and gay, 
ich Pine leaves crown'd, provokes the Swains to Play. 
; | Creech, Lucr.. 


Pan taught to join with Wax unequal Reeds: (Virg. 
Pan loves the Shepherds, and their Flocks he feeds. Dryd. 
PARAME. 


— A Manſion fair, | 
ot fram'd of common Earth; nor Fruits, nor Flow'rs: - 
Of vulgar Growth; but like celeſtial Bow'rs : 
he Soil luxuriant, and the Fruit divine; 
here golden Apples on green Branches ſhine, 
And purple Grapes diſſolve into immortal Wine. 
For Noon-day's Heat are cloſer Arbours made, (an. 
and for freſh Ev'ning Air, the op'ner Glade. Dryd. State of 
Alam and Eve expell'd from Paradiſe. 
O unexpected Stroke, worſe than of Death! 
Muſt I thus leave thee, Paradiſe ? Thus leave 
Thee, native Soil, theſe happy Walks and Shades, 
Fit Haunt of Gods? Where I had Hope to ſpend 
Quiet, tho? ſad, the Reſpite of that Day, 
That muſt be mortal to us both. O Flow'rs, 
That never will in other Climate grow, 
My early Viſitation, and my laſt 
At Ev'in, which 1 bred up with tender Hand 
From the firſt op'ning Bud, and gave you Names, 
Who now ſhall rear you tothe Sun, or rank 
Your Tribes, or water from th'ambroſial Fount ? 
Thee laſtly, nuptial Bow'r, by me adorn'd 
With what to Sight or Smell was ſweet; from tlice 
How ſhall I part, and whither wander down 
Into a lower World, ta this obſcure 
bac wild? How ſhall we breathe in other Air, 
es pure, accuſtom'd to immortal Fruits? Milt. Par. Loſt, 


Spoken by Eve, 
ons] rf da - 
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PAR DON. 
Crimes pardon d, others to thoſe Crimes invite, 
Whilſt Lookers on, ſevere Examples fright: | 
When by a pardon'd Murd'rer Blood is ſpilt, 
The Prince that pardon'd has the greater Guilt, 
When Juſtice on Offenders is not done, | 
Law, Government, Commerce, are overthrown; 
As befieg'd Traytors, with the Foe conſpire | | 
T' unlock the Gates, and ſet the Town on Fire. Denh. 
Great Souls forgive not Injuries, till Time | 
Has put their Enemies into their Pow'r, 
That they may ſhew Forgiveneſs is their own ; 
For elſe tis Fear to puniſh that forgives : 
The Coward, not the King. Dryd. D. of Guiſe. 
Who cannot pardon, they can never love. Orinda, 
"Tis cheap to pardon, when you would-not pay. Dr.D.S, 


Begging PARDON. 
Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſ{cnfible 8 ome ſevere Affliction, 
How all their Crimes are regiſter'd in Heav'n: 
In that nice Court, how no raſh Word eſcapes, 
But ev'n extrav gant Thoughts are all ſet down: 
Thus the poor Penitents with Fear approach 
The rev'rend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow: 
Thus, melting too 8 the hallow'd Earth, 
And groan to be forgiv n. Lee. Theod. 
O from my Soul I do confeſs my ſelf 
The very Blot of Honour; I'm more black 
Than thou, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 
With allthy glorious loquence, can'ſt make me. Lee.Theod. 
Spare my Remembrance, twas a guilty Day, 
And til] rhe Bluſh hangs here. —— Dryd, All for Lows 
Can you forgive the Sallies of my Paſſion ? 
For I have been to blame, Oh much ro blame ! 
Have ſaid ſuch Words, nay, done ſuch Actions too, 
Baſe as I am, that my aw*d conſcious Soul | 
Sinks in my Breaſt ; nor dare I litt an Eye 
On him I have offended. Dryd. Troil. & Creſ. 
—E- Oh whither ſhall I run to hide me? 
Where ſhall J lower fall? How. ſhall I lie 
More 22 your View, and ſue for Mercy ? 
Yet *ris ſome Comfort to my wild Deſpair 
Some Joy in Death, that I may kiſs your Feet, | | 
Black as I am with all my Guilt upon me. Lee. L. Jude. 
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O my Statira, O my angry Pear? 
4 ay es on me; 1 would ral ro them ; 
hat ſhall I fay to Work upon thy Soul: 
There ſhall 1 throw me ? Whither ſhall I fall? 
fore thy Eyes IIl have a Grave os up, 
nd eil quick, be bury d ſtrait alive: _ 
) vive but, as the Earth grows heavy. on me, 
tender Look, and a relenting Word; | 
wy but, * Twas pity that ſo-great a Man. 
Who had ten thou and Deaths in Battel {cap 2 
or one poor Fault ſo early. oc remoye, 2 
nd fall a Martyr to the God of Love. Lee. Ales, _ 
O turn thee! turn! thou barbarous BriehrneB, turn! 
Fear my laſt Words, and ſee my utmoſt Pangs, Lee. Alex 
——= No: thou ſhalt not force me from thee: 5 
ſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave; 
[read on me, buffet me, heap Pongs on Wrongs 
Da my poor Head, Pll-beer it all with Patience; 
hall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty; | > 
Le at thy Feet, and kiſs them, tho* they ſpurn me; : 
Til, wonnded by my Suff rings, thou relent, _ (Pref. 
And raiſe me to thy Arms with dear Forgiveneſs. Otw. Ven. 
bre wrong'd thee much, and Heav'n has well aveng'd it: 
have not, ſince we parted, been at Peace, N 
Nor known one Joy ſincere: our broken Friendſhip 
urſn'd me to the laſt Retreat of Love, 


L 


Rowe. Fair Pen, 


O kill me here, or tell me my Offence ; 
never quit you elſe, but, on theſe Knees, 
has follow you all Day, till they're worn bare; | 
And hang upon you like a drownjng Creature, Gtw. Orphe 
[st then ſo hard, Monimia, to forgive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee ? 
or | muſt love thee, tho' it proye thy Ruin. IP 
Which Way ſhall I court thee F —— . 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee ?. 
II kneel to thee, and weep a Flood before thee: 
Yet prithee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart; 
But, when my Task of Penitence is over, 
Heal it again, and comfort: me with Love. Otw. Orphs 
——— | beg for Piry and Forgiveneſs: 
by the kind tender Names of Child and F ather, 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Loy; 
emember, Pm your Daughter by a Mother, 
„and nob e, faithful to your Honour, 
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Stood glaring like a Ghoſt, and made me cold with Horrohm 
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644. P A 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 
Dear to your Arms: By a'l the 9 the gave you 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, - 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold 
The Lineaments of hers, you've kiſs'd ſo often, (Pr 
Pleading the Cauſe of your poor caft-off Child. Otw. Ven 
Oh do not call ro Memory 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface th*Impreſſion : 
For, could you think how mine's perplex*d, what Sadngh; 
Fears and Deſpairs, diſtract the Peace within me, 
Oh! you would takewe in your dear, dear Arms, 
Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your Young One, 
To ſhelter me with a protecting Wing, 
From the black gather'd Storm, that's juſt, juſt breaking, 
5 (Otw. Ven. Pref, 
_ Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 
"Twixt me and Fate: yet ſend me not with Curſes 
Down to my Grave: afford me one kind Bleſſing 
Before we part: juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Pray'r to Heav'n, 
That I may die in Peace. Otw. Ven. Preſ. 
— Think then you ſaw what paſs'd at oui laſt Parting: 
Think you beheld him like a raging Lion 
Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 
Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 
Of burning Fury: think you ſaw his one Hand 
Fix'd on my Throat, while the extended other 
Graſp*d a keen threat'ning Dagger: Oh! 'twas thus, 
Wie laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with Revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Death ; cry'd out, My Friends! 
Where are my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag'd, threarten'd,lov'd: 
For he yet lov'd, and that dear Love preſerv'd me, 
To this laſt Trial of a Father's Pity : 
If ever then I was your Care, now hear me: 8 
Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Lives Ven, Prei. 
of his dear Friends, ere mine be made the Sacrifice, Otu. 
Spare him, O ſpare him! Kings ſhould delight in Merc; 
I' Il follow thus for ever on my Knees, | 
And make your Way ſo ſlipp'ry with Tears, 
You ſhall not paſs. ——— Lee. Alex. 
Go not to Death like a dumb Sacrifice: 
Beg him to ſave my Life in ſaving thine. Dryd. D. Seb. 
ok, Tyrant, what Exceſs of Love can do! 
It pulls me down thus low, as to thy Feet ; 
Nay, to embrace thy Knees with loathing Hands, 
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ynich bliſter when they touch thee: yet ev'n thus, 

us far 1 can to ſave Sebaſtian's Life. 

Spare him; O ſpare; Can you pretend to love, 

nd have no Pity : Love and that are Twins. 

ere will I grow; — — 

hus compaſs yoo with theſe {opplacting Cords, 

ind pull.{o long till the proud Fabrick falls. Dryd. D. Seb. 

By all the Pow'r that's given thee o'er my Soul, 

y thy reſiſtleſs Tears, and conqu' ring Smiles, 

y the victorious Love that ſtill waits on thee; 

y to thy cruel Father, fave my Friend, 

r all our future Quiet's loſt for ever: 

all at his Feet, cling round his rev'rend Knees; 

peak to him with thy Eyes; and with thy Tears 

elt his cold Heart, and wake dead Nature in him: 

ruſh him in thy Arms, torture him with thy Softneſs, 

or, till thy Pray'rs are granted, ſet him free, 

zut conquer him, as thou haſt conquer'd me. Otw, Ven. Pr. 
—— | beg you by theſe Tears; MED 

Theſe Sighs, and by 4 Love you bear me, 

By all the Wounds of your poor groaning Countrey, 

That bleeds to Death, O ſeek the beſt of Kings, 

nel, fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet, 

our Pardon ſhall be fign'd, your Countrey ſav'd, 

irgins and Matrons, all, ſhall ſing your Fame, 


rel. 


- 


Shall I, who to my kneeling Slave could ſay, 

Niſe up, and be a King; Shall I fall down, 

ind cry, Forgive me Cæſar? Shall I ſer 

\ Man, = Equal, in the Place of e 

\s he could give me Being? No; that Word, 

orgive, would choak me up, and die upon my Tongue. 
Dryd. All for Love. 

— Thus crawling on the Earth, 

ould I thy Pardon meet; the only Thing (Orph. 

an make me view the Face of Heav'n with Hope. Ocw. 

| muſt be heard, I muſt have Leave to ſpeak ; 

0 look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 

ith Pity and with Charity behold me: 

but not thy Heart, againſt a Friend's Repentance; 


bur as there dwells a Godlike Nature in thee, 


Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
Peteſt me utterly: Oh! look upon me, R 
| ook back and ſee my fad fincere Submiſſion ; 8 

ow my Heart (wells, as ev'n twould burſt my Boſom, 
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pnd eviry Babe ſhall bleſs the Guiſes Name. Dr. D. of Gui >. 


Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. Otw. Ven. Preſ. 


ond o its Goal, and lab'ring to be at thee! Orw. Ven. Preſ. 
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. — MWhhicher ſhall 1 fly? ; 

Where hide me and my Miſeries together 1 

Where's now the Roman Conſtaney I boaſted ? 

Sunk into-trembling Fears and Deſperation: . 

Not daring now to look up to that Face, | | 

Which us'd to ſmile ev'n on my Thoughts, but down - 

Bending thefe miſerable Eyes to Earth, lsa 

Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. Otw. u 
For oh! Pve Joſt what never can be counted; 

My Friend, O Belvidera, that dear Friend, 

Who, next to thee, was all my Heart rejoic'd in, 

Has us'd me like a Slave, ſhamefully us d me: 

JTwould break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story: 

What ſhall I do? Reſentment, Indignation, 

Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd him, 

Piſtract my Quiet-with the very Thougas ” 

And tear my Heart to Pieces in my Boſom. Otw. Ven, Pn 


Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard ! 
Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo heinous, 
That, when I come to take my eternal Leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is Scorn, 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Athenais | 
Would ne'r have harbour'd. - . 
O, for the Sake of him, whom you ay ny, 4 

ni, 


Shall hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form 

Give me a patient Hearing : for, however 

I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 

I would deliberate with my Fate a while, 

With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt, 

Pauſe ofer a Loſs like that of Athenais | 

And parley with my Ruin. Lee. Theod, 
Forgive the barb'rous Treſpaſs of my Tongue : 8 

»Twas a hard Violence; I could have dy'd 

With Love of thee, ev'n when I us'd thee worſt: | 

Nay, at each Word that my DiftraQion utrer'd, (Orp. 

My Heart recoibd, and twas half Death to {peak them. Oty: 
O ſtop this headlong Torrent of ou Goodneſs: 

It comes too faſt upon a feeble: Soul, 

Half drown'd in Tears be fore: Spare my Confuſion; 

For Pity ſpare, and ſay not firſf, you err'd;: 

For I have yet not dar d, thro? Guilt and Shame, . 

To throw my ſelf beneath your Royal Feet. Dryd. D. Ses 


PARENT. 


A Father! that implies preſiding Care, 
Cheatful-to give, willing himſelf ro want | 
Whate'er thy. Needs require. Dryd. Cleom. b 
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But when the Father is too fondly kind, 
soch Seeds he ſows, ſuch Harveſt ſhall he find. . 
| | Dryd. Bocc, Sig. & Gulſc. 
O think you are a Father ; Soft Indulgence 1125 
Becomes that Name: tho' Nature give you Pow'r 
To bind his Duty, *tis with filken Cords: 
Command him then as you command your {elf : 
le is as much a Part of you, as are | 
Your _—_ and Will: and thoſe you force not, 
Bur gently bend, and make them pliant to your Reaſon. 
Dryd. Mar. A-la-Mode. 
What Right have Parents over Children, more 
Than Birds have o'er their Loung: Yer they impoſe 
No 1ich-plunt'd Miſtreſs on their feather'd Sons; 
But leave their Love, more open and more free, (Riv. Lad. 
Than all the Fields of Air, their ſpacious Birthright. Dryd. 
Curſt Rules! that thus the nobleſt Loves engage 
To wait the peeviſh Humours of old Age! 
Think not the Lawfulneſs of Love conſiſts 
In Parents Wills, or in the Forms of Prieſts 
duch are but licens'd Rapes, that Vengeance draw 
From Heav'n, howe'er approv'd by human Law: 3 
Marriage the happieſt Bond of Love might be, Ench 
If Hands were join'd, only when Hearts agree. Lanſd. Brit. 
know how far a Davgheer owes Obedience : 
But Duty has a Bound, like other Empires : 
It reaches but to Life; for all beyond it 
Is the Dominion of another World, | | 
Where you have no Command, —— Dryd. Love Trium. 
By my way Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me; 
could curſe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honour, 
For making me hy Father, and thy Jadge : | 
Thou art my Daughter ſtill, ——— Rowe. Fair Pen. 
dee'ſt thou this Dagger, and this trembling Hand ? | 
Thrice Juſtice urg'd, and thrice the ſlack' ning Sinews .. 
Forgot their Office, and confeſs'd the Father: | 
The ſtern, the rigid Jodge, has been obey'd 
Now Nature and the Father claim their Turas: 
1 have held the Balance with an Ir'n Hand, 
And put off ev'ry tender human Thought 3 
To doom my Child to Death! but ſpare my Eyes * 
The moſt unnat'ral Sight, leſt their Strings crack, | 
My old Brain ſplit, and 1 grow mad with Horror. 


Pr 


a Rowe. Falr Pen. 

n Pains can both a Prince and Parent fad. 
o puniſh an Offence: of ny geg rate Kinda? (LA, 
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As J have lov'd thee, and Ar love thee more, 

Than ever Father lov'd a Child before; 

So, that Indulgence draws me to forgive: 

Nature, that gave thee Life, wou'd have thee live: 

But, as a publick Parent of the State, 

My Juſtice, and thy Crime, requires thy Fate : 

Fain wou'd | chuſe a middle Courſe to ſteer ; 

Nature's too kind, and Juſtice roo ſevere: 

Speak for us both ; and to the Balance bring, 

On either Side, the Father and' the King: 

Heav'n knows, my Heart is bent to favour thee; 

Make it but ſcanty Weight, and leave the reſt to me. Did. 

| | (Boe. Sig. & Guiſe, 

Ob, how blind (Sig. & Guiſe. 

Are Parents Eyes their Children's Faults to find. Dry d. Bocc 


PARTING. 


Thither ſhe came to take her laſt Farewel, 
Her filent Look did her fad Buſineſs tell: 
Each took the other by the willing Hand, 
| Striving to ſpeak, but cou'd no Word command: 
With mutual Grief both were {o overcome, 
The much they had to ſay had made them dumb. 
Sireno ſaw his fatal Hour draw near, 
And wanted Strength the parting Pang to bear : 
All drown'd in Tears he Ped upoy the Maid; 
And ſhe with equal Grief the Swain ſurvey'd. Scrope. 
| In.taking Leave, 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at 777 Glance, 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a Mind (Theod, 
That you ſhou'd know, ſhe left her Soul behind her. Lee. 
 Ey'n thus two friends, condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kiſs, and take ten thouſand Leaves, 
Loather a hundred Times to part than die.Shak. Hen. 6. pa. 
If I depart from thee, I can not live; 
And in thy Sight to die, what were it elſe, 
Bur like a pleaſant Slumber in thy Lap ? 
To die by rhee, were bur to die in jeſt : (Hen. 6. p.. 
From thee to die, were Torture more than Death. Shak. 
With Lowlineſs majeftick ſhe retir'd, 
And Grace that won, who ſaw to wiſh her Stay : 
With Goddeſs-like Demeanour forth ſhe went, 
Not unattended : For on her as Queen 
A Pomp of winning Graces waited ſtill, 
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And from about her ſhot Darts of Deſire 

Into all Eyes to wiſh her ſtill in Sight. Milt. Par. Loſt. 
But when ſhe ſaw her Lord prepar'd to part; 

Adeadly Cold ran ſhiv'ring to her Heart: 

Her faded Cheeks are chang'd to boxen Hue: ; 

And in her Eyes the Tears are ever new. Dryd. Ovid. 
Now ſhe afreſh her parting Tears renews ; 

Laſt with a Kiſs ſhe took a long Farewel, os 

Sigh'd with a ſad Preſage, and ſwooning fell. Dryd. Ovid. 
She wept, and often caſt her Eyes behind, | 

Fore'd from the Man ſhe lov'd. — Diyd. Hom. : 
When Lovers meet it is all Extaſie; (Ant. & Cl. 


d. : * 

1 And when they part again they more than die. Sedl. 

ſe [ part with thee, _ | | 

* (s Wretches, that are doubrful of Hereafter, WE 
. 


Part with their Lives; unwilling, loth, and fearful; 

And trembling at Futurity, —— Rowe. Tamerl. 
For ever gone! For ever parted from me! 

O Theodoſius! Till this cruel Moment, | 

I never knew. how: tenderly I lov'd thee : 

But, on this everlaſting Separation, 

Methinks my Soul has left me; and my Time TIE 

Of Diffolution points me to the Grave. Lee. Theod. 

| 'Tis Death to part with thee but for a Moment: 

That Moment only- ſure will break my Heart: 

How dolefully it beats with dying blows, 5 , 

As if with thee my very Soul departed! Den. Rin. & Arm. | 
=== T'0 die and: part, | : | 

Is a leſs Evil; but to part and live! | 

There, there's the Torment. Lanſd. Her Love. | 

As one who fears to die, but is condemn'd, - 7 
1 ſtrives to trifle Time with idle Talk, | SF 
As | approach the Precipice's Brink, | 
do ſteep, ſo terrible appears me Dem... © 

fear — Parting is worſe than Death (Love. | 
To both, and will to ES bring certain Death. Lanſd. Her-  =- 

To part, of ev'ry Evil is the worſt. Lanſd. Her. Love. = 

O'tis impoſſible in Love to part 
With what we love. anſd. Her. Love. 

There is I Know not what of ſad Preſage, PE 
Thar tells me, I ſhall never ſee thee. more: 
4 it be fo, this is our laſt, Farewel, | 
— theſe the parting Pangs; which Nature feels, 

hen - rends the Heart-ſtrings— Rowe. Fair Een. 

—— Lis better thus, that we together 


Feed on each other's Heart; deyour our Woes, __ 
1 Wu 
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659 2 
A mutual Appetite; and, mi Punt in 


ne Cup, the common Stream of hoth bur Eyes, 
Drink bitter Prat = With never-ſlaking Tel 
Thus better, than fot any Cauſe to part. Cong. I. Bride, 
Methinks alre 97 in ſonte barbarous Wild, 
— a benight raveller; I walls 
Viewing in Wat'ry Eyes the ſinking Sun, 
* Naght dif] (playing Her ſad Ealiges round; 
friendly V Ila E, 155 me; all before, 


A horrid Maze o 1 without à Guide 


To chear my heavy Steps: Deſpair aid Death, 
e and ever og Horrour round me: 
wilt thou ne er return t6 glad my Soul; South. Loy. Bro 

"Where am I? Sure I wander *midft Thehatieraent, 
And never more Hall find the Way to Reſt. 
But, ob Monimia, art thou indeed reſoly'd 
To puniſh me with everlafting Adfenee? 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? I'm alone already: 
Methinks I ſtand upon à haked Beach, 
Sighing to Winds, and to the Seas eoipleining, 
Whilſt afar off the Veſſel fails a4 


| Where all the Treaſure of my Soal's ennbatk d: 


Wilt thou not turn ?: O could theſe Eyes but ſpeak; 
Tinduid Know, all ; for Love is pregnant in them; 
They ſwelt, they refs their Beans üpon me ill: 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 


Ste me but one e Rind Word to think ptr, orm, tw. ys 
And pleaſe my ſelf with, while my Heart 8 


My Heart unmov'd can Noiſe 3 werent hear; 
Furt ing from you is all the Penh fear. Pryd. Tad: Eft, 
Why do you wave your Hand, and warn me hence? 


Gome back; O ſtay, my Life Avis after 70h 


So looks the poor condemn'd, - BY: 

When Juſtice beck'ns, there's no Hope of Pardon; 

Sternly, like you, the Judge the Victim Eyes, our 

And thus, like me, the Wore eſpairing ies. Dryd. D. o 
Heav'n knows, how loth I am te part from hence 

So, from the Seal is foften'd War dissoin'd; 

Sd, from the Mother Plant the tender Rind. Dryd. Lore Trin. 
—o— Think thy ſelf me; ; 

And when thou fpœak'ſt, Hur Tet it firſt be long, 

Take off the Edge from eb" 'y _ , 

And let our Parting be as gently'ma 

As others Loves begin. 85d. All for Love; 
Pre fworh 1 ne'er will fee you'tnore 2- 

Igo! a laſt Embrace I muſt bequeath y bu: 

Farewel for ever! Ab, Guiſe, che 0 / we. Part; 8 


ig: 


3 — , — wil £45 wi oak > — 4 — — wi 


£4 „ Y wet 


Bur all are bictt, and all enjoy an ever ting L. 


« 17 


1 


ſa the bright Oibs prepir'd us Se PIs; L7. 4 
Our Souls ſha bend $a Sethe | .- and 15 fi ins ng above, S 
Where noAmbirion;neStare-Crime,the — 7 5 N 
5. 2 be. 
Since then the Goth anti thou wilt have ir ſo, 1 
Go! (Can I live ance more to bid thee ?) Go, 
Where thy Misforranes call thee, and th Fate: 
Go, where the Gods thy Refuge have affign'd; 
Go from my Sight, dere rom my Mind. Dr. Alb.% Av, 
Where-cer I go, my Sbuf fall Ray with'thee: 
Tis but my Shath 85 "char 1 take away: Dryd. R N. rh. va 
As when the Sun is down; OI 
His Light is clipt into à thooſand SFF 0413 + 
80 * ſweet mage, tho ou: "3g not on e, me 
Will gild the Horreor of the N ee 1 jon | 
ol cog Scene of ſolitary Grit ee we. 
love thee with To Tenge a ne | we? 
That the bleſs'd Gods, an * m dee 3 
More bright in Zeal than that I pay 1er Eke „ 
Will rake thee from m Si Ne; 3 * Took 
We've not an Hour -aTtow'd for _—— leave: AI SN 
Ev'n that's bereft us too: our envious Fates 
ſultle betwixt, and part the dear Adiens (Troil. & -Ciel 
Ofmeering Lips, claſp'd Hands, and Jock d. mbraces. 
—— Methinks T part, 
As Souls are ſevef'd from their warmer Manſions, 


4 $ 


To wander in the bleak and deſart Air. Lee. be. | bs 


——- For when thor art gone 


The World to me is Chaos: yes; Teraminta, 5 bs. 


o cloſe the everlaſting Sitters wove us, © (L J. Brur. 


That when we partthe Strings of boch tuft crack. tr. | 


Since we muſt part, oh! Snatch your felt Ns 
0: I ſhall die with ling Ting: yet We ſhall meet, 
In ſpight of Sighs we ral; at leaſt in Heavn! 
O Teraminta ? Once more to my Heart, 
Once to my Lips, and ever to my Soul! Lee. Lf Ber: 
By Jove, *ris ommotis, du Parting is: 1 
Her Face lock “d dale 00, a5 ſhe 2755 ba, 3 
And when I rung her ebe F 
Methought the Ser ings 0 Hart wh "_ nach 
go; but wut e e r one laſt Look: 
Remember, O rementber, (F648 Semandfa, 


That on thy Virtue all my Fortude hangs: .. - 5 45 5 5 


demandra is the Bus teſs of the el | Ems 
Semandra makes the Fight, drawos ey? e er | 
Srandra-founts the- Trumpets, gives che W. onda Is 


PA 


652 
So the Moon charms her wat'ry World below-,; 
Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes them ebb and flow. Lee.Mithr, 


O Stay! There's ſomething, ere we part for ever, 
That I wou'd ſpeak, if I cou'd make Fog Lee. Mithr, 
Speak then, and ſpeak the mournfullft Things you can, 
To break both Hearts. Lee. Mithr.. 
Farewel: Thus, kneeling at:thy Feet, I pour 
Theſe n Tears: allow this dying Kiſs 
Which my cold Lips print on thy faithleſs Hand: 
Oall my Vows, for ever here I leave you: 
And, ſince we never, never muſt behold 
Each ather more, I'll breathe them once again: 
Farewel, Semandra : O, thou'lt never find, 
In all thy ſearch of Love, a Heart like mine... 
Once more, farewel for ever, falſe Semandra. 
What? yer again thy Name? will my charm'd To 
Sound 
Farewel, moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd of Man: 
Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'er thy Face? 
Why wander thus thy Exes? Why do'ſt thou bend, 
As if the fatal Weight of Death were on thee. Lee. Theod. 
Tis Death to part, ao yer | muſt be gone. Lee. Glor. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heartſtrings! 
Farewel-for ever. Lee. L. J. Brut. 
My Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 
Bar languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. Otw. 
Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet near Day: 
It was the Nightingale and not the Lark, 


That pierc'd the fearful Hollow of thy Ear: 
Nightly on yond' Poemegranate- Tree ſhe ſings: 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 


Oh! *twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn; 
No Nightingale. — 1 45 8 
I muſt be gone, and live; or ſtay, and die. 
Let me be taken; let me ſuffer Death: 
I am content ſo thou wilt have ir ſo. 
By Heav'n, yon' Grey is not the Mornings Eye, 
But the Reflection of pale Cynthia's Brightneſs : 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
So high, and echo in the Vault of Heav n: 
I'm ali Defire to ſtay ; no Will to go: 55 
How is't, my Soul; let's talk, it is not Day 
Oh ! 'tis, it is: fly hence; Ay. ee 
It is rhe Lark, and out of Tune- kings,. 5 
With grating Diſcords, and unpleaſing Strainings : 
Some ſay, the Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes; 
Now I cou'd wiſh they had chang'd. Voices too; Or 
i 3 4 - 


thing but Semandra? Oh Semandra! Lee, Mithr, 


(Ven, Pref, 


* . 
A 
1 


i. 


P N 


Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz d the Morning, 

and ſhe had ſlept, and never wak'd again, 

To part me from th Embraces of my Love: 
What ſhall become of me, when thou art gone? 


Seeing my Faith, and thy unſpotted Truth, 
Will fure take Care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee: 
WUpon my Knees I'll ask them ev'ry Day, 

How my Lavinia does; and ev'ry Night, 
In the ſevere Diſtreſſes of my Fate, 
As I perhaps ſhall wander thro” the Deſart, 
And want 4 Place to reſt my weary Head on, 
[Il count the Stars, and bleſs them as they ſhine, 
And court them all for my-Lavinia's Safety. 

Oh Baniſhment! Eternal Baniſhment !. - 
Neer to return! Muſt we ne'er meet again? 
My Heart will break: I cannot think that Thought, 
And live. Could I but ſee to th* End of Moe, 
There were ſome Comfort: but eternal Torment 
Is ev'n inſupportable to Thought. 8 
t cannot be that we fhall part for ever. 

Indeed it cannot | 
Once more I'll boldly claim Lavinia mine, 
Whilſt happieſt Men ſhall envy at the Bleſhag, 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Love. 

know not what to fear, or hope, or think, 
Or ſay, or do. I cannot let thee 575 | 

Athouſand Things wou'd, to this Purpoſe ſaid, 

But ſharpen, and add weight to, this our Sorrow. 
Ol cou'd find out Things 

To talk to thee for ever... 

— We.ought to ſummon all 

The Spirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to cher 

Our Hearts, thus lab'ring with the Pangs of Parting. 

But do'ſt thaw think we e er ſhall meer again? 

doubt it not; and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve. 
for ſweet Diſcourſes in our Time to come. 

Alas! I have an ill-divining Soul; : 
Methinks I ſee thee, now-thou*rt from my Arms, 
Like a ſtark! Ghoſt, with Horrour in th 2 
Either my Eye-fight fails, or thou lookiſt pale. 

And, truſt me, Love, in my Eye ſo doſt thou. 

Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood. Farewel. 

Ha! Is he gone? My Lord, my Husband, Friend, 
I muſt hear from thee ev'ry Hour ith? Day: 

Uh! by this Reck'ning 1 muſt be moſt old, 
Kel again behold my Marius. Nay, 


= = — co . 


The Gods, that heard our Vows, and know our Loves, 
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Fond as a Child, andrefolute-as Man. 'Shak. Rom. & ful 


No Force can break the Circle of eur Arms. 


I I ſtay longer, N 


And Life it ſelf goes out atthy Diſpleafure. 


Gy PA 


Gone too already! Twas unkindly done 


L. had not yet imparted half my Soul; Mc 
Not a third Part of its fond jeaſous Fears: | | W 
But VI! purſue him for't, and be reveng'd ; —_— VT 
Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, N 
Shall make it tingle, as bis Life were _— | 
Nay too Til love bim; never, never leave him, 


| | Orw, C. Mir: H 
So, get thee gone, that I may know my Grief:. (p. 2. A 
Tis but ſurmiz'd, while thou art Saur. by. Shak. Hen. b 
To die is nothing, but to ceaſe from Pain 5 
For all the Shade and Darkneſs of the Grave 0 '1 
Is to be ſever'd from Armida's Eyes: | 
That, only that's the laſt convuliive Gafp; 0 
The Separation of the Soul and Body. | It 
Oh my Armida! muſt, muſt we thus divide? 
No, no, like Life Tl hold thee faſt; 
Nor ſhall the Hand of Death unlock my Graſp. 
Thus claſp'd in Folds of everlafting Love, 


But *ris our Fate: Armida, we muſt yield. 


Oh Rodamond! How can I bear thoſe killing Words! 
Stay till my Sighs and Pray'rs make Heavn reſent 
To pity and reverſe thy Fate, thy: eruel Fate, 
The Guilt of ev'ry Star! Hig Gen. Cong. 

— The Hand of. Fate . 

Has torn thee from me, and I muſt Forget thee. 

Quick, let us part! Perdition's in chy Preſence, 
And Horrour dwells about the. 

Deſtruction ſtands bet Wixt us: we muſt part. 5 

Name not that Word ; my frighred Thoughts run bick, 
And ſtartle into Madneſs at the Sound. 

— O ſtopthoſe Sounds, Ea 
Thoſe killing Sounds! why do'ſt thou frown pon mt? 
My Blood runs cold; my Heart forgets to heave, 


5 a SS EOS ² AA ˙ꝗ ²⁰ͤ̃ !( ᷣ ͤüwu ad CY . 


— e 


To my Cofuſion andteternal Grief, A 
I muſt approve the Sentence that deſtroys me: 
The Mitt, that hung about Wy Mind, clears up; 
And now, athwaitthe Terrours, that thy Vow- 
Has plantcd'reund*thee; tThooappear't more fair, 
More amiabte, and riſeſt in thy Charms. 
Lovely'ſt of Women! Heav'n is in thy Soul; 
Beauty and Virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
Bright ning each other: Thou art all divine! 


pA 
portius, no more! thy Words ſhoot thro? my Heart, 
Melt my Reſolves; and tarn me all to Love. ; 
Why ate thoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Eyes? 
Why heaves thy Heart? Why wells thy Soul whh Sorrow }- 
It ſoftens me roo Mbth. Farewel, my Pott: Fo 
Firewel, tho* Death is i the Word, For ever... 
Ob, how ſhall I repeat the Word, For ever! 
Thus o'er the dying Lamp th unſteady Flame 
Hangs quiv*ring on a Point, 7 off by Fits; 
And falls again, as lothi to quit its Hold : 
Thou muſt not go: my Soul Kill hovers &fcr ther, 
And can't get looſe. —=  * TEARS 
Is true; unruffled atid ferene Pye met 
The common 9 of ce, bat here 
Such an unlook'd for orm 8 This falls on me, 
It beats down all my Strength: I can not bear it 
We mult not part... 
What do'ſt thou ay ?-Not part? 
Haſt thou forgot the Vow that have made? : 
Are there not Heavns, 4hd Gods, and Thunder, oe us? 
Farewel, and know thou wrong'ſt me, if thou think'ſt, 
Ever was Love, or ever Grief, like mine. Add. Cary. © 
Then old Evander, with a cloſe Embrace, | © Bratz 
Strain'd his depattint Friend; and Teats b'erfi3w bis Fact: 
Would Heav'n, ſaid he, my Strength and Youth recall! 
Such if I ſtood rene , trot theſe Alarms, 
Nor Death, ſhou'd rend mt from my Pallas Arms: 
Ye Gods! and migbty jove! th pity brug 
Relief, and hear a Father, and à King: 
lk Fate and you reſerve theſe Eyes to ſte 
My Son return with Peace and Viceory ; _ 
It the lov'd Boy ſhall bleſs his Fathei's Sight: 
If we ſhall ect again With more Delight; 
Then draw my Life in Length; let tre fuſtam, 
In Hopes of his Embrace, the worft of Pain: 
But if your hard Decrees, which Oh! I diend, 
Have doom'd to Death his undeſerving Head; 
This, Oh! this very Moment, jet me die; 
While Hopes and Fes in equal Balante He : 
While, yet poſſeſs'd of all his yotthful Charrxs, 
| train him ctoſe WitHin'thelt aged Arm; | | 
Before that fatal Næs my Soul fan,? 
He faid;, and, fWoobing, fünk irpon dhe Ground: Pr. Vr ; As 
When what we toys we ne'er muſt meet again / + 
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Tao loſe the Thought is to remove che Pain. Bf. State of Inn. 
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In Ida's ſhady Vale a Bull bc rg a 
White as the Snow ; the faireſt of the Herd; 
A Beauty -Spot of Black there only roſe, 
Betwixt his equal Horns and ample Brows: 
The Love and-Wiſh of all the Cretan Cows. 
The Queen beheld him, as his Head he rear'd ; 
And envy'd ev'ry Leap he gave the Herd: 
A ſecret Fire ſhe nouriſh'd in her Breaſt; 
And hated ey'ry Heifer he careſs'd : 
She cut him Graſs ; ſo much can Love command! 
She ſtroak d, ſhe fed him with her royal Hand; 
Was pleas'd in Paſtures with the Herd to roam; 
And Minos by the Bull was overcome. 
The wretched Queen the Cretan Court forſakes; 
In Woods and Wilds her Habitation makes: 
She curſes ev'ry beauteous Cow ſhe ſees 
Ah! why doſt thou my Lord and Maſter pleaſe; 
And think'ſt, ungrateful Creature as thou art, 
With frisking awkardly to gain his Heart? 
Now ſhe wou'd be Europa: Jo, now: _. 
One bore a Bull; and one was made a Cow:: 
Vet ſhe at laſt her brutal Bliſs obrain d; 
And in a wooden Cow the Bull ſuſtain'd, | 
FilPd with his Seed, accompliſh'd her Deſire ;. 5 
Till, by his Form, the Son betray d the Sire. Dryd. Ovid. 
To Pp eaſe her Gallant ſhe exchang'd her Shape; 
And, like a Cow, receiv'd the luſty Leap. Laud. Virg. 
She with a Bull in lewd Embraces join'd : 
Her teeming Womb the horrid Crime confeſs'd ; | 
Big with a human Bull, half Man, half Beaſt. Dryd. Ovid. 
e mourns the Madneſs of the Cretan Queen: 
Happy for her if Herds had never been: 
What Fury, wretched Woman, ſeiz d thy Breaſt ! 
The Maids of Argos, tho*, with Rage poſſeſt, 
Their imitated Lowings fill'd the Grove, 
Yer ſhunn'd rhe Guilt of this prepoſt'rous Love: 
Nor ſought the youthful Husband of the Herd; 
Tho tender and untry'd the Yoke he fear'd: 
Tho! ſoft, and white, as Flakes of falling Snow. 
And ſcarce his budding Horns had arm'd his Brow : 
Ah, wretched Queen! you range the pathleſs Wood; 
While, on a flow'ry Bank, he chews the. Cud; | 
Or ſleeps in Shades; or thro' the Foreſt roves ; 
And roars with Anguiſh for his abſent Loves: 


N 


e Nymphs, with Toils his Foreſt Walk ſurround; 
And trace his wand' ring Footſteps on the Ground: 
Bit, ah! perhaps my Paſſion he diſdains; 

And courts the milky Mothers of the Plains: 

We ſearch th* ungrateful Fugitive abroad; 


PASSIONS. | 


My Paſſion ſwells too high ; * 

And like a Veſſel ſtruggling in a Storm, (Riv. Lad. 

Requires more Hands than one to ſteer her upright. Dryd. 
bſtruggle like the Prieſteſs with a God; | 

With that oppreſſing God, that works her Soul. Dryd. Cleom. 

burn, 1 burn: the Storm, that's in my Mind, 

Kindles my Heart, like Fires provok'd by Wind: 

Love and Reſentment, Wiſhes and Difdain (Lanſd.Br.Ench. 

Blow all at once, like Winds, that Plough the Main. 
lie as open to the Guſts of Paſſion, - (A-la-mode. 

As the bare Shore to ev'ry beating Surge. Dryd. Mar 
— My Heart rebel'd | FC 

Againſt it ſelf, my Thoughts were up in Arms, 

All in a Roar, like Seamen in a Storm, 

My Reaſon and my Faculties were wreck'd, 

The Maſt, the Rudder, and the 1 1 - 

My Body, like the Hull of ſome loſt Veſſel, 

Beaten and tumbled with my rouling Fears, Lee. L. J. Brut. 

lam all Fire! my Paſſion eats me up! 

It grows incorporate with my Fleſh and Blood 

My Pangs redouble ! now they cleave my Heart Lee. Theod. 

My riſing Soul ſtrains to a higher Pitch, | 

Than &er it reach'd till now : Revenge and Love, 

| Fury and Jealouſy, and Thirſt of Honour, 

All rage and roul within my troubled Mind, 

And work the Tempeſt high. Hopk. Pyrrhus. 

And all within is Anarchy and Uproar. Rowe. Fair Pen. 

Clear me, ye Gods, and fix my Underſtanding 

To this one View, leſt I miſtake all Meaſure, 

And run to Madneſs, —— — Lee. Mithr. 

O Man me, Reaſon, with thy utmoſt Force, | 

Or Paſſion, with the dreadful Starts it makes, (Mithr. 


O ſhe has Paſſions, which out- ſtrip the Wind, 
And tear her Virtues Up, as Tempeſts root 
e Sea. -.--— Cong. Mourn. Bride. 


Amaz'd he ſtood, drown'd in a Sea of Thought 
lent he look'd : Then Love to Madneſs wrought 


N While they at Home ſuſtain his happy Load. Dryd. Virg. 


Will pon divorce my Soul from this weak Body. Lee. 


Ang. 
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And Grief with Fury mixt, which . forth 
BoiPd in his Breaff, inflam'd by conſcious Wort Ladd. hig 
And when the Mind a vi'lent Paſſion ſhakes, 
Of that Diſtu bance roo the Soul 4 84 * 8 
Cold Sweats bedew the Limbs, the Face looks pale, 
The Tongue begins to faulter, ſpeech to fail, 
The Ears are fill'd with Noiſe, the Eyes grow dim, 
And feeble Shakings ſeixe on wy Limb. Creech. Lycr, 
He's much diſturb'd; a Sickneſs of the Soul! i 
EF : - © "(Tiittn, 
Sole on the barren Sands the ſuff*ring. Chief 
Roar'd out for Anguiſh, and indulg'd his Grief: 
Caſt on his Kindred-Seas a ſtormy Look. 
Then, fighing from the Bottom of his Breaſt, 
Swoln with Diſdain, reſenting his Diſgrace, 
Revengeful Thoughts revolving in his Mind, \ 
He wept for Anger, and for Love he pin'd. Dryd. Hom, 
3 Spoken of Achilles, 
His Paſſion caſt a Miſt before his Senſe, (Pal. & Arc, 
And either made, or magnify'd, th Offence. Dryd. Chart, 
Our Paſſions always fatal Counſels give: | 
Thro' a fallacions Glaſs our Wrongs appear 
Still greater than they are. Hig, Gen, Cong. 
—— All Paſſions in Exceſs are Crimes. Hig. Gen, Cong, 
Our reſtlefs Paſſions, ke Tempeſts on the Main, 
Drive Reaſon from the Guidance of our Lives, 
And leave us Shipwreck'd on a barb'rons Coat. South, 
; | (Loyal Brother, 
_ . Great Nature, break thy Chain, that links together 
The Fabrick of this Globe, and make a Chaos, 
Like that within my Soul. Oh Heav'n unkind! 
That gives us Paſſions, ſtrong and uncontin'd, 
And leaves us Reaſon for a vam Defence : bg: 
Too pow'rful Rebels! and too weak à Prince! Dr. L. Trium. 
Pardon a weak diſtemper'd Soul, that ſwells 
With ſudden Guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in Calms ;. 
The Sport of Paſſions '——— Add. Cato. 
When headſtrong Paſſion gets the Reins of Reaſon, 
The Force of Nature, like too ſtrong a Gale, 
For Want of Ballaſt overſets the Veſſel : 
Then he's capricious, hum'rous as the Wind; 
Deaf and inexorable as a Storm: 
But ſtrait he cools, and ſiaks into a Calm; | 
As mild and humble as a Child corrected. ho, 
Now wiſe as Man, and then as weak as Woman. Hig. 
Paſſions, like raging Storms grow loud and high, _ 
When they are moſt oppos'd, == How, Veſt. Pit: 
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Theſe Starts are the Convulſions of weak Reaſon, 

When Fits of Paſſion grow too ſtrong upon you: | 

They may be ram'd, and brought from their Exceſs, 

And watch'd by Reaſon into Gentleneſs. How. Veſt. Virg. 
paſſions in Men oppreſs'd are.doubly ſtrong. Dr. K. Art. 
Great Souls by mightieſt Paſſions are rormented. Den. 

a Rin. & Arm. 

Virtue, tho arm'd, our Paſhons may ſurprize. Hig. G. Con. 
When with our Paſſions we make noble War. (Cong. 

is glorious to retreat, and Victory to fly, Hig. Gen. 
— — paſſions without Power, | 

Like Seas againſt a Rock bur loſe their Fury. Den. Soph 


So looks the {ſmiling Face of Day 

In Heav'ns gloomy black Array 

Of inoffenſive Clouds, that fly 
Oer the bright Surface of the SKY; 

From whetice appears the purer Light, 

More ſplendid by the Foil of Night: 

As Cloe, in her Patches deck'd, | 

Which more divine her Charms reflect; 

So Beauty reconciles Extreams 

And Brightneſs ſhines in jetty Beams. 


PATIENCE. 


Patience and Courage to ſupport Afflictionz, (Hom. 
Are Virtues which the Fates have lent Mankind. Oldiſw. 
For Love of Heav'n ; with Patience undergo, 
A cureleſs Ill, ſince Fate will have it ſo. Dr. Ch. Pal. & Arc. 
How oor are they that have not Patience 
What Wound did ever heal, but by degrees? Shak. Othel. 
Like ſome well faſkion'd Arch his Patience ſtood, 
And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. Oldh. 

The Night is long that never finds the Day. Sha. Macb.. 
There is between my Will and all my Actions, 1 85 
A Guard of Patience. Dryd. Troil. & Creſ. | 

ſee thou haſt paſs'd Senrence on my Heart, 
And I'll no longer weep, or plead againit it; 
Bur, with the hedies moſt obedient Patience, 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs them when they wound me: 
indeed Pm willing: but, I beg thee, doit 
With ſome Remorſe, and, when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity ; for *rwiil ſweeten Juſtice : 


Shew. 
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Shew Pity to me : Oh! and when thy Hands, 

Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling to. the Deed, 

As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand times 

To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 

When our ſtring'd Hearts have leapt to meet each other, 

And melting Kiſſes ſeaVd our Lips together, 

When Joys | Ava left me gaſping in thy Arms. (Ven. Pref, 

So let my Death come now, and I'll not ſhrink from't, Oy, 

[ will bear it 

With all the ſuff'rance of a tender Friend, 

As calmly as the wounded Patient bears 

The Artiſt's Hand, that miniſters his Cure. Otw. Orph, 
When did I complain, 

Or murmur at my Fate? 


— — 


- I bore my Load of Infamy with Patience, 


As holy Men do Puniſhments from Heav'h, (Pen, 

Nor thought it hard, becauſe it came from thee. Rowe. F. 
Vet, yet endure, nor murmur, O my Soul; | 

For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs? 

Do they not cover thee, like 3 Floods, 

And preſs thee, like a Weight of Waters, down? 

Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict thee, 

And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 

To Pow'r — Thou haſt done enough ? ' 

Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance, ſtay? 

Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours: 

Shall bring the Time of thyappointed-Reſt,: 

And lay thee down in Death. . The Hireling thus 

With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 

And often looks with long expecting Eyes 

To ſee the Shadows riſe, and be diſmiſsd. Rowe. J. Shore. 
But Patience is the Virtue of an Aſs, 

That trots beneath his Burthen, and is quiet. Lanſ. H. Lov. 


PAFRITOT:: 


Ae hated Tyrants, nor could bear 
The Chain, which none but ſervile Souls will wear. Dr. Ov. 
c He dares the Truth aſſert; 
He never plays the double dealing Part: 
The Patriot's Soul diſdains the Ti immer's Art, —— 
A Patriot both the King and Country ſerves: 
Prerogative, and 5 reſerves: | 
Patriots in Peace aſſert the People's Right; 
With. noble Stubborneſs reſiſting Might: 
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No lawleſs Mandates from the Court receive; 

Nor lend by Force, but in a Body give. Dryd. 
Good Heav'ns, how Faction can a Patriot paint: 

The Rebel ever pus the People's Saint. Dr. Abſ. & Ach. 
Gull'd with a Patriot's Name, whoſe modern Senſe 

Is one that would by Law ſupplant his Prince; 

The People's Brave, the Politician's Tool:! 

Never was Patriot yet, but was a Fool. Dr. Abſ. & Ach. 
80 Patriots, in time of Peace and Eaſe, . 

forget the Fury of the late Diſeaſe: | 

Imaginary Dang ey creaee's | 

And loath th' Elixir, which preſerv'd the State. Garth. 
How oft a Patriot's beſt laid Schemes we find 

By Party croſs'd, or Faction undermin'd*! 

. he ſucceeds, he undergoes this Lot, 

The Good receiv'd, the Giver is forgot. Cong. 


PEACE. 


Peace o'er the World her Olive Wand extends, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from Heav'n deſcends. 
Now dire Debare and impious War ſhall ceafe ; 

And the ſtern Age be ſofren'd into Peace. Dryd. Virg. 
Contending Kings, and Fields of Death, too long 

Have been the Subject of the Britiſh Song: 

Who has not heard of fam'd Ramillia's Plain, 

Bavaria's Fall, and Danube choak'd with Slain ? 

Exhauſted Themes! a gentler Note l raiſe, 

And fing returning Peace in ſofter Lays: 

Their Fury quell'd, and martial Rage allay'd, 

I wait our Heroes to the ſylvan Shade : 

Disbanded Hoſts are imag'd in my Mind, | 

And warring Pow'rs in friendly Leagues combin'd. Tickell. 
Charm. me, ye Pow'rs, with Scenes leſs nobly bright, 

Far humbler Thoughts th? inglorious Muſe delight: 

Content to ſee the Horrours of the Field 

By Plough-ſh-1:es levePd, or in Flow'rs conceal'd: 

Oer ſhatter'd Walls may creeping Ivy twine ; 

And Graſs luxuriant cloath the harmleſs Mine; 

Tame Flocks aſcend the Breach without a Wound, 

Ur crop the Baſtion; now a fruirful Ground; 

While Shepherds ſleep, along the Rampart laid, 

Or pipe beneath the formid able Shade, Tickell. 
Let Volga's Banks with ir'n Squadrons ſhine 

And Groves of Lances glitter on the Rhine : 


The rugged Bus'neſs of the War is over. Dr. Love. Tri. 
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Let barb'rous Ganges arm a ſervile Train, 

Be mine the Bleſhngs of a peaceful Reign. 

No mare my Sons ſhall dye with Britith Blood 

Red Iber's Sands, or Iſter's amine Flood, 

Safe on my Shore, each unmolefted Swain 

Shall tend the Flocks, or reap the bearded Grain: 
The ſhady Empire ſhall retain no Trace | 
Of War or Blood, but in the fylvan Chace; 

The Trumpets ſleep, whilft chearful Horns are blown, 
And Arms employ'd on Birds and Beaſts alone. Po 


ken by the Thames 


i 8 
Oh ſtretch thy Reign, fair Peace, 1 Shore to Shore, 


Till Conqueſt ceaſe, 3nd Slav'ry be no more: 
Till the freed Indians, in their native Groves. 
Reap their own Fruits, and woo their fable Loves; 
Peru once more a Race of Kings behold, 

And other Mexicos be roof'd with Gold: 

Exil'd by thee from Earth to deepeſt Hell, 


In brazen Bonds ſhall barb'reus Diſcord dyell; 


Gigantick Pride, pale Terrour, gloomy Care, 

And mad Ambitien ſliall attend her chere. 

There purple Vengeance, bath'd in Gore, retires, 

Her Weapons blunted, and extinct her Fires. 

There hateful Envy her own Snakes ſhall feel; 

And Perſecution mourn her broken Wheel. 

There Faction roars, Rebellion bites her Chain; 

And gaſping Furies thirſt for Blood in vain, Pope, 
For now the ſacred Leaf à Landskip wears, | 

Where Heav'n ſerene, and Air unmov'd, appears: 

The Roſe and Lilly paint the verdant Plains, 

And Palm and Olive ſhade the {y}van Scenes: 

The 8 Thames beneath his Banks abides, 

And ſoft, and itil}, the ſilver Surface glides : 

The Zephyrs fan the Fields, the whilp'ring Breeze, 

With fragrant Breath, remurmurs thro' the Trees: 

The warbling Birds, applauding new-born Light, 

In wanton Meaſares wing their airy. Flight: 

Above the Floods the finny Race repair, 

And bound aloft, and bask in open Air ; - 

They gild theirſcaly Backs in Phœbus Beams, 

And {corn to skim the Level of the Streams: 

Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous Face, 

And blooms, and ripens with the Fruits of Peace. 

No more the lab'ring Hind regrets his Toil, 

But EY manures the greedy Soil; 

Secure thy Glebe a plenteous Crop will yield, 

And golden Ceres grace the waving Field: 
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+ .dyentrous Man; who durſt the Deep explore, 
Oppoſe the Wiads, and tempt the ſhelfy Shore, 
Beneath his Roof now takes unbroken Reſt, | | 
Znough with native Wealth and Plenty bleſt. 
Nomore the forward Youth purſues Alarms, 

Nor leaves the ſacred Arrs for ſtubborn Arms: 
No more the Mothers from their Hopes are torn 
Nor weeping Maids the promis'd Lover mourn ; . 
No more the Widow's Shrieks and Orphan's Cries - 
Torment the patient Air, and pierce the Skies: 2M 
But peaceful fore the proſp'rous Times afford, . - 1 
And baniſh'd Virtue is again reſtor d. Cong. | 


PEACOCK. 


The Bird, who draus the Car ofJuno, vain 
Of his crown'd Head and 6f his ſtarry Train. Dryd. Ovid. 
Have you not oft ſurvey id his various Dies; e 
His Tail all gilde d o'er with Argus Eyes ? -- | 
Haye you not ſeen him in ſome ſunny Day, | | 
| Unfurl his Plumes, and all his Pridedifplay ? | 
Then ſuddenly contract his deuling Train, | 
W 


And with long trailing Feathers ſweep the Plain? Gay. 


PEASANT 


But now an aged Man, in rural Weeds, - Þ 
Foll'wing, as ſeem'd the Queſt of ſome ſtray Ewe, I 
Or wither'd Sticks together; which might ſerve [ 
Againſt a Winter's Day, when Winds blow keen, 

To warm him wet return d from Field at Eve, 
He faw approach, ——. Milt. Par. Reg. 

He milk'd the lowing Herd, he preis'd the Cheeſe, 

Folded the Flock, and ſpun the woolly Fleece: 

In Urns the Bees delicious Dews he laid, 

Whoſe kindling Wax invented Day diſplay d: | 
Wreſted their iron Entrails from the Hills, 5 | 
Then with the Spoils bis glowing Forges fills ; : 
And ſhap'd with vig'rous Strokes the ruddy Bar, 

To rural Arms, unconſcious yet of War: 

He made the Ploughſhare in the Furrow ſhine, = | 
And learn'd to ſow his Bread, and plant his Wine: 

Now verdant Food adorn'd. the Garden-Beds, 

And fruitful Trees hot up their branching Heads: 

Rich Balm from Groves, and Herbs from graſſy Plains, 
His Feaver ſooth'd, or heal'd his wounded Veins. Blac. | 


He | 
A { 
4 A 
4 
*- 
= 
-. 
88 We! - hs Yate” PORE 8 | TO 
Jae 7 5 TOTES 8 * 
8 FM ＋ 3 
> * "3 = 
Bo ä p U * hes 3 8 4 Ve 2 a 2 
EO : 746 39 Ay k bg 
#7 4 7 . 1 3 = 7 Bow 
— oh 4 8 9 4 * * 1 8 2 5 «- 1 bs 8 * 
Pe 1 wo * Ry . l f 
LE. WY * n 2 My 
A 22 wt * = 
= SI! 3 A 1 


2 .  —— ————  — — — CON IIA 
2 * — —t 2 p ͤ — Ip — — 
— E « ES. _ r 1 
« J ka. | XS C - — 8 4 Cl — y * 
— - - — — ——— — 8 gs — OR > 


' $1 288 
1 
14 37 + 

U. | | 

r 
o * 4 
if 1 


* , 
\ II. "> 
1 
ow : 
* * 
2 
7 F ; 
1 
"Xl F- 
_ 
y bot 75 
7 * 
Fi |. 
n 5 # 
N. 
439 
" 
"81 
. 
1 85 
f 8 
KN y 
F<! 4 
* 
NH 
4 
i 
* 
1 
£ 
E 
_— * F 
4 t 
Ys 1 
CH J 9 
1 
IJ 
| 7 F 
. bo = 
f py 
Mi 
1 i ſ 
£ * 
"NF. 
wh 
a 
1 
27 
9 
# a 
11 
4 
* h ; 
143 
* . 
Fo * 
3 
* 
3 
4 
- oF 
| # 
1. 
. x 
f 1 5 
12 
= Mm 
* 3 
1 
* 
! © | 


Did, ever and anon, by Turns upbraid her, 


Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her Look; 
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He travels all his Life in one dull Road, 5 

And, drudging on in Quiet, loves his Load; 4 

Seeking no farther than the Needs of Life, 

Knows what's his own; and thus, exempt from Strife, 

He cheriſhes his homely careful Wife 5 ſs 

Lives by the Clod, and thinks of nothing high'r ; 

Has all, becauſe he cannot much deſire. 

Had I been born ſo low, I had been bleſt ; 

Of what 1 love, without Controul, poſleſs'd | 

Never had Hanour, or Ambition known, 

Nor ever, to be great, had been undone. Otw. Tit. & Ber, 
We'll fly ro ſome far diſtanr lonely Village, 

Forget our former State, and breed with Slaves; 

Sweat in the Eye of Day, and, when Night comes, 

With Bodies coarſely fill'd, and vacant Souls 

Sleep like the labour'd Hinds, and never think. Lee. Theod. 
Thus in a Circle runs the Peaſant's Pain; 

And the Year rowls within it ſelf again: 

Even in the loweſt Months, when Storms have ſhed. 

From Vines the hairy Honours of their Head. 

Nor then the drudging Hind his Labour ends 

But to the coming Year his Care extends. Dryd. Virg, 


Publick PEN ANCE. 


— I met her, as returnin 

In folemn Penance from the publick Croſs : 
Before her, certain Raſcal Officers, . 
Slaves in Authority, the Knaves of Juſtice: _ 
On either Side her, march'd an ill- look'd Prieſt, 
Who, with ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, 


ö 1 
Jo Hes 


nd be 


And thunder in her trembling Ear Hamnation: 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow'd, 
Should'ring each other, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviliug; 
Some pitying ; but thoſe, alas! how few! 

The moſt, {uch iron Hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe Barbarity of human Kind, 
With Inſolence and lewd Reproach purſu'd her, 
Hooting and railing ; and, with villanous Hands, 
Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head: Inhuman Dogs? 

But ſhe ſtill bore it with the greateſt Patience: 


A burning Taper in her Hand ſhe bore ; 


And, on her Shoulders, careleſsly confus'd Wit 
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Th looſe Negleck her J cb ws 
Upon her Check e F h Was ip ad 
Feeble ſhe ſeem d, and rely fmit W. 
hile, dare fot as he trod the ff (obs I | 
Her Footſte all along Were marke; With Blood: les AL: DIL 

« kent (ll ſhe pafs d ending LY n 
Ber ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on 5 
7. ept when, in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, F 

eaven ſhe ſeenv@ in fervent Zeal to raiſe them 

nd beg that Mercy, Man deny d her hexe. W — 


" PERTCETMENOS.” Q 


— — TheYFate! "O28 6071 5 62 BNA 
Of Peryclimonos is wondrous to relate: Moor bacw 15:38 
To him our common Grandſire of the Main 

Had gi n to change bis Farm, (and,\chang'd, * 2 
Vary'd at Pleaſure, ey*ry Shape SAY Fey =: 5 
And in all Beaſts Alcides Hill def ** Sy | 
Vanquiftfd on Earth, at lengrh he ſoar'd 78 0 . 
Chang'd to the Bir d. that 7 the Bolr of joe. : 
The new- diſſembled Eagle, now eüdlu 

With Beak and Pounces, Hercules puyſy' Th Fe 


And cuff'd his man! nly Cheeks, and 15 85 5 fk I 
Then ſafe retir'd;, and toWyd in empty Sp Be e 
Alcides bore not Jong His. ing Foe: SE „„ 
But, bending his inevitable BW 8 


Reach'd him in Air ſuſpended as he ſtogd, 
rl in his Finke 3 the J Ws 

ight was the Woun t in the mew mg 
[The Point, and his Aebi . 503 12 


He wheePd in Air, and. Frerchy br his Ya in 175 "x 
His Vans no longer could his Fight tb _ r 
For while one gather'd Wind, one, unſupplyd, EY 
mage parooping down, n is'd. his — hag Side: 

the 18 


Shaft, hr e 
Nw his heavy Fall with weight reasd, 
Drove thro? his Neck, aflant : he \purns the Ground: (Merz 
And the Soul ifſaes Lg the Weazon” en, Ls) e — 
10 
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My Reaſons alwa ee made: 
— that * are tteſt t 2455 8 * 
— Arguments with, Eaſe are underſtood *.-_ _ 
Adapted to the Man, and clear to Fleſt and Blood! 
And Reaſon, to our Senſes clear and plain, 
Will quickly to the Mind Admiſſion gain: (Blac. FE 
O, what convincing, Force have Priſons, Wann Pain! 


th 762 45 6 «9 700 5 
j | 9 7 E R S. E U S. | 
. f ' 
] | | ; 
f * 


| __  . 
£08 | Not the wing d Perſeus, with be Shar” 
| Of Gorgon's Head to oro. oy re * 5 the Foe; ; 
Nor when on ſoaring Horſe he flew td aid 


And ſave from Mon — Rage the beauteous Maid. 
Such wond'rous Charms can Godlike Valour ſhow! "ny 


PETRONIUS. n 


Fanſy - Art in gay Petronius pleaſe ; 
The ae, 's an with the Courtier s Ka Pop | 


f Rs, PHAETON.. 


From Phcebny'! ſelf the World no hazard run ; 3 
Bur could not bear one Day his vent'rous Son: | 
He thro? new Waysthe * Chariot drove; (Cleop 
And all was Fear below, and Fire aboye. Sed]. Ant. & 


Siſters of Phaeton. 
Next he ſung _ hg, 
The Siſters | mourning for their Brother” Loſs; „ N 
Their Bodies hid in Barks, and furr'd with Moſs: 


How each a riſing Alder now appears, 
And o'er the Po Utils her gummy Tears. Brag. Virg. 


1 N T O M. 


Invol vd in Cloud s Jove's Siſter-Goddeſs flies, 
And drives a Storm before her thro the Skies: 
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Swift ſhe deſceyds, er ing on the Plain: 
Of Air condenf#d a Spe don ſhe made 
8 ou 125 ſcem'd the Shade: - 


And, what 
Adorn'd with Dardan Arms, the Phantom PA 


His Head aloft; a plumy Creſt he wore: 
This Hand appear d a ſhining Sword to wield ; 
And that { in d an imitated Shield. | „ e 
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Vich manly- Mien he ſtalk'd along the Ground ;'? 521? 
or wanted Voice bely'd,: nor vaunting Sound 
us haunting Ghoſts appear to waking Sig: 
); dreadful Vifions in our Dreams by Ni git: 
The Spectre ſeems the Daunian Chief to dare 
\nd flouriſhes his empty Sword in Air 
tthis advancing Turnus hurl'd his Spear; "2445 
The Phantom wheel'd, and ſeem'd to fly for Fear: 
eladed Turnus thought the Trojan fled ; _ 
Nad with vain Hopes his haughty Fanſy fed: | 
Whither, O Coward? thus he call'd aloudʒ 
or found he ſpoke to Wind, and chas'd a Cloud: 
e ſaid; and, — 7 once his Blade, 
With eager Pace purſu'd the flying Shade: 
y Chance a Ship was faſten d to the Shore: 
The Planks were ready laid for ſafe Aſcent; 
or Shelter there the trembling Shadow bent: | 
nd skip'd, and skulk'd, and under Hatches went: 3 
zulting Turnus, with regardleſs Hate 
\ſcends the Plank, and to the Gally paſs dee 


bs 2 phantom now forſook the Shrowd. 
0 


ew ſublime, and vaniſh'd- in a Cloud. Dryd. Virg. 8 


See! from the Brake the whirring Pheaſant ſprings, 
nd mounts exulting on triumphant Wing? 

hort is his Joy! he feels the firy Wound, 3 
Jutters in Blood; and. panting, beats the Ground. , |: 
h! what avail his gloſſy, varying Dyes, 1? 
is purple Creſt ; and Scarlet-circled Eyes 
be vivid Green his ſhining Plumes unfold ; zn 
is painted Wings, and Breaſt that flames with Gold? Pope. 


PHIL OME I. -2al? 4riT 
Then, raviſh'd Philomel, the 8 C 
he Crime reveal'd; the Siſters cruel Feaſt; * 
nd how in Fields the Lapwing Tereus rei gn 
the warbling N in Woods com Sina; ee 

le Progne makes, on Chimney-Tops, her Moan; _ © 
nd hovers o'er the Palace, once her own. Dryd. Virg. pf 


PHILOSOPHER and PHILOSOPHY. © 


With prying Eye ſome ſearch where Nature plays * 
nd trace the Wanton thro her darkſame Maze: | 
: G g 2 | Whence 


h 
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Whence Health from Herbs; hobjievves F 

How vital Streams in eiroling Eddies run, 

Some teach why. round the Sun the Spheres advance 

In the fix'd Meaſures oftheir — Dance: 

How Tides, when heav'd by pr eg Moons; o dune 7 

How Sun- born Iris paitits her ſhow'ry Bow. Tick. 
How tow'rds both Poles the Sun's fixt] ourney bends; 

And how the Year his'crooked Walle atrends ; 

Why from the Summers den Ger Shan the —— techines; | 

And falls to viſit ene | 

And then returns: Ad why the able Noon 

Drives on her Obäriet fafter thun the Sun; 

And in one Month does thro* the Tocisck 

| —.— the Grave Be Sun's 4 Year in walking th <4 

By what juſt Steps the 8 Liphts advance, - 

95 what eternal Meaſures guide the Dance. | 
47 when the adverſe Sun bright Beauties flow, 1 

ſtrike the Clouds, they paint the 1 Bow : 

And how the other Meteors rife and fa 

What ſtamps the figur d Snow, and moulds the Hall: 

And why the Water's Pride and Beauty's toft, 

When rietrods Winter binds the Floods with Froſt, cri 
Know'ſt thou where Darkneſs bears eternal Sway, 

Or where's the Source ofpycrtalivng Day? © " 

Why Eurus fans the 1 8 rn Regions, forge Fo 

Upon the Conrfſersof the balm ling Bret | 

Or why ſometimes the gentle Drevny 

Sleeps on the Waves, or murmurs thee? The Trees? 

Or why the Winds ſometimes their Pinions try, 

Whisk o'er the Plain, and batrel in the —4 

On ruddy Wings why forky Lightning flies, 

And rouling Thunder grum le in the Skies ? 

Know ſt thou why Comets threaten in the Air, vi ; 


AA Fs. 


Heralds of Woe, Deſtruction and Deſpair 

The Plague, the Sword, und all the Fo rs of War! 
Or why the drivi Hail with ruſhi | | 
Pours from oh high. and rattles on t e Ground ? THE; \ 
How hover Snows, and wanton in the Air, | 


Fall by degrees, mas cloath, the hoary Lear? 
Why des er Nel ful Showers lows 5 


aal Fa e a Jy blen ß beſtows ? 
And pot the Heav'ns are bert Wich gloomy Choo, 
Thich, ruſhing down, precipiea in Floods ? 
Oc how the Site? Hedks her ſelf with Obnr tl, 
Os. hoary Winter locks his frozen Arms? Broome. 
On Earth, in Air, 'amidft the Yes and Sleies, | 
 MountzinousHeaps of Wonderveſe ; Whol 


2 
7 3 


<< a; 


PH 
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Whoſe tow'ring Strength will ne'er ſubmit 
To Reaſon's· Batꝭ ries, o the Mines f Wit: "ED, 
Yer ſtill inquiring, ſtill miſtaken Man, 
Exch Hour repuls'd, each Hour fares onward p-eſs, 
And, levelling at God, is wand ring Sue. 
| That feeble Engine of his reas ning Wart. 
Which guides his Bealee and. combat his Deſpair z : 
| Laws to his Maker the learn'd Wretæh can g ꝗ¹] se 
Caen bound that Nature, and e Ni -idr 25d) 
" HH Whoſe pregnant Word did either Qcean fill; (ive. 
Can — us whence all Beings are, and how they move, and 
Thro' either Ocean, fooliſh Mann 
That pregnant Word, ſeut forth again 
3 w a hr oy ny r — 
or ev'ry Drop call forth , av n tor e 
Let 4 Each, her Fuicfal Wonders das 1 
And only lift thy tagging Revlon AP ia rener 
To trembling Calvary's aſtoniſh'd 0 YL 
Then mock thy Knowledge, and confaund thy Pride, 
Explaining how Perfection (ufer'd Pain, bo, 
Almighty languiſh'd, and Eterpal dy/d; © - 
How by her patient Victor Death was lain 3. - - 
Ind Earth prophan'd yer blets' with Deicide. 
Then down with all thy boaſted Volumes, down; 
Only reſerye the ſacred One: W 
Low, reverently low, Fern 
Make thy ſtubborn — bow; 
Weep out thy Reaſon's, and thy 's Eyes 3 
Dej ct thy ſelf, that thou may'ſt riſe; 
To look to Heaven be blind to all below. . 
Then Faith, for Reaſan's glimm ring Light ſhall gire - 
Her immortal PerſpeRive 3 7 bo 1 | 0 
And Grace's Preſence Nature's Loſs retrieve :. - | 
Ĩ hen thy enliven'd Soul (hall ſee, -- 
That all the Volumes of Philoſoph , 
With all their Comments, never eould invent 
| So politick an Inſtremeot; © 
Jo reach the Heav'nof Heav'ns, the high Abode, 
Where Moſes places his myſterious God © - © 7 
As was that Ladder which old Jacob reard, 2 uh | 
When Light divine had human Darkneſscleard; +; - 
And his enlarg'd Ideas found the Road, ar As Beek 
Which Faith had dictated, and Angels trod. Prior. 
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Stock PHILOSOPHY, lh 
——— — The Stocks thought 4A 
The Univerſe alive, and that a Sou | Ik 


Diffus'd throughout the Matter of the hole, 
To all che aft unbounded Frame was givin, (Hearn. It 
And ran thro' Earth, and Air, and Sea, and all the Deep of I. 
Thar this fixit kingled Life in Man and Beaſt; | 
Life, that again flows into this ar laſt': | T 
That no compounded Animal could die; . | 
But, when diffolv'd, the Spirit mounted hi i 
Dwel in a Star, and ſettled ia the Sky. Add. Virg. 


: Epicurean PHILOSOPHY. 
They think, ſince Gods gave Things Beginning, 
And ſet this Whirligi a ſpinning, | 8 | 
Supme they in they Heav'n remain, 
Exempt from Paſſion and from Pain; 
* frankly leave us human Elves, 
To cut and ſhuffſle for our ſelves: _ 
To ſtand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 
As Matter and its Motions jumble. Prior. 
So Atoms, dancing round the Centre, 
They urge, made all Things at a venture. Prior. 
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Me Phœbus loves; for he my Muſe inſpires; (Virg. 
And, in her Songs, the Warmrh he gave, requires. Dryd. 
O Patron of Soractes high Abodes | 
Phoebus, the ruling Pow'r among the-Gods; ' 
Whom firſt we ſerve ; whole Woods of unctuous Pine | 

Are fell'd for thee; and to thy Glory ſhine 
By thee protected, with our naked Soles, 2615 0/6 BU 
Thro' Flames unſindg'd we march, and tread the kindled 
2 OUR ERMT 2s Coals. Dryd. Virg. 


ipe thy Phœbus; and the Wood, 


„„ eee 


1 


Sing on this 83 
Where once his Fane of Parian Marble ſtood: 
On this his antient Oracles rehearſe; | i 
And with new Numbers grace the God of Verſe. Dr. Virg, 
ldol of the Eaſtern way: ; | 


Awful as the God, who ffings 
His Thunder round, and Lightning wings: - 
God of Songs, and Orphean Strings Lee. OEcip. Del 


— 4 


All Nations offer Incenſe at my Shrine 
g | | 4. 4 e mi © 41 
Womb 3 


Hopk. Ovid. 


| . Art 392 ; 3 

With Fury kindled, fro Ohm $ REN, 1 0-4 
ve is ample Shoulders threw.; (Dr. Homy 

| His Bow twang, and, bis. Arrows rattled as they few, 


| The Sun's bright Palace, -on high Pillars rais'd, 
With burniſh'd Gold, and flaming Jewels blaz'd : : 
The folding Doors difpers'd, a filver Light. 
And with a milder Gleam refreſnh'd th Sigh: „ 
Of poliſh'd Iv'ry was the Cos ting wronght, C 
The Metals vy'd not with the Workman's Thoughjtt 
For here the Figure of the Hezvns Was plac de. 
Here circling Seas the roumded Earth eHbrac d. 8 
And Gods and Goddeſſes the Waters E 5 
Egeon here a mighty Whale beſtrod ez 
Triton, and Proteus the deceiving Gd, 
With Doris here were form'd, and all her Train; 
Some looſely (wimming 0 painted Main. 
While fome on Rocks t F divide, 
And ſome on Fiſhes thro” the Waters LE LON Hs 
Their Looks were all alike; tho“ not the fame; © 
For Looks alike the Siſterhpod.became ; _ _ _ 
On Earth a diff rent Lands kip courrs:the Eyes \ 
Men, Towns, and Beaſts, in various Proſpect riſe, ©. 
And Nymphs, and Streams, and Woods, aud rural Delle. N 
Oer all, the Heav'ns refulgent Image ſh ines 
On either Door were fix engraven Signs. Add. Ovid. 
The God firs high exalted on a Throne 
Of blazing Gems, with purple Garments on- On, 
On ev'ry Side the Days, and Months; and Year; 


And Hours, and Ages, on his Coaſts appear 
| | Gg 4 Here 
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Here blooming Spring with flow! 5 Wrearhs 
Here Summe? Randy Wan . ar] 
Here Autumn from the 55 Vintage Tn 
And e Wiptes in We Fl SARS or Adi WA. 
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The — wit * dded Gems were br 

Apollo ſhin'd in the reflected Light: 

Soon as the Father ſay the rud: Morn, . 

And the Moon Thinjgg: with anlage + 

He bid the nimble Hours, wit oe Fours Sei 

Bring our the Stecde, the himble 

From their full Racks the gen ros 0 fa, 
— rofial Foams, and kat 6 Ons 


* - 


7 H OE N. I = 
— As when ., 
The Bird of Wonder dies, the Maiden P 
Her Aſhes new create anothe r. 1 45 


As great in 8 0 her (> . KG. 
gr m 7” 


So when the new-bo 

Her feather'd Subjects l ere adore the 

And, while ſhe makes her Progre re the 

From ev'ry Grove her num”rous Train's 5 | 

Each Poet of the Air her Glory ſing 08%, 

And round him the pleas'd Audience e we Dh 

*Tis the Arabian Bird. alone 

Lives chaſte, becauſe there ia but one: | 
But had Kind Nature made them two, 1 
They would like Dayes-and Sparraws 40. Roch. Wy, 


PHYSICIAN and PHYSICK. 


1 found them in Conſult: they ſhook their Heads, 
And, in moſt grave and ſolemn Wiſe, unfolded 
Matter, which lictle purported, but Words 
Rank'd in right learned Phraſe. Rowe. Amb. Stepm. 
For Hang- men, Women's. Scorn, and Doctors Skill, 
All by a licens'd Way of Murder kill. nn” 
Call our Phyſicians; haſte, II give-an” Tape © 
To ſave her. — Say, are theſe Wounds mortal? 
Raiſe your daſh'd Spirits from the Bartb, and ſay, 
* ae ſhe ſhall live, . will make you Kings: 


Give 


ee me his one, this poor, hi endþ „ 

. 0 1 will pardon you for all de Won, 3 1 

Which your Arts widen ; all Diſeaſes, Death, „ 
hich your damn'd Drugs throw thro the R 


The 7 2 Art in Ins © > 6, on 
ind ey'ry noble Remedy apply 2 
5 Wifh Emulation each effay'd RAR 
His utmoſt Skill; nay more, he pray d! 
Never was loſing Game with better Conduct play d. 
eath never won a Stake with greater Toi 
or e er was Fate ſo near à Foil: f 
Bur, like a Fortreſs on a Rock, 2 
yimpregnable Diſeaſe their vain Artemprs did mock; 
ey min'd it near, they batter'd from afar 
Fith all the Cannon of the med cinal War: 
0 72 Means could be eſſay d: 
'Twas beyond Parly when the Siege was lay d. 
Now Art was tir'd without Succeſs: 
o Racks could make the ſtubborn Malady confefs. 
The vain Inſurances of Life 0 
Forſook th'unequal Strife. | 
Death and Deſpair were in their Looks: 
0 longer they conſult their Memories or Books : 
| Like helpleſs Friends, who view from Shore 
e lab'ring Ship, and hear the Tempeſt roar: 
Os ſtood they with their Arms acroſs, - 


Not to aſſiſt; bur to 1 
Th'inevitable Loſs. Dryd. 
But neither Pills nor Laxatives I like; 
They only ſerve to make a Well - man fick : 
Of theſe his Gain the ſharp e makes; 
e 


\nd often gives a Purge, but ſeldom takes: 
They not correct, but poiſon, all the Blood; 
And ne'er did any but the Doctors Es 
Tbeir Tribe, Trade, Trinkets, I defy them all, | 
With ev'ry Work of *Pothecary's Hall. Dryd Chauc. The 
= e (Cock and the Fox. 

| So liv'd our Sites, ere Doctors learn'd to kill; 
And multiply'd with theirs, the Weekly Bill: 
W ity the gen'rous Kind their Cares beſtow 
Wo ſearch forbidden Truths, a Sin to know: 

Lo which, if human Science could atrain, 
I ne Doom of Death, pronounc'd by God, were vain : 

1 vain the Leech would interpoſe Delay; 

ate faſtens firſt, and vindicates the Prey: 
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Guibbons 


That Men may die, without a double Bribe: [os 


He that deſigns it leaſt, is moſt a Friend :- 


Oi any other Arms than Pen and Ink. Garth. 
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26 


from Arts Endeavours can we have? 

ut heel - nor is ſure to ſave: (Grave. 

But Maurus ſweeps whole Pariſhes, and peoples ey'ry 

And n6 more Mercy to Mankind will uſe, _ | 

Than when he robb'd and murder'd Maro's Muſe, 

Would' thou be ſoon diſpatch'd, and periſh whole? 

Truſt Maurus with thy Body, M--Ib--rn with thy Soul. 
The Tree of Knowledge, once in Eden plac'd, | 

Was 15 found, but was forbid the Taſte: 

O, had our Grandſme walk'd without his Wife, 

He firſt had ſought the better Plant of Life: 

Now, both are loſt; yet, wand'ring in the Dark, 

Phyſiciam, for the Tree, have found the Bark: 

They, lab'ring for Relief of human Kind, 

With ſharpen'd Sight ſome Remedies may find ; 

WN is wholly blind. 

From Files a Random Recipe they take, 

And many Deaths of one Preſcription make. 

The Shop-man ſells, and by Deſtruction lives. 

Ungrateful Tribe, who, like the Viper's Brood, 

From N ſuck their Mother's Blood! 

Let theſe obey; and le 


t the Learn d preſcribe, 


Let them, but under their Superiors, kill; 
When Doctors firſt have ſign'd the bloady Bill. Dry& 
What, tho” the Art of Healing-we pretend, 


Into the Right we err; and muſt confeſs, 
To Overſights we often owe Succel(s: . 
Thus Beſſus got the Battel iu the Play; 
His glorious Cowardiſe reſtor d the Day : _. | 
So the fam*d Grecian Piece o d its Deſerr 
To Chance, and not the Iabour d Strokes of Art. Garth, 
For fave or ſlay, this Privilege we claim, 
Tho” Credit ſuffers, the Reward's the fame. Garth. 
Phyſicians, if they're wiſe, ſhould never think 


Erroneous Practice ſcarce could give you Pain: 
Too well you know, the Dead will ne'er complain. Garth 
Machaon, whoſe Experience we adore, er li 
Great, as your matchleſs Merits, is your PoW r: 
Ar your Approach, the baffled Tyrant, Deaths: 3. f 
Breaks his keen Shafts, and grinds his claſhing Teeth. Gu, 
To him the 1 Pilot, ſmiling, ſaid, | 
You-need no Paſſport ro demand our Aid: 
Phyficians never hnger on this Strand; |, + 0 
Old haron's preſent ſtill at their Command: as 


” + 


2 

— 

Fc 

5 Mikes 

8 
1.7 


49222 Wm www DD tO — 


8 


tt. 4s <0 cc 


PI 


on 

Dur awful Monarch and his Conſort owe -: : 

o them the Peoption of —— Realms e | Garth: 45 
Now ſick'ning Phyſick hangs her penfive _— 3776148 
And, what was once a Science; now's. a Tra 
Her Sons ne'er rifle her m ſerious Store ; 
But ſtudy Nature lefs, and Lucre mare: 
I ſhew'd, of old, how vital Currents 93 
And the Mæanders of their refluent | 
[Then Willis, Wes fpontancqus Actions here, 
And whence invo | 
And how the Spirits, by mechanick' Laws, 
In wild Careers, tumultuous Riots cauſme. 
But now ſuch wond'rous Searches are rbb, 1 
And Pæan's Art is by Diviſions corn. Garth. 2 


College ＋ PHYSICIANS. 


4 


Where angry Juſtice ſhews her awful Face; 
| Where little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, 

That great Ones may ＋ e orld in — \\ © FROG 
There ſtands a Dome, Majeſtick to the * Th 
And ſumptuous Arche 1 its Oval che, 17 wy 
A golden Globe, place d high with artful Ski 11, | 
| Seems, to the diſtant Sight, A gilded fill 
This Pile was, by the pious Patron s Aim, 

Rais'd for a Uſe as noble zs Its Frame: 


29 . 
1 Lad = 


The Propagation, of that great' 


The lonely Edifice in Sweat complains, * 
That nothing there, LET St Ence, e, be 


P. 7 ＋ . 3 25 


There was a Northern; Natio "han bold, 
On whoſe dy'd Bodies; featfüftobehélek !: 250b haf 
Wild Beaſts Inſerib d, and rav wong Rivas were done 
Which their vaſt Limbs did Areadf fally ade n:? 1 
fierce they ſeem'd; as ready tc devq ttf b 


The naked Limbs; which the wild: | Mobiters bore... 


47 


untary Motions Here ma 5 


Not far from that moſt celebrated place, 11h 4 4 


Nor did the Learn'd Society e ur te 403:042 7 


But now thoſe great Iiſquirſes are rio oe; xd qide c 11 a8 
And Faction eat where 3 ſhone be Ss es 
The droopin : Sciences geglected pipe? : 2 7 5 ¹ if 
And Pæan's Beams with tte ine e, 1 . 7 
No Readers here with hecti cler oks are fc is TENT 


Or Eyes in-Rheum, - rhrg? Midnight Warching drowns: 4 


; vv 


— 
= 


Their hieroglyphick 2 aud ind ſmear'd/ 


Wich various ſtrange Forms | 
Lge ir Gra, which — dee. wa 1 455 

p Ic t S. The 
r 


Sir in his Gabin 6 W the 1201 Bt 
Yet could not with his Art avoid "0 
For Circe long had lov d the Youth in zen; 

1 Love, retus'd, converte to Diſdain: 
Then, mixing pow'rful Herbs IT magick Art, 
She chang' d his Form, w ud could not change his Heart: 
Conſtrain d him in a and made him : 
Wich * & Plumes, a hatt ring 25 eqs 


PILOT. 


so fares the Plot, obs hag 
— troubled Seas, an al bei on 2 25 
ives her to the Win b and, in Def} 


eg A 
Fut bis laſt Refuge in es Gods and Pray's, 1. Add. G. 
ty 

Can ſteer the the Shi in Baltes, by e performs | 192 5 3bA 
The sk ilful _ ca mang 82 9. 0 


Cant Shi — n , _ | 
an ſteer a Ship beca but be 2 
Govern, and carry her to his E 12 — 2% ft 
His Tides, his Currentys how to 1575 is Sails; 

What ſhe will bear in foul, e ay "IG 
Where her Springs are, as, e how 4.0 q flop hem 
What Sands, what 8 IR 
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The Forces, and the Natures of all 

_ Storms, aud Tempeſts: when Sou he Hall; 

| Deck k knocks Heay'n : then, then to manage | 
— the Name and Office of à * John Cat. 

As if 2. Pilot, that xg e 


To fit ſtillenl " whijlehhe ſteers: 
And toes nor make m nor P 


Like 8 £0 (al Slat elles bil 
Knew nothi ng 0 Or Ca 175 1 RE 
War. 


And did 4 e the Ma ; | 
_ Wiſe Wie Flory wrap Port a Tempeſt fi ear. . 45 
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racking oft to eateh the veeting Windd⸗ 


Fr bv 

Piry's that Touch within, which Nature gave 

For Man to Man, ere Fortune made a Slaye: 

Sure it deſcends from that dread. Pow'r alone, 

Who levels Thunder from his n e . I 

And ſhakes both Worlds, yer hears the rerched groan. 3 

Tis what the ancient Sage could ne er define ; i | 

Wonder'd; and call'd, Part human, Part divine: 

Tis that pure Joy, which: Guardian-Angels know, 

When timely they aſſiſt their Care below; TA, 

When they the Good protect, the Ill oppoſe. Steele. 

Pity's the Harbinger of Love. Den. Iphig. 

| Pity is the Virtue of the Law, | : 

And none but Tyrants uſe it Sc. Shak. Tim. of Ath. 

Pity does with a noble Nature ſuſt. Dryd. Auren. 

| Where Pity reſts, there Mercy too will lodge: L. anſd. H. Lov. 

We ne'er can pity what wene'er can ean ſhare, Rowe. F. Pen. 

—— — O do not, do nat ſpeak: nr oo 

There is an Eloquence in ſilent Pity, |; * | 

Beyond Expreſſion. ———<———— Hopk. Pyrrhus. x 

| Such Sanctity, ſuch Tenderaeſs, fo mid (M. Bride. 

Wich Grief, as would draw: Tears from Inhumanity. Cong. 
None are ſo hateful to the Gods, as thoſe Love. 

15 _ Nan N t in — oO nd. Her: 
nto her gentle Breaſt Ell pour my Sighs, 1 9 07 of 

Helm to my afflicted Mines? 


Thus 
The okil 


Li 


- 


Eo. 


Such is the Uſe and noble End of Friendſhip, B Da A 
To bear a Pert in ev'rxy Storm of Fate: (Can. 
dividing, lighter l the Weight, Hig, Gen. 


d 112 (& Arc, FM, 
Ch. Pal. & 


— — 


And ſaw a Qpirę of mourning Dames, hola, 
By two and twp acreſs the eommnian: Wayͤ r 
At his Approac — eruefs} Cr 
And beat their Breaſts, 2nd held cheir Hands on:bigh:. - 
Creeping and crying, till they ſeiz d at laſt | + 
His Courſer's Bridle, and his Feet embrat d. 
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And judge you to be number'd with the Beaſts. Rowe. Fair 


_— PL: 


"Tis thine, O-King, thꝰ Afflicted to reFreſ@s Aar an * 
Let fall ſome Drops of Pity on our Grie f; 
If what we beg be juſt, and we deſerve Relief. 
At this ſhe ſhriek'd aloud: the mdurnful Train 
Echo'd her Grief ; and, grov'ling on the Plain, 1 
With Groans, and Hands upheld, to move his Mind, (Arc. 
Beſought his Pity to their helpleſs Kind. Dryd. Ch. pal. & 
———— — Have you put off {7 bag 4 
All Senſe of human Nature? keep a little, 9th 
A little Pity ro diſtinguiſh Manhood ; © © i nk 
Leſt other Men, tho? cruel, ſhould diſclaim you, (Peg, 


% 


” o 


Objects of Pity, when the Cauſe is new, 
Still work too fiercely on the giddy Crowd: 
Had Cæſar's Body never been expos d. 


* 


Brutus had gain'd his Caufſe.— Dryd. Sp. Fryar, 7 
„„ 


Then on a ſudden came a deadly Year 
A dreadful Plague infected all rhe Kir: 
The Men, and Beaſts, -and'Fowls, and Fiſhes pin'd; -—- 
And Trees and Plants in one DeffruQtion j wad alt 0 | 
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From Neſis ſuch the Stygian Vapours riſe; 1 6 159 0 


And deadly Potions to the thiy 4 — 75 5 a 
e fell Diſeaſe 


u "Se —_ 
a 


Spreads, like a-Bark, upon-his-filtken Skinn 


And mark, in crimſon Streaks,"their burning Way; 
Low dr6ops his Head; declining from its Height, 0 


Now. 
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PAT 679 
Now falling Crow ds at onee reſign their Breath, | 
And doubly taint the noxious Air with Death. 
Careleſs their putrid Carcaſſes are ſpreadz / 
And, on the Earth. their dank, unwholeſome Bed, 
The Living reſt in common with the Dead. Rowe. Luc. 
A Plague, thus rais'd, laid learned Athens waſte: 
Thro' ev'ry Street, thro all the Town it paſs d, 
Balg both Man and Beaſt with pois nous Wind : 
| Death fled before, and Ruin ſtalk'd behind. 
From Egypt's burning Sands the Fever came. 
More hot than thoſe that rais*d the ee Flame. 
The Wind, that bore the Fate, went flowly on, 
And, as it went, was heard ro ſigh and groan: 
At laſt, the raging Plague did Athens ſeize; 0 
The Plague, and Death attending the Diſeaſe: 
Then die the Men by Heaps, by Heaps they fall, 
And the whole City made one Funeral. 
Firſt, tierce, unuſual Torments, ſeiz?d the Head; 
The lowing Eyes, with blood-ſhor Beams, look'd red; 
Like blvatos Stars, approaching Fate foreſhe wid: 
The Mouth and Jaws were fill'd with clotted Blood; 
The Throat with Ulcers; the Tongue could ſpeak no more, 
But, overflow'd, and di pwn'd in putrid Gre. 
Grew uſeleſs, rough, and ſcarce could; make a Moan ; 
Nay, ſcarce enjoy*d the wretched Pow's to groan. 
Next, thro? the Jaws, the Plague -reach'd ev'n the Breaſt : 
And there, the Heart, the Seat of Lite; poſſeſs'd: 282 
Then Life began to fail: Strange Stinks now cone .Þ | 
From ev'ry putrid Breaſt, as from a Tom: 
A (ad P:eſage, that Death prepar'd the Room. der err 
The Body weak, the Mind did ſadly wait 
And fear d, but could not fly, appronehi Fate: 
To theſe fierce Pains were join'd continual Care, 
And fad Complainings, Groans, and deep Deſpair. - 
The Body, red with Ulcers, ſwol'n with Pains, 
As when the ſacred Fire ſpreads o'er the Veins : 
But all within was Fire: ſuch fierce Flames burn, = 
No Cloaths could be endur'd, no Garments worn; 
But all, as if the. Plague, that fir'd their Blooo z. 
Deſtroy'd all Virtue, Modeſty, and Gd; 
Lay naked, wiſhing fill; for cooling Air, | 
Or ran to Springs, and hop'd to e - RTE 
And ſome leapt into Wells; in vain; the Heat, 
Or ſtill increas'd, or ſtill remain'd as great 
In vain they drank ; for when the Water came 
To th' burning Breaſt, it hiſs d before the Flame: 
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And thro” each Mouth ſueh Stre 
Like Clouds, they darken'd all the ambient 8 
The Pains continu'd; and the Body dead © 
And ſenſeleſs all before the Soul was fled : 


3 hg 
, #F 
4 * 


ams of Vapour fit, 
. 


Phyficians came, and ſaw; and ſhook their Head. 


No Sleep, the 


n'd and wea 


pai 'd Man's Deli 
Their firy Eyes, like Stars, wak'd all the Ni 


ght; 


8 


And when Death came at aft, it chang d the Noſe, 

11$ CIOIE 5: 
Hollow'd the Temples; forc'd the Eyecballs in; 
And child, and harden'd all, and ſtreteh'd the Skin. 

They lay not long; but foon their Life reſign: 
The Warning was bur ſhort; eight Days or nine: 


And made it ſharp, and-preſs'd the N 


Some loſt their Eyes; and ſome pr 
By Loſs of Hands: 


And they their Actions and themſelves forgot. 
And, tho” the ſcatrer'd Bodies naked lay, *' 


Yer Beaſts refugd ; the Birds fled all away; 

They us'd their Wings to ſhun the eaſy. Prey. 
pine, and die. 

Feaſt; 


at faw 


- 


And at full Meals they hung 
The Vultures afar off, 
Rejoic'd, and call'd their Friends to taſte : 


"he 


1 up their Troops in Haſte: 
Along came mighty Droves, | 
Forſook their Young Ones, and their Groves, 


Each one his native Mountain and his Neſt : 
| Sabhor ; 


They come; but all their Carca 


And now avoid the dead d 


Than weaker Birds the living Men 


But if ſome bolder Fowols the 
They were deſtroy' d by their 


The Plague walk d thro* the Woods: i 
Beaſts lay, and figh'd, and | nr and dy'd, like Men, 
The faithful Dogs dropp d 
And dy ' d at cheir departing 


Fleſh a 


All the Infected lay in deep Deſpair, WD 
RepoBing cocalng! Death with conſtant Fear: 


Pale Gho 
No dawning H 


No Thoughts of Help. 
Beſides; the fieree Infection, 


ay, b 


; n more, ing: oh 


ie Prey. 
n er Den 


ue of 


own in ev'ry Street, 
Maſter's Feet. G 


olong'd their Brea 
| fo ſtrong the Fear of Death ! 
The Minds of ſome did dull Oblivion blotz 


* 


aalen 


- 
= F " 


{till walk before their Eyes, and fright : 


s broke thro” their diſmal Night; 


vickly ſpread, 


When one poor Wretch was falFn, to others fled. 


One kilPd, the Mu 


rderer ſtrait caſts his Eye 


Around; and, if he faw a Witneſs by, 


ird him for Fear of a Diſcovery. 


| Thoſe 


TO f 


. Luer. . | 


Strait felt their Punifhmenr ; 


| A lafection a their Walks attends; 
ee much negletied! as their Friends : 
Like rotten Sheep, . rx i die A, * etched? tate! 


And none to pity, ot to 


—.— herd "midft bis 


Here, dyi ing Parents, on their 


It muſt be her ure 
The Husband a 


Some in the Streets, nea 
Which quench'd their Flame, 
Death now had $Id the Ten 


= 


Trpoſe Wretches too, that, aa to live on, | 
| feste Friends alone, W 
Or fled, or left jofe T ty * 221690 


No Flight could ſave, no Place cute de gh ee 1 74 


and 


d Ploughman burnt a 
55 {was and Famine both the 
e Ploughman was too ſtrong to 


Ht 
ir the Fou n 
ut W "their 
= iples wa the Gods : 
e Prieſts e not A, * Q ha I a 


their Fate. 
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891 Des dies z 


Too truly now are one, and 15 one 40 

That Couple, which the Gods did entertain, | 
Had made their Prayer here in yain : 
No Fates in Death could them divide; 

They muſt, without their Privilege, together both have 4 d. 


ve Death! 
* their on: . 


Eyes. 


— 8 22 
1 = 1 * 
LL. 25 1 * . 


1 be tr 


Thoſe, whom their hr Complaints and FRY: An 
Had forcy ro come, and ſee their Miſeries, 
Receiv'd ch infectidus, and che fatal Breath; 


An innocent Murd'rer, he that | 
Some rais'd their Friends A Pile. chat Office done, 


EF Return'd, and griev'd, and chen pre 
ror 19 rhis, anc aud! no 55 
Not one but ſuffer d Death 

Piocks 
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1 * 


Difea ſe, or Grief. _ 1 
reſi 'd his n 
3 1A 
te was gebe? + Ji 
ield ro 100 | 3 
Idren caſt | 0s 


There Children, on rheir Parents ys their aff. n 
be Friend, that hears "his Friends laſt Cries, _ _ 
Parts his Grief for wi 
_ * to cl 


Fat 3 at his 
Speaks his *. Heb b «Peach Breath: 
The Servant —_— — here be ſlain, 
Jo ſerve his Maſter in the other World again; 
They languiſhing together Ws 
Their Souls away together fl 
The Husband gaſps; Ss Wi 
dee fo qi 92 
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1 nes by: : . 


Sprat. Plague of Athens. 


Men flock'd from evꝰry part z All Places fill d; 
here Crowds wer © great, by 
ome 


the 1 kill d: 
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The other loſt his Pile by pious 


And ſtay d the e es Increaſe: 


Now no Religion, now no Gods were fear d; 
Greater than all the preſent Plague appear d: 
All Laws of Burial loſt ;. and all confus d. 
No ſolemn Fires, go decent Order us dt! 
But, as the State of Things would then permit, 
Men burnt their Friends 5, ngr look'd,on. Juſt, and Fit. 
Some, O imperious Want! a Carcaſs 17 en 
And burn their Friend upon another's Pille 

And then would ſtrive, and fight, and ſtill defend ; 
And often rather die, than leave their Friend: 


A poor Pollen? all that Fate had left! Ereech, Lucr. 
| Draw back, draw back, thy Sword, O Fate, 
"Leſt thou repent, ben tis roo late; 
Left by thy making nw fo great a Waſte, - 
By ſpending alh Mynkand upon one Feaſt, (Athen 
Ibo ſtarve. thy lf. at laſt. 2 
At length, Kind e de Sorrows: bade to 
0 8 


Freſh Breezes from the Sea begin to riſe,.. 5 
While Boreas thro, the lazy Vapour flies, (Sink 
And ſweeps , with healthy Wings, the rank , polluted 
Now ſprightly Strength, now cheartul-Health. returns, 
And Life's fair Lamp, rekindled, brightly buras. Rowe. Lac 


Ae that firſt complains, . 
Th'Advantage of the Bus'neſs gains: 
For Courts of Juſtice underſtand 
The Plaintiff to be eldeſt Hand; 

Who, What he pleaſes, may aver; 

The other, nothing, till he ſwear; - 

Is freely admitted to. all Grace, 

And lawful Favour, by his, Place: 
And, for his bringing Cuſtom in, 
Has all Advantages to win. Hud. < 
| e . 

— — And now the Muſee 

Sings how the Soul of Plants, in Priſon held. 
And bound with fluggiſh Fetters, lies conceal'd; 7 
Till, with the Spring's warm Beams almoſt releas'd + 
From the dull Weight, with which it lay oppreſs d, 
Its Vigour ſpreads, and makes the _— arth : 
Heave up, and labour with the ſprouting Birth : 
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he active Spirit Freedom ſeeks in vain; 
It only works and twiſts a ſtronger Chain: | 
WUrging its Priſon's Sides to bw Heb een 
It makes that wider, Where tis forc'd to ſta ß 
Till, having form'd its living Houſe, it rears. 
ts Head, and in a tender Plant appears. 
Hence ſprings the Oak, the Beauty of the Grove; 
ence grows the Cedar; hence the ſwelling Vine 
WNoes round the Elm its purple Cluſters twine : 
WHence get Flow'rs the Kyra, 883 bleſs, - 
Both with their fragrant” cent, aud gaw: m—_— 
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When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, my 
e ſtrove to repreſent Alcides' Fury, | bx 
n all that raging Heat and Pomp-of Madneſs, 

With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him, 

Wo lively drawn, and painted with ſuch Horrour: 
oon we were forc'd to give it o'er; o nl 
WT he Virgins ſhriek d, ſo faſt they dy'd away! Lee. Theod. 
Like a dull Actor, now I have forgot” 
y Part, and ſtop ev'n to a full Diſgrace Shak. Coriol. 


p LE ASI NG" 


pleaſing as Winter Suns or Summer Shade. Dryd. Ovid. 
— —— 'Tis ſtrange how't comes to pas, 
hat no one Man is pleas'd with what he has >: 
Horace ſings. -—— And ſure, as ſtrange is this; 
hat no one Man's diſpleas'd with What he is. 
be fooliſh, ugly, dull, im pertinent, 
ee with their Perfiua and the ir Parts con en. 
or is that all: So odd à Thing is Man. 

e moſt would be what leaſt he ſhould, or can. 
ence homely Faces ſtill are foremoſt ſcen, 

ad croſs-ſhap'd Fops affect the niceſt Mien: 
wards extol true Courage to the Skies; 


. 


ad Fools are till moſt forward to adviſe: 
b'untruſted Wretch to Secrecy pretends, © © 
WP bip'ring his Nothing round to all his Friends. 
Z Dull Rogues affect the Politicians Part, ; 
ad learn to nod, and ſmile, and ſhrog with Art: 
bo nothing has to loſe, the War bewails ; | 
ad he, who nothing pays, at Taxes rails. 
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684 J 
2 Thus Man, e © plain, Nature ſtrixes, 
_ to be _ u 5 N e | 2 row Ple 
ature to each alloty his proper Sphere [0 334i wind De 
But, that forſaken, we, like Comet _ JOE? WI 
Toſs'd thro' the Void. S rude Shock we're bas han 
And all our boaſted a Fj 155 5 oſt in Smoke.. | Af 


—— — or Pow! r, Or Faſe, . 
Men moſt affect in ment Lg caſe: 
Of this A feckion Vagity's rhe N 
* Tow thong eb its ac fl 
at cope of Fools, thro” which the 
Merit remote, and think the Odject ni ee 
The Glaſs remov'd, * — each himſelf ſurvey 
And, in Juſt Scales, hig hand Weakneſs weigh; 
Purſue the Path, for Which e Was deſi d, 
And to bis proper Force adapt bis Mi 
Scarce one, bur to ſome- Net might — 2 
Perhaps mightpleaſe; at leaſt would not Sens 
All Rules of Pleaſing in this one unite, 
Affect not any Thing in Natures: Spight. 35 


Baboons and Apes ridiculous we find; 5 ill 
105 What? For i} reſewbli Human kind, e. 
one are, for being What they are, in Leitz WY, On 
Bur ok got. being what they would be thought, N 
FPS * 
% Ring how poor z Trifle's all 1 2: = 
That Thing which here we — call! 


Since what our very Souls has g = 
Is hardly got, and quickly. 5 47a. ee 
There's no ſuch Thing as Pleaſure here 5 = 


The Fruit of Sodom wilt impair 
And periſh at a wa. are 

In Being, than in Fanſy; lefs 

And we expect more than poſſeſs is. 

What art thou then, thou win TY : 
More weak and ſwift than 5 

Whoſe next Succeſſor is — :| 

2 4122 Andi its Attendants Shame? 


Tis all a perfect Cheat: 1b : 

It — bur ſhine, and diſappear; = 
* Its Charms ate Sor — 885 J 
e e ribe of yielding Souls, H 
Which firſt berrays, and then controuls. : - 
It looks, indeed; — Diſtance fair; N 
But ſoon as We approach, | 'N 
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Th'ex erienc'd Prince ſure Reaſon had, 

Who {aid of Pletſure, it is mad. Orinda. 
Pleaſure, the Guide of Life and Miſtreſs too! Cr. Lucr, 
Delight's the Bent of Nature. Milt. Par. Loſt. 
What more can meſt ſubſtantial Pleaſure baaft | 
han Joy when preſent, Memory when paſt? F. . 
After the Fiercegefs of a common Pleaſure, | 
ſuddam Heavineſs 1 is natural. Lee. Mithr. - 
As Dangers in our Love make foys more dear; 
o Pleaſure's ſweeteſt, when 'ris mix d wich fear. 


N Dryd. Ah 7A 
The Pleaſures of old Age b rook no Delay, 
eldom they come, t ey fly away. Dryd. Aſſig. 
That Part of Bliſs is leaſt, Which we receive: (Cong. 


E The nobler Pleaſure fprings' from what we give. Figs Gen, . 
PLOT. 


O think what anxious Moments paſs between 

e Birth of Plots, and their laſt fatal Periods: . 

Oh! tis a dreadful luterval of Time, 

Fila up with Horrour all, and big with Death! 
ectraction hangs on ev'ry Word we Tpeak, 

n ev'ry Thought, *cill the conclufing Stroke _ 

eiermines all, and cloſes our Deſign. Add. Cato. 

W Conſpiracies no Tooner ſhould. be form'd 

han 38 8 Add. Cato. 

= Howlike Conſpirators, at their firſt Meeting, 

With Caution we e ſllent on each other 

Expecting who ſhall | Kart the Bas neſs hi r. ate. A Gen. 
WW Plots, true or falſe, are neceſfary Thin 

WW raiſe up Commonwealth, an pull down "(RSA 

. & Ac * 


os 


Ti he Pepiſh Bars. * 


3 hence began that Plot, the Nation $ Curſe: 
Bad in it ſelf; but repreſented work; - 
Rais'd in Extreams, and in Extreams eery'd; 
With Oaths affirth'd ; with dying Vows deny'd: 
Not weigh'd, or winnow? 'd, by A Multitude; 
But ſwallow'd in the Maſs, hel and er | 
To pleaſe the Fools, and. puzzle all che Wiſe* A 
Succeeding Thmes did equal Polly call; 


Some Truth there was, but daſſꝰd and bre. d ech Lies, {1 


Believing e or IS fy. boa. Abi, Kc leb. ws 
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From Heav'n I ſpring ; and Saturn was my Sire: 
The Pow'r of Pluto ftrerches all around; - -- 
Uncircamſcrib'd by Nature's utmoſt Bound. 
Where Matter, mould'ring, dies; where Forms decay 
Thro? the vaſt trackleſs Void extends my Say. 
So Pluto, ſeiz'd of Proſerpine, convey d 
To Hell's tremendous Gloom th' frighred Maid: 
Then grimly ſmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous Prize; 
Nor envy'd Jove his Sunſhine and his Skies. Add, Cato; 
The Raviſher thus ſooth'd the weeping Fair; 
And check'd the Fury of his Steeds with Care: 
Poſſeſs'd of Beauties Charms he calmly rode; 
And Love firſt ſoften'd the relentleſs God. 


POESY and POET. 


O ſacred Poeſy! O boundleſs Pow'r! | 
What Wonders doſt thou trace, what hidden Worlds explon 
— Seas, u Air, any uy Fans is. SKy, wi: 

at is not ſought and ſeen, by thy all piercing Eye? Cong 

O Poeſy divine! O facred Song! . — hin | 
To thee bright Fame, and Length of Days belong: 
Thou, Goddeſs, thou, Eternity canſt give 
And bid ſecure the mortal Hero live. Rowe. Luc. 

Lampoons, like ade may make a ſuddain Blaze; 
But Time and Thunder pay Reſpect to Bays; 
Achilles' Arms dazle our preſent View, . - 

Kept by the Muſe as radiant and as new, | 

As from the Forge of Vulcan firſt they came; | 
Thouſands of Years are paſt, and they the ſame: 

Such Care ſhe takes to pay Deſert with Fame! Wall. J 

Poets have this to boaſt; wirhout their Aid | 
The freſheſt Laurels, nipt by Malice, fade; | 
And Virtue to Oblivion is betray'd: 

The proudeſt Honours have a narrow Date, 

Unleſs they vindicate their Names from Fate. Hal. 
The Painters. draw arm'd Heroes as they fit: 

The Task in Battel does the Muſes fit: | 

They, in the dark Confuſion of a Fight, | 

Diſcover all; inſtruct us how to write. 

And Light and Honour to brave Actions yield, 

Hid in the Smoke and Tumult of the Field: 

Ages to come ſhall know that Leader's Toil, 

And his great Name on whom the Muſes ſmile. Wall, 
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| Riches and Titles et abe Lise muſt ends 

ay, can not, cv'n.in Life, your Fame defend: ; | 
erſe can give Fame; can fadin Beauties ſave, | 
nd after Death redeem them from the Grave: 
mbalm'd in Verſe, thro* diſtant. Times they come 


* KS: * : 5 
« 


eeſerw'd, like Bees, within an Amber Tomb. 
oets, like Monarchs on an Eaſtern Throne, 
eeſtrain'd by Nothing but their Will alone, 
Leere can cry up, and there as boldly blame 
„ nd, as they p caſe, give Infamy or Fame: ails a 
or, as the Sun, that in the Marſhes. breeds 1 
ding but nauſeous and unwholſome Weeds, 

AV ich the ſame Rays, on rich and pregnant Earth, 

o picaſant Flow'rs, and uſeful Fruits gives Birth; 


=) 


' " * 


o Favours, caſt on Fools, get only Shame; 

On Pocts ſhed, produce eternal Fame; | 

WT heir gen'rous Breaſts warm with a genial Fire, 

nd more, than all the Muſes can, inſpire. Walſh. 
But Honours, which from Verſe their Source derive, 
ball both ſurmount Detraction and ſurvi ve 
And Poets have unqueſtion d Right to claim, 
ik not the greateſt, the moſt laſting, Name; Cong. 

| Verſe comes from Heav'n, like inward Light; 
Mere human Pains can ne'er.come by t: 
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Me from the Womb the Midwife Muſe did take; 
She cut my Navel ; 'walh'd me, and my Head 


With her own Hands ſhe faſhioned 

. She we 8 ary me pre "9% 550] 
circumcisd my, tender Soul; and thus Dab: „ 
Thou of my Church ſhalt bes. 122 "ef V1 
Hate and renounce, ſaid nana 
Wealth, Honour, Pleaſure ; all the World for me: 
Thou neither great at Court, nor in the War, 
Nor at th Exchange ſhalt be, nor at the wrangling Bar: 
Content thy ſelf Witb the ſmall. barren Praiſe 
Which neglected Verſe does raiſe: 
She ſpake, and all my Years to cone | 
— Took their anduck DO: nor 160 8881070 
Their ſev'ral Ways of Life let others choſe ; ammo) 
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Their fetal Plesſures let them uſe/ 
But I was pern fer Dove, and for à Muſe.” CoM” C 5 
Poets are Oullies, whom Rook F: nd 0 „ 1 
And wheadles Wh e Bi 
But, when they hit, and et fel e _ 4% bai "1 
They ſcarce come off Wich z tate fving' Share, a 5 
Of all thoſe Fels, whi with.ill Sxars are curſft 
Sure, ſcribbling Fools, d Poets, fa the worſt: 
For they're a Sort of 8 8. e Fortune makes; | 
And, after ſhe has fe em Pools, forfakes 
With Nature's OA e 2 AP e Caſe; | Fe 
For Fortune 4 8015 al eee een 
In her own Neſt the Cuckoo We kind; „ 
O'er which ſhe bros t arch e chang] gling ind: 
No Portion for her den wander to Bod 1 
At Cong: 
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So much ſhe doats on her ade 
Poets, inſpir'd, write — 6 by a Mans | 
1 think their Labours ya with Fame. Cong 
icy from r Geer — | 
Condemned b want to BA te their pen 70 | 5 
Who mult, like Lawyer er ftarveorpl plead'; WP Io h 
And follow; right r * ascher Stincas tead : ; q 
But you jan, wealthy, pamper'd Heirs,” © on 


Who to your Countrey owe your . 
Let no vain Hopes ee Tedyce;. 105 
For rich ill Poets are*withour Ecuſe 0 


The Profit's ſmall; zud you : 
For, tho” true Wit Morita our Birth or Place Bos 
Degen? rate, Lines de rade th atrainred Race.” 1 Are 4 
pile an Wes — e Nees pen 
race the fa ms e e 3 
. to ved WTR cnt om 1M 14 
rp fr n but tout be ffilk 
Sublimely good, bY: r dee M. Roſe. . 


ave much to 


But few, oh few Souls, pre:ordain'd 


The Rabe. af Gods have reach'd chat envy A ff Mu 
No Rebel Titan's ſaorHlegions Crime, © Ap! 


bb een Hills 10 Hills, can thirher-climb : 
The griefly Ferry 67 Hell d. 
Ene ds Envrance, t Fog knew! 11 Goide. 
3 uſtiy xhen will sMortals fall, 
Whoſe Pride en aa ro Hezy n e Rok 
Before the radiant Bait a glimmr Lam au” 
Adult'rate Metals te the Stefligg Stamp, 
Appear not meaner, than mere Human Mes, 
Compar'd to thoſe w 'MIpirztion Maite 
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eſe, nervous} bold; thoſe languid an&remifs ;, on, 
here, cold Salutes ; but here, Lover's Kifs 8956 . 
us have I ſeen a rapid, headlong Tide. 
ith foaming Waves, the paſſive Soan divide ; 
Whoſe lazy Waters without Motion lay; 
hie he, with eager Force, urg d his imperuoy 
Number and Rhyme, and that harmonious Sound, 
hich never does the Ear with Harſhneſs Wound. 
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Wre neceſſary, but yet vulgar, Art?? 
r all in vain theſe ſuperficial Parts. | 
oatribute to the Structure of the Whole, r 
Without a Genius too: For that's the Soul; 8 
Spirit, which inſpires the Work throughout; 
5 that of Nature moyes the World about:: 
eat, which glows in ev'ry Word that's writ: 
Fris ſomething of Divine, and more than Wit 
elf unſeen, yer all Things by it hownaa:rñßWj̃ I: 
Wc{cribing all Men, but deſcribd by none 
ere do'{t thou dwell? What Caverns of the Brain 
an ſuch a vaſt and mighty Thing contain?  ___ -- 
hen I, at idle Hours, in raid thy Abſence. wourn, 
where do'ſt thou retire, and why do'lt thou return, 


* 


ometimes, with powerful Charms, to harry me 2 Wal 8 
a Bus ne of the Pay? 
| | orm. 


rom Pleaſures of the Night, an N 

| Whoever vainly on his Strength depends, | 

Wecgins like Virgil; but like Mævius ends 

WW bat Wrerch, in Spight of his forgotten Rhymes 

Wondemn'd to live to all ſucceeding Times 
With pompous Nonſenſe and à bell wing Sound, 

dung lofty Ilium tumbling to the Ground 

and, if my Muſe can thro' paſt Ages ſee, 

hat noiſy, nauſeous, gaping Fool was he; 
xploded, when, with univerſal Scorn, Es 
he Mountains labour'd, and a Mouſe was born. Roc. 
The Soil, intended for Pierian Seeds, | 

Maſt be well purg'd from rank pedantick Weeds. 

\pollo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes _ Fs 

\r the rude Rumbling Baralipton, makes: + ſens ie 

or none have been with Admiration red. 

But who, belides their Learning, were well bred. Koſc, 
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He, thar brings fulſome Objects to my View. 

irh nauſeous Images my Fanſy fils. 
And all goes down like Oxymel of Squills 

Wnltru& che ift'ning World how Maro ſings 

Of uſeful Subjects and of lofty Things : 
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Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright Ideas raiſe, 9 

As merit Gratitude, as well as praiſe: 

But foul Deſcriptions are offenſive ſtill, 

Either for being like, or being ill: 

For who, without a Qualm, has ever look'd 

On holy Garbage, tho' by Homer cook'd 

Whoſe railing Heros, and whoſe wounded Gods 

Make ſome believe he ſnores as well as nods. Roſc, 
Still green with Bays each antient Altar ſtands, 

Above the Reach of ſacrilegious Hands: 

Secure from Flames; from Envy's fiercer Rage; 

Deſtructive War; and all-devouring Age: 

See, from each Clime the Learn'd their Incenſe bring: 

Hear, in all Tongues conſenting Pæans ring: 

In Praiſe ſo juſt let ev'ry Voice be join'd, 

And fill the gen'ral Chorus of Mankind : 

Hail Bards triumphant! Born in happier Days! 

Immortal Heirs of univerſal Praife ! 

Whoſe Honours with Increaſe of Ages grow, 

As Streams roul down, enlarging as they flow ! 

Nations unborn your mighty. Names ſhall ſound, 

And Worlds applaud, that muſt not yet be found! 

O, may ſome Spark of your celeſtial Fire, 

The laſt, the meaneſt, of your Sons inſpire; _ 

That on weak Wings, from far, purſues your Flights; 

Glows while he reads; but trembles as he writes, 

To teach vain Wits a Science little known, | 

T'admire ſuperior Senſe, and doubt their own. Pope, 
Over our Paſſions ſtill they ſo prevail 

That our own Grief by theirs is rock'd aſleep ; 

The Dull are forc'd to feel, the Wiſe to weep. Norm, 
Such Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move, 

That 'tis no longer feign'd, but real, Love; 

Where Nature 1 s over wretched Art: 

We only warm the Head, but you the Heart : 

Always you warm; and, if the rifing Year, 

As in hot Regions, brings the Sun too near, 

'Tis but to'make your fragrant Spices blow, 

Which in our colder Climates will not grow : 

They only think you animate your Theme 

With too much Fire, who are themſelves all Phlegm: 

Prizes wou'd be for Lags of ſloweſt Pace, 

Were Cripples made the Judges of the Race: 

Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe, while they accuſe, 

The too much Vigour of your youthful Mufe : 

That humble Style, which they their Virtue make, 

Is in your Pow'r ; you need bur ſtoop and take: 
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tt how ſhou'd any Sign - Poſt- Dauber know 
oe Worth of Titian or of Angelo: 
ird Features ev'ry Bungler can commande: | 
o draw true Beauty asks à Maſter's Hand. Dr. to Nat. Lee. 
W Some ſecret Magick works in ev'ry Line: 23:1 
Wc judge not, but we feel the Pow'r divine, Coddr. 
| Cowley ! All Heav'n ſure filld thy Breaſt 
And made thy Pen indite ; . 
t leaſt ſome Angel taught thee firſt to write: 
e fate upon thy Pen, and mov'd thy Hand, 
As proud of his Command, | 
s when he makes the dancing Orbs to reel, 
nd ſpins out Poetry from the celeſtial Wheel. 
A Like thine was fam'd Arion's Verſe; 
hich to the liſt'ning Fiſh he did rehearſe : 
The liſt'ning Fiſh, that heard his Lute, 
Curs'd Nature, which had made them mute: 
The very Waves 
Became his Slaves; 15 
They laid aſide their boiſt'rous Noiſe, 
And danc'd to his harmonious Voice: 
The friendly Dolphin briskly ſails, as proud, 
ike Atlas, Porter of the Skies, to take 
A Heav'n of Muſick on his Back: 
With ſuch a Grace thy Numbers flow; 
Ind with the ſame majeſtick Sweetneſs go: 
lis Verſe was only carry'd o'er the Seas; 
But there's a Sea of Wit in theſe: 
Like thine was great Amphion's Song, 
Which drag'd the wond*rous Stones along; 
And cut and carv'd, and made them ſhine: 
A Work outdone by none but thine ! 
The Poet ſaw the Building riſe; 
„And knew not how to truſt his Eyes 
The willing Mortar, ready temper'd, came, 
nd many a Tree advanc'd into a Beam: 
He ſaw the Streets appear ; | 
Streets that muſt needs be tuneful there: 
He faw the Walls dance round his Pipe; 
The glorious Temple ſhew its Head; 
The Infant City to perfection ripe ; 
And all Things, like the firſt Creation,by a Word were made: 
Such is thy Verſe, which will ſecure thy Fame, \ 
Beyond the Reach of Time or Fame 
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dur beauteous Images muſt be allow d 
py bur ſome vile Poets of the Crowd: 
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Thou ſhalt their Malice and their Rage deſic . lt 

As round and full as the great Circle of Eternity. Spfr. 
Tho! in your Verſe the Nine their heauteous Ströhes re.y Ml 

1 And the turn'd Lines on golden Anvils beat, - (peat, 

= It looks as if they ſtruck them at à Heat, | 

So all ferenely great, ſo juſt, rein d. 1 

Like — 2 to human Seed inelin d, Fo 
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It ſtarts a Giant, and exalts the Kind- 
*Tis Spirit ſeen, whoſe firy Atoms rout; 
So brightly fierce, each Syllable's a Soul! Lee to Dryd, 
Your File does poliſh what your Fanſy caſ;; 
Works are long forming, which muſt always laſt: | 
Rough, iron Senſe, and ſtubborn to the Mould, | 
Touch'd by your chymick Hand, is turn'd to Gold: 
A ſecret Grace faſhions the flowing Lines, | 
And Inſpiration thro' the Labour ſhines. Chetw. to the 
n ix f id Au gat, ( (Earl of Roſe 
Thy Verſe, harmonious Bard, and flatt'ring Song, 
Can make the vanquiſh'd great, and Coward ſtrong ; 
Thy Verſe can ſhew ev'n Cromwel's Innocence; (Wall 
And complement the Storms, that bore him hence. Add. to 
Inhuman Sachariſſa! not to love MUS 
The Man, whoſe Verſe wou'd Rocks to pity move; 
E'er ſince Amphion lung, they Senſe retain ; 
And Verſe may ſoften all Things but Diſdainn 
As him, the pointed Lightning of your Kyes, 
Me, the bright Beauties of his Wir, ſarprize: 
In vain like him 1 ſigh, like him F mourn; 
For Waller's Muſe has Sachariſſa's Scorn, —— 
Like Sampſon's Riddle is that pow'rful Song; 
Sweet as the Honey; as the L. ion ſtrong. Stepn. 
ki One glitt'ring Thought no ſooner ſtrikes our Eyes 
! With filent Wonder, but new Wonders riſt : 
| As in the Milky Way a ſhining White 
. O'erflows the Heav'ns with one continu'd Light; 
ö That not a ſingle Star can ſhew his Rays; „ 
1 Whilſt jointly all promote the common Blaze: 
4 What Muſe but his cou'd equal Hints inſpire, 
And fit the deep-mouth'd Pindar to his Lyre? 
Well pleas'd in him he ſoars with new Delight, | 
And plays in more unbounded Verſe, and takes a noble 
(Flight. Add. of Cowl) 
But Milton, next, with high and haughty Stalks, 
. Unfetter'd in majeſtick Numbers walks: 1 
No vulgar Hero can his Muſe engage, Arn yo el 0996 
Lang ny. wide _ confine ; llow'd = L: 
See! See! he upward ſprings; and, tow'ring high, 
Spurns the dull Province of Mortality; 4 Shakes 


— — 
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To ſee the Serap 


ole Her Hero pleaſes, and her Satir 
From her no harſh, unartf 
She wears all Dreſſes, and 
ll Shakeſpear, whoſe uſeful Genius, h 
to Was fram'd and faſhion'd at a lucky 


On thee I will 


Let warmer Cli 


s funk in- 
Great Dryden next; who 
The ſweeteſt Numbers and the f | 
Whether, in comick Sounds, or tragick Airs, 
She form her Voice, ſhe moves our Smiles or Tears: 


If Satire or heroick Straigs the 


Numbers fall; 
{he charms in all. 
: 1275 Wit, 
W The Pride of Nature, and che Shame of Schools 
Born to create, and not to learn from Rules. Sedl. 
7 no quaint Rules, nor hamp ri 
With rough majeſtick Force he mo : 
| And Strength and Nature made Amends for Art. Rowe. 
The Bard, who firſt adorn'd our natiye Tongue, 
Tun'd to his Britiſh Lyre-this ancient Song; 
Which Homer might without a Bluſh rehearſe ; 
And leaves a doubt ful Palm in VI 
He match'd their Beauties where 
Of Love ſung better, an 


es m 


Poets and Stars ine 
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joins in Fig 
{pread Banner 


louds of Fire! A 
ſe tuneful Muſe affords 
fitteſt Words: 


VS. | | 
Bays: 1 
their Powers, 


Shakes Heav'ns eternal Throne with dire Alarms; 
And ſets th' Almighty Th 
How are you ſtruck. with; 
When Angel with Archan 
When great Meſſtah's, out · ſpręgad! 
How does the Chariot rattle in his L 
8 What ſounds of brazen. \ 
And tun, the Reader with't | 
wWich Fear my Spire and my Blood retire, 


elight 
NY | 
ſhines, 


Wheels, what Thunders, 


War! 


Criticks taught, 
the Heart, 


„ 

y moſt excel; 

d of Arms as well. Dr. of Ch 
See that bold Swan to Heav'n ſublimely ſoar; 

Purſue at Diſtance, auc his Steps adore. Tick. 
Phœbus himſelf, indulgent ro.thy. Muſe, 

Has to thy Countrey ſent this kind Excuſe :. 

Fair northern Laſs, it is not vary eget 

I court thee at: a Diſtance, bu | 

I can not act, my Paſſion is 


But I'll make 150 


\ 


n Light what wants in Heat: 
5 ſtow my longeſt 
ax crown thy Sons wick everlaſting 

y Beams, that reach thee, ſhall imp 
To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits and 
fading Fayours 


9 
x 


W'rs:. 


Froſt. Dorſc 
(ir Tho. St. 
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Come all ye Criticks : Find one Fault who dare; 
For, read it backward, like a Witch's Pray'r, 
*Twill do as well: Throw not _m_ _ Jeſts 
On ſolid Nonſenſe, that abides all Teits: ' 
Thou haſt a Brain; ſuch as it is, indeed: 
On what ſhon'd elſe thy Worm of Fanſy feed? 
Yet in a Filberd have I often known 


Maggots ſurvive when all the Kernel's gone: 
This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy Defence 


Gainſt thoſe dull Rogues, that now and then write Senſe: 


Thy Wit's the ſame, whatever be thy Theme; 
As ſome Digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm : 
They lie that ſay, thy Brain is barren, 
Where deep Conceirs, like Maggots, breed in Carrion; 
Thy ſtumbling founder'd Muſe can trot as high, 
As any other Pegaſus can 1 | ISLES 
So the dull Eel moves nimbler in the Mud, 
Than all the ſwift finn'd Racers of the Flood: 
As skilful Divers to the Bottom fal! 
Sooner than thoſe that cannot ſwim at all; 
So, in this Way of writing without Thinking, 
Then haſt a ſtrange Alacrity in ſinking. Dorſ. 
That poor Cur's Fate and thine are one, 
That had his Tail peg'd in a Bone 
About he runs: No body Il own bim; 
Men, Boys and Dogs, are all upon him: 
And firſt the greater Wits were at thee; 
Now ev'ry little Fool will pat thee: 
Fellows, that ne*er were heard or read 


If thou writ*ſt on, will write thy Head o 
Thus Maſtives only have a Knack, 
To caſt the Bear upon his Back! 
Bur when th' unwieldy Beaſt is thrown, 
| mw +.» will ſerve to keep him down. 
Tis beſt ſometimes your Cenſure to reſtrain, 
And charitably let the Dull be vain: EL 14 
Your Silence there is better than your Spite : 
For who can rail ſo long as they can write? | 
Still 1 on, their drowzy Courſe they keep; 
And, laſh'd ſo long, like Tops, are laſh'd aſleep: 
Falſe ſteps but help them to rene the Race, 
As, after 1 re mend their Pace: 
What Crowds of theſe, impertinently bold, | 
In Sound and jingling — les grown old, 
Still run on Poets in a frantick Vein, 
Ev'n to the Dregs and Squeezings of the Brain; 


Strain 
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5 P O 
rain out the laſt dull Droppings of their Senſe, 
And rhyme with all ? : 

Be gone, ye Criticks, and reſtrain your Spite; 
Codrus writes on, and will for ever write : 
The heavieſt Muſe the ſwifteſt Courſe has gone; 
As Clocks run faſteſt when moſt Lead is on: 
What, tho” no Bees around your Cradle flew ; 
Nor on your Lips diſtill'd their golden Dew: 
Yet oft we have diſcover'd, in their Stead, 


When you 5 
Attentive Blocks ſtand round you, and admire; 5 


Wit, paſs'd thro' thee, no longer is the ſame, 
As Meat, digeſted, takes a diff rent Name: 
But Senſe muſt ſure thy ſafeſt Plunder be, 
Since no Reprizals can be made on thee: 


| Tho! ne'er ſo weighty, reach a wond*rous H 
So, forc'd from Engines, Lead itſelf can fly, 
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All human Things are _ ro decay; 
| And, when Fate ſummons, Monarchs mult obey : 


4 2 3 PSs N 


Was call'd to Empire, and had govern'd long: 

la Profe and Verſe was own'd, without Diſpute, 

W Through all the Realms of Nonſenſe, abſolute : 

This aged Prince, now flouriſhing in Peace, 

And bleſs'd with Iſſue of a large Increaſe, 

= Worn out with Bug neſs, did at length debate 

10 ſettle the Succeſſion of the State: 

And, pond'ring which of all his Sons was fit 

Toreign, and wage immortal War with Wit, 

= Cry'd, *tis reſolv'd : For Nature pleads that he 
| Should only rule, who moſt reſembles me : 

Shadwel alone my perfe& Image bears, 

Mature in Dulneſs From his reader Years : 

Shadwel alone of all my Sons is he, | 

Who ſtands confirm'd in full Stupidity : 

The reſt to ſome faint Meaning make Pretence, 

But Shadwel never deviates into Senſe: 

Some Beams of Wit on other Souls may fall, 

Strike thro” and make a lucid Interval; | 

But Shadwel's genuine Night admits no Ray, 

His riſing Fogs prevail upon the Day: 

Beſides, his goodly Fabrick fills the Eye, | 

And ſeems deſign'd for thoughtleſs Majeſty : | 


H h 4 


h all the Rage of Impotence! Pope. 


A ſwarm of Drones, that buzz d about your Head. 
like Orpheus, ſtrike the warbling Lyre, 


Thus thou may'ſt riſe; and, in thy daring Flight, 
eight: 
And pond'rous Ships move nimbly thro' the Sky. 


This Flecknoe found; who, like Auguſtus, young 
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Thooghtle as Monarch Oaks, that ſhade the Plain 
And, ſpread in ſolemn. State, ſupinely reign : 
Hey wood and Shirley were but Types of rhee, 
-_ laſt great ae of Pe ogy ; 2 oh 
rguments, but molt thy Plays, perivade, 
That 5 anointed” Dulneſs Than wert made: 
Born for a Scourge of Wit, and Flail of Senſe : 
His Brows thick; Fogs, inſtead of Glories grace, 
And lambent Dulneſs play'd around his Face: 
As Hannibal did to the Altars come, 3 
Sworn by his Sire a mortal Foe to Rome 
So Shadwel {wore, nor ſhould his Vow be vain, 
That he to Death true Dulneſs wou'd maintain; 
And, in his Father's Right, and Realm's Defence, 
Neer to have Peace with Wit, nor Truce with Senſe. 
The King himſelf the ſacred Undion made, 
As King by Office, and as Prieſt by Trade: 


In his ſiniffer Hand, inſtead of Bal | 
He plac'd à mighty Mug of potent Ale 
Love's Kingdom to his Right he gid convey ; 
At once his Sceptre, and his Rule of Sway. 
His Temples laſt with Poppies were N h 
That, nadding, ſeem'd to conſecrate his Head: 

Juſt at that Point of Time, if Fame not lie, 

On his left Hand twelve rey rend Owls did fiy: 

So Romulus, tis ſüng, by Tyber's Brook, _ 

Preſage of Sway from twice ſix Vultures took. 

The Sire then ſhook. the Honours of his Head, 

And from his Brows, Damps of Oblivion ſhed lt 
Full on the filial Dulneſs: long he ſtood, _ | 
Repelling from his Breaſt the raging God; 
At length burſt out in this prophetick Mood. . 


—— My Son, advance 1 2 

Still in new Impudence, new Ignorance : 

Succeſs let others teach; learn. thou from me 

Pangs withour Birth, and fruitleſs duty 

Nor let one Thought accuſe thy Toil of Wit: 
—— Let thy Fools charm the Pit, 

And in their Folly ſhew the Writers Wit: 

Yet ſtill thy Fools ſhall ſtand in thy Defence, 

And juſtify cheir Author's Waat of Senſe : 

Let them be all by thy own Model made 

Of Dulneſs, and deſire no foreign Aid; 

That they to future Ages may be known, 

Not Copies drawn, but Iſſue of thy own : 

Nay, let thy Men of Wit too be the ſame; _ 

All full of thee, and diff ring but in Name: 
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ind when falſe Flow'rs Nhet' rie then ere ene, 
ruſt Nature; gon oy arena pres eig Ii i 2. 
But write thy be 0— 9]. —— DOE 51 
Fer Father ig Hire thy Mind oeh — 2 act; 
And Unkle Ogleby Page 
Nor let thy mouncatn Helly Make Pretence 
Of Likeneſs; thine's a 2 of Senſe; 
A Tun of Man: in thy 1 ulk is verijt; 
ot fore, thou'rt but a Kidorkio, of Wir FA 
like mine, thy gentle Numbers 5 0 Cre 85 Ic) of 
Thy tra ick Muſe gives &. Dep, 1 t mic Sleeps: 8 
Vit whate'er Gall thou ſet it thy ele to write, 7 oy 
hy inoffenſive Satires 5 ee 
In thy felonions Heart tho Venom {A 3 
f os but touch thy Iriſh Pen, and dies. 
5 bp _ us ns _ eb y\ to;parchaſe Fame 
a keen Jambicks, but am: 
eave writing Plays, and e 44 . 1 ere 
Some peacefu Prodaee inacroltick L 
here thou may'ſt Mate diſplay, and YA Way 
WT nd torture ane: poor Word! tent wand: Ways. oY 
He ſaid: but his laſt We yore {car 1255 , 50. 
or Bruce and Longvll bad a Trap ning Bard 
and down they ſent the yer N ar 
Linking, he left his Drugget Robe belind | 
| 5 ane e ya e . | 
5 e Mantle feli tot oung-,rT t's Pat 
Vith double Portion eka Varkes 15 Its. 55 ee 


We allow A you Benny” 304 We e di Namie Hen In 
To all the WN it: Ws. 3 
Ah! cruel Sex, will you dps us too in wer e e. 
| Orinda does itt that too reign, . 
Does Man behind her in 500g! Triu ph draw, a” 
And cancel Great Apollo's Salick Law. 
| We our,old Tice plead w vain; a 
Alan may be Head, 5 oman's now the Bran 
[They talk of Sappho;' bur, 975 the Shame! 
ll Manners il e 5 e Lu 7 of her Fame: 1 | 
Orinda's inward Beauty th ines fo bright, OE 
Tha, ike a Lantern's: fair; incloſed "mo 15 5 
It thro' the Paper ſhines where ſhe does Write. 
Her Wit no Mine of Death can cer 20 * 
dn ber embalmed Name it wil abide 
= An eyverlaſtin ; Pyzami 
We As bigh as Heay'n the %, as earth che Bat wiite Cowl: 
Oh. 
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698 ©. 
Oh had not Beauty Darts enough to wound, 
Bur it muſt pierce us with poetick Sound ? 


- Whiltt Phoebus ſuffers female Pow'rs to tear. |. .. 
Wreaths from his Daphne, which they juſtly wear. King,0y; 


Of umatural Flights in Poetry. 


Poets, like Lovers, ſhou'd be bold and dare; 
They ſpoil their Bus'neſs with an-Over-Care ; 
And he, who ſervilely creeps after Senſe, 


ls ſafe, but ne'er will reach an Excellence: 


And, tho? he ſtumble in a full Career, 14 . 
Yet Raſhneſs is a better Fault than Fear. Dryd. 
He ſaw the Way; but, in ſo ſwift a Pace, 
To chuſe the Ground might be to loſe the Race: 
Thus, when a Tyrant for his Theme he had, 
He loos d the Reins, and bid his Muſe run mad. Dry 
A rapid Poem, with ſuch Fury writ, en 
hews Want of Jud ment, not abounding Wit: F 
e re better p car to ſee a River lead? - 
His gentle Streams along a flow'ry Mead. 
8 from high Rocks to hear loud Torrents rear 
ith foamy Waters on a muddy Shore. Soame Boil, 
Tho Poets may of Inſpiration boaſt, 055 
Their Rage, ill - govern d, in the Clouds is loſt: 


* 


He, that proportion d Wonders can diſcloſe, 


At once his Fanſy and e ment ſhows. 
As when ſome Image of a charming Face, 
In living Paint, an Artiſt tries to trace, 
He carefully conſults each beauteous Line 
8 to his Object his 8 Hoke 2 
We praite the Piece, and give the Painter Fame 


. 


But as the bright Reſemblance ſpeaks the Dame: 


Poets are Limners of another Kind, ; 
To copy out Ideas in the Mind: 


And Nature is their Object to be drawn: 

The written Picture we applaud, or blame 

But as the juſt Proportions are the ſame: 

Who, driv'n with ungovernable Fire, 

Or void of Art, beyond thefe Bounds aſpire, 
Gigantick Forms, and monſtrous Births alone 
Produce, which Narure, ſhock'd, diſdains to own. 
The noiſy Culverin, o*ercharg'd, lets fly, | 
And burits, unaiming, in the rended S y: 

Such frantick Flights are like a'Madman's Dream, 
And · Nature ſuffers in the wild Extream: 


Words are the Paint by which their Thoughts are ſhewn, | 


Like 
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PO 
ke Caſtles, built by magick Art in Air. 
— nn iſh at Approach, ſuch Thoughts appear : 


18 But, raikd on Truth, by ſome judicious Hand, 
A. on a Rock, they ſhall for Ages ſtand: 
et let the bold Advent'rer be {ure 


at ev ry Line the Teſt of Truth endure 3 


On this Foundation may the Fabrick riſe, 

rirm and unſhaken, till it touch the Skies: 5 
rom Pulpits baniſh'd, from the Court, from Love, 
SA bandon'd Truth ſeeks Shelter in the Grove: E 


2 Cheriſh, ye Muſes, this forſaken F air, 


on 


5 And take into your Train the beauteous Wanderer. Lanſd. i 


Arts needleſs 


Nigures in Poetry. © 

Figures of Speech, which Poets think ſo ſine, 
＋ Varnith to make Nature ſhine, 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face; 

And in Deſcriptions only claim a Place: 


* 
* 


T But, to make Rage declaim, and Grief diſcourſe, 
From Lovers in Deſpair fine Things to force, 
WE Muſt needs ſucceed : For who can, chuſe but pity _ 
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The Themes of vulgar Lays with 15 
$ I leave unſung; the Flocks, th* amorous Swain. (Creat. 


5 A dying Hero miſerably witty ? ? 
WT But oh 


the Dialogues, where Jeſt and Mock 
Are held up like a Reſt ar Shittle-Cock! _ 

Or elſe, like Bells, eternally they chimez  _ 
They ſigh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. Norm. 
Di ine Poeſie. 


No more of Courts, of Triumphs: or of Arms; 
No more of Valour's Force, or SEL Charms: | 
juſt Diſdain, Y_: 


The Pleaſures of rhe Land, and Terrours of the Main. Bla. » 
Thou, who did'ſt David's royal Stem'adorn, © 
And gav'ſt him Birth, from whom thy ſelf waſt born; 


Ev'n thou my Breaſt with ſuch bleſt Rage inſpire, © 


As mov'd the tuneful Strings of David's Lyre : 

Guide my bold Steps with thy old trav'lling Flame, 

In theſe untrodden Paths to ſacred Fame: 99 

Lo! with 2 Hands thy heav*nly Fires to take, 

My well-chang'd Muſe Ia chaſte Veſtal make 
From Earth's vain Joys, and Love's ſoft Witchcraft free, 
I conſecrate my Magdalene to the: . 
Lo! this great Work, a Temple co thy Praiſe, 

On poliſh'd Pillars of ſtrong Verſe I rale: 

Too long the Muſes Land has Heathen been; " 
Their Gods roo long were Devils; their Virtues, Sin: Bo 


700 „70 
But thou; eternal Werd, hzft call'd forth me, 


Th' Apolkle, 16 convert thar World, fothee:- 
T' unbind the Charme, chat in fight Fables Tie, 


And teach, that Truth trueſt Swe; Erlen | 
have me Voice oh Fr 


Oler me glory, lory in my Cho 
Whom ſhould I ſin but hie, who 


This Theme ſhall laff ww — ſhall decay; 


When Arts, Arms; Kings: 4nd Kin doms melt ny r | 3 


And canit, Pow'rs invmnorat ! cn jt be, 
Thar this hig h Province Was feſerv'd fer me? 
N the ene the Ants ded denn Y! 


=) 


* +. 2 11 
dare be Jeſt 11813 * C371 vale 


Þ dare Inte of out, and ſhew]· ted ore, 

Than &er the jap ae . bef⸗ * - 
narrow Limitst eie, Wont ro 

To teach the 500 celeb fate che Pf. - 

E graſp-the Whole ; O More to Parts con f . 

Þ lift my Voice, and fing: o eee e 

Eng to Men and Angels: 

When ſuch my Theme, Te 
He, that did firſt — 


ER 


of oa grace, 


Convers'd with t gh 5 5 e + 
E. l 1 


Eldeſt of Poets? 95 eld 

When firſt it rute o'er oe: 
Chaos he a de could diſt en cell, 

How that Confufion into Order 

The laſting Iliads have noh do Joag, 

As his; and Dabongvstrjmpphant Song 

Delphos unknoway no 2 Ihe 10 SECS 
Burt that which 90 4 pe: Kr DAE > gs 


on n to the pi Pigs reveals. 
1% fro! a gheir Sew oy THR ders ſte 
In bound! Vere the F N Hars, too high, 


= any; Que 2a Deity. 4. 12. TT 
A. meaner Supject 1 with theſe we grace, 710 10 


A.Giant's fable on a Dw 5 ” 
Verſe ſhews Bl rich ineſtimable Vein, 


When, dropt f rom Heaven, tis thither "OY again. 5 


Of Bount chat he admirs our Praiſe,. : 
Which n im, bag? vs that . it, raiſe :. 225 


For, pp to Hear riſe ls; 
1 1 Manoab 52 S2 s Sacrifice ; 

So, wing'd with Praiſe we.penerrate the — Nt 
Teach Clouds and Stars to praiſe him as we fly :: 

The whole Creation, by out e groan, 


His: Fraiſe to cho and aſpen their Man. 


4 if 
vs .« 4 


2 


ir fy 175 benen ub — 


N 


100 


For that he reigns, all Creatures ſhould rejoice; 

and we with Songs ſupply their Want of Voice. 

Thc Church trium bant, "y thEChwm ch below; - 

in Songs of Praife t delten Uni ſhow : J 

heir joys are full, ods x pe&tarton | 3 

In Life we differ, but We Jom ttt Song. 

Angels and we, affiſted by this Art, 

ay fing together, tho“ we dwell apart. Wall, 

= Degen' rate Minds, in may Errours loft, 

May combate Heawh, and impjons Tri" pts boaſt: ; 
Ws Bur while my Veins feel anfrvxtit Fires; e e thts 
ad vital Air chis breathing Brea infpires; e 

WT Grateful to Heav'n, Il ftretch a pus Wing ; fOroit: 
nd ſing bis Praife, who gave e Pow? to 6s. 6 2204 4 


 Pindarith pony. 


If Life hood a well- order'd Poem be, 
In which he only hits the White 
Who joins tree Profit wirk the beſt Delight, 
The more Heroick Strait let orhers take; 
Mine the Pindarick Way IH make: 
The Matter ſhall be grave, the Numbers looſe and Ke: 
It (hall not keep one rt „ 
In the ſame Tune it ſhall not 9}; chime 
Nor ſhall each Day juſt fo His Netgh bour rhignat : 
A thouſand Liberties it ſhall 8 9 80 
And yet ſhall manage all witho * Offegce, 
Or to the Sweetneſs of the Bug or Greatneſsof the Senſes 
Nor ſhall it never from one Subjeé fart, | 
Nor ſach Tranſitions to depart, 
Nor its ſet Way o'er Stiles and Bridges make, 1 
„Nor through e take; or | 
As if it fear'd ſome Treſpaſs commit, ; 
When the wide Air's a Road för it. 
Stop, 88 my Muſe, allay thy vig' rous Heat, 
Kindled-at a Hint ſo g reat, | 
Hold thy Pindarick Pegaſus cloſely i oY 
| Which does to Rage begin, 
And this ſteep Hill would gallop vp wich vi jen Courſe; 
Tis an unruly, and'a hard:montt'@'F 5 * 
Fieree, and unbroken yet, | 
& Impatient of the Spur e ; N 
| Now praunces ſtately, and anon flies o'er Hs is Piles?” 
Diſaains the ſeryile Law. of any ſettled Pace, 
Conſcious and proud of his own nat*ral Force, 
Twill no unskilful Touch enduree. 
| But Aings. Writer and Reader too, that fits not fre. Cowl.” 
ned,. 
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Was firſt 


So right, that eviry Step may higher riſe, 


But not an Elegy, nor writ with Skill, Norm. 


PO 
Comedy o 
At Athens firſt old Comedy began, | 
When round the Streets the moting Actors ran; 
In Country Villages and croſſing Ways, 
Contending for the Prizes of their Plays: 
And glad, with Bacchus, on the 17 y Soil, 
Leap d o'er the Skins of Goats beſmear d with Oil: 
Thus Roman Youth, deriv'd from ruin'd Troy, 
In rude Saturnian Rhymes 2 their Joy : 

With Taunts, and Laughter loud, their Audience pleaſe, 
Deform'd with Vizards, cut from Barks of Trees. Dr.Virg, 
In her beſt Light the Comick Muſe appears, 

When ſhe, with borrow'd Pride, the Buskin wears: 

So when Nurſe Nokes to act young Ammon tries, 
With — long Chin, and fooliſh Eyes; 
With dangling ands he ſtrokes th imperial Robe, 
And, with a Cuckold's Air, commands the Globe: 

The Pomp and Sound the whole Buffoon diſplay d, 
And Ammon's Son more Mirth than Gomez made, Smith, 


Elegy. 


Soft Elegy, defign'd for Grief and Tears 
py, Cen Gan ſome mournful Herſe: 


—  .- 


J ESTI ST ( > =apas — Vw , 


Since, to a brisker Note, tis taught to move, 

And cloaths our gayeſt Paſſions, 1 and Love. Oldh. Hor. 
The Elegy, of ſweet, bur folemn, Voice, 

And of a Subject grave exacts the Choice; 

'The Praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit, contains ; 

And there too, off, deſpairing Love complains: 

In vain alas ! for who by Wir is mov'd ? 

That Phoenix ſhe deſerves to be belov d: 

But noiſy Nonſenſe, and ſuch Fops as vex 

Mankind, taKe moſt with that fantaſtick Sex. 

This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew: 

The Many raiſe the Value of the Few. 

Their greateft Fault, who in this Kind have writ, 

Is not Defe& in Words, nor Want of Wit: 

But, ſhould the Muſe harmonious Numbers yield. 

And ev'ry 8 be with Fanſy fill'd !. 

If yet a juſt Coherence be not made e 

Between each Thought, and the whole Model laid 


Like goodly Mountains, till they reach the Skies; 
Tis Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will; 
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OY 
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Figem. 
Thus does the little Epigram — aber 
nd charm us with its Miniacure Wie:. 
While tedious Authors give the Reader Pain, 
Weary his Thoughts, and make him toil in vain; 


Vben in leſs Volumes we more Pleaſure find 
And what diverts, {till beſt informs the Mind. Yald. 


Ode. 
= The Ode is bold, — . 
W She mounts to Heav'n in ber ambitious Flight 
W Amongſt the Gods and Heroes takes Delight: 
Of Piſa's Wreſtlers tells the ſinewy Force 
And fings the duſty Conqu'rour's glorious. Courſe : 
Jo Simois' Streams it fierce Achilles brings, 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britain's Kings : 
Sometimes ſhe flies, like an induſtrious Bee, 
And robs the Flow'rs by Nature's Chymiſtry ; 
Deſcribes the 1 's Dances, Feaſts, and Bliſs, 
And boaſts from. 17 to 2 a Kiſs, 
When gently ſhe refiſts with feign'd Remorſe, 
| That what ſhe grants may ſeem to be by Force: 
Her gen'rous Style at Random oft will part. 
And by a brave Diſorder ſhews her Art. Soame. Boil, 


. | A higher Flight Ihen Elegy] and of a happier Force 


Are Odes, the Muſes moſt unruly. Horſe ; 
That bounds fo fierce, the Rider has no Reſt, 
W But foams at Mouth, and moves like one poſſeſs'd: 
The Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir d, 
With Fury too, as well as Fanſy, fir d: 
Tho' all appear in Heat and Fury done, 
The Language ſtill muſt ſoft and eaſy run: 
Theſe Laws may ſeem a little too ſevere, 
But Judgment yields, and Fanſy governs there; 
Which, tho' extravagant, this Muſe allows, 


And makes the Work much eaſier than it ſhews. Norm. 


Paſtoral Poetry. 
As a fair Nymphs when riſing from her Bed, 
With ſparkling DYmonds dreſſes not her Head; 
But, withour Gold, or Pearl, or coſtly Scents, 
Gathers from neighb'ring Fields her Ornaments : 
Such, lovely in its Dreſs, but plain withal, 
Ought to appear a perfect Paſtoral: 
Its humble Method nothing has of fierce, 
But hates the. rattling of a lofty Verſe: 


There, native Beauty pleaſes and * 
And never, with harſh Souffds, the Ear affti hrs; 
It ſings of Gardens, Fields; of Flows, and vat; 
Teaches the Shepherds how totuiſe cm Flute 
Of Loves Reware 
Daphne a: Tree, Narriſſus madera/Flowty 

Ang by, what Means the Eclogue yet has dow'r { ai n 


To malte the W Woods worthy vConquerous.: : Soar; duvet 4 


; Songs} 

And next, of Songs, which now fo-mucly rOSnil, 2:17 
Without his Sötig, 6 Pops: 1 E be found: EO 220k 90 
A moſt — eaves, Whleh he draws” 2 211 J cen 

On all he meet ff AfottvsLaws:: 4M 
Tho” nothing feèm more 20 yer fio- Part” : 2360 bol 
Of Poetry requires nicer Art:: Gente 1 


For, as in Rows of richeſt Pratt there nes 1 221 1 hol 


Many a Blemiſh, that eſcapes dur Eyes; 
The leaft of w ich Defect 515 Is pia 0 ew 1007 

In Hy mall 

So Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfektion W 
Exact Propriety of Wo hs and Th dent; * 

——— 555 anch the Fanſy hi 

Yet that nor ſeem to creep, 2 — 

No Wordstranſpos'd, but in' ſueh Order a, 

As, tho hard wrought, wy ſcem by Chanch tote. Now, 
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To wake che Su by2 ider Srrokes e:; 


To raiſe the Genius, and ti mend the Ae | 
To make Mankind in eonſeidus Virtue hold. rin . 
Live oer each Scene, anch he what N iis off 


For this the Tragick Muſe firſt tre thenStaitey” - ne 1 off 
Commanding Tears te ſtreum thto! ev Age gf 21 5.6 . | 


Tyrants no more their ſavage Nature keptio t 
And Foes to Virtue wonder d how they Wer.” . 1 


Epict Poetry. 


By painful 8 we T. at laſt got U | 
Parnaſſus Hill, on uh 1 1 7 2 yer 1 rig) £2 
'The Epick Poets o eie 0 1uiil. 4160 __ 
And with juſt Pride beholetthe ral below) 3 WO þ 
Heroick Poetys"Wave4JjuftPreteriee it © 1h pm mot 1491 0 oY 
To be the utmoſt. Reach of naß Seats; 2867 Sh 70 0 05 5 
A Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, 
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omer and Virgil! with what awful Sound 
o theſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound ? 
itt as a Changeling ſeems before the reſt 


N a pF 
F 7 05 


Mea, or rather as 2 lee 8 
o theſe gigantick Souls amas d we fing 
5 \s much above the reſt of human Kind: 2 


Nature's whole Strength united! Endleſs Fame | , ©, - 
WA od univerſal Shouts attend their Name. Norm. 
5 Poetical Inſcriptions. | 
WF Grcat Pollio, thou for whom thy Rome prepares 
e ready Triumphs of thy finiſh'd Wars; 1A 
mile on my Verſe. Is there in Fate an Hour, 2 S 
ro (well my Numbers with-my Emperour? | 
Ws there in Fate an Hourreſerv'd for me, ; ne; A 
o fog thy Deeds in Numbers W 2 Enk 
a Numbers, like to thine; cquld I xehearſe. . ,. 
WT hy lofty Tragick Scenes, thy labour'd Vere, 14.0 
WT he World another Sophocles in thee, | 
Another Homer ſhould behold in me. 
WA midit the Laurel on * Front divine, | | 
5 _ my m— bug RE 7 Ill be thi 251 
Thine was my earlieſt Mule, my lat 12 thine. 4 
| Staff. & Dryd. Yirg+ 
. firſt transferr'd to Rome Silician Strains A 23000 
Nor bluſh'd the Dorick Muſe to dwell on „2 Plains: 
hat when I try'd her tender Voice, too young, 72 
and ighring Kings, and bloody Battels ſung ; | 
WA pollo check'd my Pride, and bid me feed 
My fati ning Flocks; nor dare beyond the Reed: 
Admoniſh'd thus, while ev'ry Pen prepares, 
Lo ling thy Praiſes, Varus, and thy Wars; 
My Paſt'ral Muſe her humble Tribute brings; 
And yet not wholly uninſpir'dſhe ſings 
2 For all who read; and, reading, not diſdain 
; Theſe rural Poems, and their lowly Strain, 
The Name of Varus oft inſcrib'd. ſhall ſee, 

In every Grove, and ev'ry vocal Tree, 
And all the ſylvan Reign ſhall ſing of the. 

hy Name, to Phœbus and the Muſes known, 
Shal! in the Front of every Page be ſhown: _: 
For he, who lings thy Praiſe, ſecures his n. Virg. 
A And you, great Prince, whoſe Empire's unconfin'd | 
ak urb and Seas, yet narrower than your Mind. 

hall I, beginning with theſe rural Lays, : + 


— 


Ever my Muſe to ſuch Perfection raiſe, 


As without Raſhneſs to attempt your Praiſe, 
Andi 
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706 PO 

And thro? the Subject World your Deeds rehearſe? 

Deeds worthy of the Majeſty of Verſe ! 

My Firſt Fruits now I to your Altar bring: 

You, with a riper Muſe, I laſt will fing. Chet. Virg. 
To thee, O Montague, theſe Strains are ſang : 

For thee my Voice is tun'd, and ſpeaking Lyre is ſtrung: 

For ev'ry Grace of ev'ry Muſe is thine; , 

In thee their various Fires united ſhine ; - 

Darling of Phoebus and the tuneful Nine! 

To thee alone I dare my Song commend, 

Whoſe Nature can forgive, and"Pow'r defend; z , 

And ſhew, by Turns, the Patron and the Friend: 

O, had your Genius been to Leiſure born, 

And not more bound to aid us than adorn ; 

Albion in Verſe with antient Greece had vy'd, 

And gain'dalone a Fame, which there ſev'n States divide. 
Meccenas, now thy needful Succour bring: 

O thou, the better Part of my Renown, 

Inſpire thy Poet, and thy Poem crown: 

Embark with me, while I new Tracks explore, 

With flying Sails, and Breezes from the Shore: 


O ſteer my Veſſel with a ſteddy Hand; 


And coaſt along the Shore in ſight of Land. 

Without thee nothing lofty can [ ling: 3 

Come then; and, with thy ſelf, thy Genius bring: 

With which inſpir'd, I brook no dull Delay; 

Cytheron loudly calls me to my Way ; 8 | 

Thy Hounds, Taygetus, open, and purſue their Prey. Dr. Vi. 
true Deſcendant of a Patriot Line, 4 

Who, whilit thou ſhar'ſt their Luſtre, lend'ſt them thine: - 

Vouchſafe this Picture of thy ſelf to ſe:: 

*Tis ſo far good, as it reſembles thee : 

The Beauties to th' Original I owe ; 

Which when I miſs, my own Defects I ſhow : 

Nor think the Kindred Muſes thy Diſgrace ; 

A Poet is not born in ev'ry Race: 

Two of a Houſe few Ages can afford; | 


.One to perform, another to record : 


Praiſe-worthy Actions are by thee embrac'd ; 

And *tis my Praiſe to make thy Praiſes laſt. Dryd. 
Vouchſafe, illuſtrious Ormond, to behold, 

What Pow'r the Charms of Beauty had of old : 

No Wonder, if ſuch Deeds of Arms were done; 

Inſpir'd by two fair Eyes, that ſparkled like your own. Ds 
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POISON. 
— _—— The Ro al Dame, 
WS Fixt on her Fate, againſt t expected Hour, a 
procur'd the Means to have it in her Pow'r; 
fror this ſhe had diſtill'd, with early Care, 
The juice of Simples, friendly to Bear, 
A Magazine of Death. —— Dryd. Bocc. Sig. & Guiſc. 
= 'Tis 2 — deadly Drug, prepar'd in Powder, 
Hot as Hell-Fire ; — = 
Not the Nonacrian Fount, nor Lethe's Lake, 
W Could ſooner numb thy nimble Faculties 
Than this, to Sleep eternal. Dryd. D. Seb. 
A Doſe leſs hot had burſt thro” Ribs of Iron. Dr. D. Seb 
I drench'd — with a Draught ſo deadly cold. 
It ſoon congealꝰ | | 
The Channel of his Blood and froze him — Dr. D. Seb. 
Eva now a fatal Draught works out my Soul, 
W Ev'nnow it curdles, in my 7 — : 
W The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart. Smith.Ph.& Hip. 
ouch not the poiſon'd Gifts, 5 
Infected by the Sender; touch em not: a 
8 Myriads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath them, (Love. 
And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. - Dryd. Alt for 
In vain is Art: the Aconite works ſure; 
i, Its mortal Cold congeals the Blood, 
And freezes all the Springs of Life. Hig. Gen. Cong. 
He drank the Draught, when ſtrait a Fainting ſeiz d him; 
Ris Eyes wept Blood, his Ears, his Noſe, and Mouth 
Pour'd forth whole Streams, and all his Sweat was Blood: 
His Hairs and Nails dr pr off, as Autumn Leaves, 
When 1 fall from the wither'd Trees. 
e Poiſon paſs d unſeen, (of Par. 
Like a cloſe Murd'rer, thro” the Lanes of Life. Lee. Maſſ. 
How has this Poiſon loſt its wonted Way? | 
It ſhould have burnt irs Paſſage, not have linger d 
| In the blind Labyrinths and crooked Turnings 
Of humane Compoſition: now it moves | 
| Like a flow Fire, that works againſt the Wind: Dr. D. Seb. 
As when quick Poiſon rankles in our Veins, © * 
No Herbs, no Remedies can eaſe our Pains: 
The fatal Foe purſues th' inteſtine Strife, | 
And by degrees works down the fainting Springs of Life. 


POLL 


1 _ nd Th, 
. 8 2 8 j 
>. Poles N 
4 2 1 War bf ak, 
» 1 = 
& a Ya 2 * 
* 8 * 3 , 
. — 9 
9 . TIPS? 
mn \ wt 1 
INT =] 2 
N E N 2 2 
n 1 
' it's n — > 4 
OT TAS 7 
2 
% 
— 


708 750 

4 : " * 

3 ut. . 

% POLITICA A N. 


ha There was a Politician, ine EEE, 

N Wich more Heads than a. Bea in d Sat 

* And more Intrigues in ev ry ge 
Than all the Whores of Babylon: * 

So politick, if WS. 5.3 257 

Upon the other were a Spy; 


! 
| | at, to trepan the one to think e , 
| The other blind, both ſtrove OT A 
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He 'ad ſeen; three Governments run Sens. MA oh al 
And had à Hand in ih ye * noon 
Was for them, and Sek te v1 ti 0 
ge Pan yh 2 . ng ame to fa! bt Pol. | 
25 Or, yr apann t 0 0 uin, Mi! ee 
He made his Int gelt with the new one: 179 cg 
Play'd true and faithful, 1þ0' againſt 55 
His Confeience, and Was ſtill Lee: 85 
Buy giving Aim from Side to Side, 
He never fai'd to fave his Tae, i. | 
But got the Start of 4v'ry State, 5 
And at a Change ne er came t late wy hi al 
Could turn his Word, and Oath 1 50 , Wi 
| As' any Ways as in a Lath. Nom tel 
By turning, ; e like a Screw, {3 3 14 
4 Int” higheſt Truſt, and out for new; 
For when he ad happily incury'd, 507 He 
F * 5 to he pre fer rd, 6.3 i 
And pa —ů— 80018 : Ae 
| is Trick, and out he went. iat b:afÞ 
But Bag and out of Hopes Ha bie wich off 
To mount his Ladder more of Ropes, 
Would ftrive to raiſe himſelf upon 
The publick Ruine, and his on. ib 3h 
So little did he underſtand }# notio4 Bll? 8 | 
The defp'rate Fedts he took in Hand: 14 
For when he ad got himfelf a Name WL. 
For Frauds and Tricks, he ſpoibd his Gatne: 
And when he chanc'd r' <fcapey rarer id 
For Art and Subtlety, his Luc g. 3 
So right his] — was cut fit, m 1 gi! 
And made a Tally to his Wit; 13 20% 18:82 21 
And beth moſt — liow eh 2 4 
a At Deeds of Darkneſs — Ground: 
As th' Earth is eaſieſt undermin d 
=P Vermine impotent and blind. Hud. 
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Thus Pollux, off'ring his alternate Life, 
ould free his Brother; and can daily ge 


POLTDORE. 
Not far, a riſing Hilloek ſtood in View: 


nere, while I went to crop the ſylvan Scenes, 
ac ſhade our Altar with their leafy Greens; 
1 2 pull'd a Plant: With Horrour L relate 


Prodigy fo ſtrange, and full of Fare ! 


| ; : The rooted Fibres roſe; and, from the Wound, 
| WB 1lack bloody Drops diſtilłd upon the Ground: 
yy ute, and amaz'd, my Hair with Horrour ſtood; 


ear ſhrunk my Sinews, and congeal'd my Blood: 
an'd once again, another Flant try ; * 
hat other guſh'd with the ſame ſanguine Dye: - 
2 Again I tug'd with all my Strength;  - 
and bent my Knees againſt the 


carce dare I tell the: Sequel: From the Womb 
of wounded Earth, and Caverns of the Tomb, 
A Groan, as of a troubled Ghoſt; rene w' d | 
My Fright ; and then theſe dreadful Words enfu'd : 
hy doit thou thus my bury'd Body rend? 
0 O ſpare the Corps of thy unhappy Friend: 
Spare to pollute thy pions Hands with Blood: 
he Tears diſtil not from the wounded: Wood; 


O fly from this unhoſpitable Shore, 

Warn'd by my Fate; for I am Polydore! 
Here Loads of Lances, in my Blood embru'd, 
Again ſhoot upward, by my Blood renew'd. 


ud Priam, fearful of the Wars Event, 
This hapleſs Polydore to Thracia ſent : 
Loaded with Gold, he ſent his Darling, far 
From Noiſe and Tumults, and e 
Committed to the faithleſs Tyrant's Care: 
Who, when he ſaw the Pow*r of Troy decline, 
Forſook the weaker, with the ſtrong to join: 
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True Politicians neither lave nor Hate. Dr. Abſ. 


5 dy Turns aloft, by Turns deſcend. below. Dryd. Virg.. h 


1" . . Sharp Myrtles, on the Sides, and Cornels grew : | 


round: once mor 
he violated Myrtle ran with purple Gore: 


WE But ev'ry Drop, this living! Tree contains, | 197 2502 & 
s kindred Blood, and ran in Trojan Veins 


When Troy with Grecian Arms was cloſely pent, 
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710 Þ'O: 
Broke ev'ry Bond of Nature, and of Truth;  _ 
And murder'd, for his Wealth, the royal Youth. Dr, Vir, 


POLYPHEMUS. 


The Cyclops, who defy'd th' Atherial Throne, 
And thought no Thunder louder than his ẽ nun: 
The Terrour of the Woods, and wilder far | 
Than Wolves in Plains, or Beaſts in Foreſts are: 

Th' inhuman Hoſt, who made his ie Feaſts 

On mangled Members of his butcher'd Gueſts, 

Yer felt the force of Love, and fierce Deſire, 

* his Caverns, and his woolly Care, 2 
Aſlum'd the Softneſs of a Lover's Air, | | 
And comb'd, with Teeth of Rakes, his rugged Hair,” 
Now with a crooked Scythe his Beard he ileeks, 
And moves the ſtubborn Stubble of his Cheeks : 

Now in the criſtal Stream he looks, to try 
His Simagres, and rowls his glaring — \g | 
His Cruelty and Thirſt of Blood are loſt, 

And Ships ſecurely fail along the Coaſt. Dryd. Ovid. 
His Flocks, unled, | 
Their Shepherd follow'd, and ſecurely fed : 

A Pine fo burly, and of length ſo va 

That ſailing Ships 2 it for a Maſt, 

He wielded for a Staff, his Steps to guide; 

But laid it by, his Whiſtle while he try'd: 

A hundred Reeds, of a prodigious Growth, 

Scarce made a Pipe, proportion'd to his Mouth: 
Which, when he gave it Wind, the Rocks around; 
And wat'ry Plains, the dreadful Hiſs reſound. Dr. Ovid. 

Behold the Giant-Polypheme's dark Cave, . 
A Dann wide and horrible, the Walls 
On all Sides furr'd with mouldy Damps, and hung 
With Clots of 1 and human Limbs. 
His dire Repaſt: Himſelf's of mighty Size, 

Hoarſe in his Voice, and in his Viſage grim; 
Intractable, that riots on the Fleſh 
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14 Of mortal Men, and {wills the vital Blood. 

. Him did I ſee ſnatch up with horrid Graſp 

64 Two ſprawling Greeks, in either Hand a Man: 
= I faw him, when, with huge tempeſtuous Sway, 

5 He daſh'd and broke them on the Grundſil Edge; 
| 1 ö The Pavement ſwam in Blood; the Walls around 

. Were ſpatter d o'er with Brains. He lap'd the Blood, 

1! | And chew'd the tender Fleſh, till warm with Life; 
44.8 That ſwell'd and heav'd it {elf amidſt his Teeth, 1 
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le of fais. 
— org'd with Fleſh, and Wine, and Blood, 
ay ſtretch d at Length, and ſnoring in his Den, 
| Ae raw Gobbets from his Maw, o ercharg d 
With purple Wine, and cruddled Gore confus d: 
e gather'd round, and to his ſingle Eye, 
e lingle Eye, that in his Forehead glar'd 
ike a full Moon, or a broad-burnifh'd Shield, 
WA forky Staff we 2 apply'd, 
hich, in the ſpacious Socket turning round, 
coop d out the big round Jelly from its Orb. 
BA hundred Cyclops live — Hills, 
Wigantick Brotherhood, that ſtalk along 
With horrid Strides o'er the high Mountains Tops, 
Enormous in their Gait ; ——— 
i. i 
e ſaw — neighb'ring Hill 
Blind Polypheme; by weary Steps and flow, 
he groping Giant with a Trunk of Pine 
Explor'd his Way: around, his woolly Flocks 
Attended grazing ; to the well known Shore 
WH bent his Courſe, and on the Margin ſtood, 3 
WA hideous Monſter, terrible, deform'd, 
WF ull in the Miäſt of his high Front there gap'd 
WT he ſpacious Hollow, where his Eye-ball roul'd, 
WA ghaſtly Orifice : He rins'd the Wound, 
ad waſh'd away the Strings and clotted Blood 
hat cak'd within; then, ſtalking thro' the Deep, 
ee fords the Ocean, while the topmoſt Wave 
WScarce reaches up his middle Side: we ſtood - 
Amaz d be ſure : a ſudden Horrour chill 
Ran thro' each Nerve, and thrill'd in ev'ry Vein, 
Till, uling all the Force of Winds and Oars, 
We ſped away : he heard us in our Courſe, | 
And with his out-ftretch'd Arms around him grop'd. 
W But finding nought within his Reach, he rais'd 
Such hideous Sounds, that all the Ocean ſhook : 
Ev'n Italy, tho many a League remote, 
In diſtant Echo's anſwer'd, Etna roar'd, 
Thro' all its inmoſt winding Caverns roar'd: 
8 Rows'd with the Sound, the mighty Family 
Of one-ey'd Brothers haſten to the Shore, 
And gather round the bel wing Polypheme, 
A dire Aſſembly : we with eager Haſte | 
Work ev'ry Oar, and from afar behold 
An Hoſt of Giants coy'ring all the Shore. Add, Virg. - 
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The Streams and Fountains, no Delights could yield ; 


And feed their Fibres with reviving-Dew: 


When Crowds were willing to have worn his Chain, | 


a to. — — ele 
— 


_ Ev'n in the higheſt Fortunes of their Lord. 


The fair Pomona flouriſh'd in his Reign: 
Of all the Virgins of the ſylvan Train, 
None taught the Trees a noble Race to bear, 
Or more improv'd the vegetable Care: 
To her the ſhady Grove, the flow'ry Field, 


*T was all her Joy the rip ning Fruits to teud, 1 1 
And view the Boughs with happy Burdens bend 
No Dart ſhe wielded, but a Hook did bear, as 
To lop the Growth of thealuxuriant Lear; 
To decent Form. the lawleſs Shoots rows, 

And teach th' obedient Branches where to {pring: 
Now the cleft Rind inſerted Grafts receives, 

And yields an Offspring more than Nature gives : 
Now gliding Streams the thirſty Plants renew, 
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Theſe Cares alone her Virgin Breaſt employ, _ _ 
Averſe from Venus, and the nuptial Joy. Pope. Ovid. 
e 
He, though not equal to our Fathers found, | 
Nor by their ſtricteſt Rules of Juſtice bound, 21 
Jet from his Faults this Benefit we draw, | 


Re, for his Country's Good, tranſgreſs'd her Law 

To keep a bold licentious Age in Awe. © 
Rome held her Freedom till, tho he was great; 

He ſway' d the Senate, but he ruPd the State. l 


He choſe his private Station to retain, , 

That all might free, and equal all, remain. | 
War's boundleſs Pow'rs he neyer fought to uſe ; 

Nor ask'd, but what the People mighr refuſe: 

Much he poſſeſs d, and wealthy was his Store, | 
Yer {till he gather'd but to give the more 

And Rome, while he was rich, could neer be poor. 
He drew the Sword, but knew irsRage rocharm, '  ;: 
And lov'd Peace beſt, when he was forc'd to arm: 
Unmov'd with all the glitt'ring Pomp of Po-Wr, 
He took with Jay; but laid it down-with more. 
His chaſter Houſhold, and his frugal Board, 
Nor Lewdneſs did, nor Luxury, afford, F 
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is noble Name, his Countrey's Honour grown, - 

25 venerably round the Nations'known, oo 
d, as Rome's faireſt Light, and brighteſt Glory, ſhone. 
him, Senate and People all at once are gone; 
or need the Dae to —— the hrone. 
h happy Pompey! happy in thy Fate! Mica? 5 
bs falling with the falling State! | 
y Death a Benefit the Gods did grant: 

ou mighr'{ have liv*d thoſe Pharian Swords to want: 
eedom, at leaſt, thou do'ſt by dying Gain, 1 2 


Wor liv'& to ſee thy Julia's Father reg 2 1s 5 * 
ee Death is Man's firſt Bliſs; the next is to be flain. 
NY Rowe. Luc. Spoken by Cato,” * 


5 Burning the P OP E. 5 
8 Sir Edmund-bury firſt, in woful Wiſe, 


eads up the Show, and milks their maudlin Eyes: 
here's not a Butcher's Wife, but dribs her Parr, 
nd pities the poor Pageant from her Heart: 

ut guiltleſs Blood to Ground muſt never fall: 
here's Antichriſt behind to pay for all. 

he Punk of Babylon in Pomp appears ; 

lewd old Gentleman of ſev'nty Years ; 

hoſe Age in vain our Mercy would implore, 

Ir few take Pity on an old caſt Whore | 
be Dev'l, who brought him to the Shame, takes Part, 


\ 


its Cheek by Jow], in black, to cheer his Heart, 

ike Thief and Parſon in a Tiburn-Cart. 

he Word is giv'n; and, with a loud Huzza, 

Je mitred Moppet from his Chair they draw: 

n the {lain Corps contending Nations fall: 

as! what's one poor Pope among 'em all! 

WP: burns! Now all true Hearts your Triumphs ring; 
ad next, for Faſhion, cry, God ſave the King. Dryd. 


POPULACE. 


3 K a 2 Train! — 

: es tame Fools, and Slaves in ev'ry Reign! Pope. Stat. 

© Thus think the Crowd, who eager 5 canes = | 

8 vickly take Fire, and kindle into Rage: 

33 er caffe, bot, without a Pauſe, [ 
in Faſſion what they want in Cauſe. Creech. Juv/ 

75 Pcople in all gen'ral Ills are prone . 

5 b .f Change: gull 8 750 but with Freedom, 

Al. 7 


And 


71 6 FO 


al: ou ſhall ſee them toſs their Tails, and gad, g 
if ſome Breeze had ſtung them. Dryd. OEdip. 
I wept; and then the Rabble how ld. 
ee j 5 a thouſand . . 
abbled Revenge; Revenge was all the Cry. Lee. O 
The Publick is the Lees of vulgar Slaves = : 
Slaves with the Minds of Slaves: fo born, ſo bred ; 


Yet ſuch as theſe, united in a Herd, | "V1 
Are call'd the Publick: Millions of ſuch 9 A 
Make up the publick Sum: An Eagle's Life A 
Is worth a World of Crows: Are Princes made A 


For ſuch as theſe > who, were one Soul extracted (Cre, 
From all their Beings, could not raiſe a Man. Dr. Troll. 

et what are Princes, but for ſuch as theſe? : 
"Tis Adoration, ſome ſay, makes a God: | 5 
And who ſhould pay it? Where would be their Altar, Wi 


Were no inferior Creatures here on Earth? : | 
Ev'n thoſe, who ſerve, have their Expectances, FEY 
Degrees of Happineſs, which they muſt ſhare, 'L 


Or they'll refuſe to ſerve. Shak. Troil. & Cre, 1 
The Crowd, to reſtleſs Motion ſtill inclin'd, | 

Are Clouds, that rack according to the Wind ; | 

Driv'n by their Chiefs, they Storms of Hail- ſtones pour, 

Then mourn, and foften to a filent Show'r. Dryd. 
The People ———_—— _ ( Maſſ. of Par 

Ne*er know a Mean, when once they get the Pow'r. Let 
But the vile Vulgar, ever diſcontent, | 

Their growing Fears in ſecret Murmurs vent; 

Still prone to Change, tho! ſtill the Slaves of State, 

And {ure, the Monarch, whom they have, to hate: 

Madly they make new Lords, then tamely bear, 

And ſoftly curſe, the Tyrants, whom they fear. 

They groan beneath the Swa 

Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly o 5 

Theſe, Envy to the Great, and vulgar Spight, 

With Scandal arm'd, th'ignoble Mind's Delight. Pope. Sta. 
The People proſp'rous Greatneſs ever hate; 

And love their Princes only in Affliction. D'Av. Love. & Hat 

Theſe Slaves, ; | 

Theſe wide-mouth'd Brutes, that bellow thus for Freedom; 

Oh! how they run before the Hand of Power, 

Flying for Shelter into ev'ry Brake! | 

Like cow'rdly fearful Sheep, they break their Herd, 

When the Wolf's out, and ranging for his Prey. Otw.C.Ma 
What are the People, but a Herd confus' d, | 

A miſcellaneous Rabble, who extol Praiſe! 

Things vulgar, and, well weigh'd, ſcarce worth 155 
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iſe, and they admire they know not what, 
Bw not hom, bur as one leads the other : as 
ar Delight to be by ſuch extol a, EY. | 
Five anon thei Tongues, and be their Talk? Milt. P. Reg. 
__— - The common Crew:: 
Knots they ſtand, or in a Rank they walk, 
ious in AſpeR, earneſt in their Talk: 
tous, — fav'ring this or t other Side, 
their ſtrong Fanſies, and weak Reaſon, 1 „ 
| ſpoke as partial Favour mov d the Min ; & Arc. 
d, ſafe themſelves, at others Coſt divin'd. Dr, Chau. Pal. 


POP ULAR 


— l ſee you court the Crowd, 
hen with the Shouts of the rebellious Rabble 
ee you borne on Shoulders to Cabals ; 
here you all plot the royal Henry's Death; 
oud the majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine; 
amous Scrouls, and treaſonable Verſe: _ 
While, on the other Side, the Name of Guile 
the whole Kennel of the Slaves is rung: 
pony Ballad-mongers, ſing your Ruin, 
hile all the Vermin of the vile Pariſians 
bs up their greaſy Caps where'er you pals, 
þd hurl your dirty Glories in your Face. 
By Heav'n I'd earth my ſelf, 
ather than live to act ſuch black Ambition: 
it, oh! you ſeek it with your Smiles and Bows, 
his Side and that Side, congeing to the Crowd: 
u have your Writers too, that cant your Battels; 
at ſtyle you the new David! Second Moſes ! 
op of the Church! Deliv'rer of the People! 
us from the City, as from the Heart, they ſpread 
po all the Provinces ; alarm the Countreys; 1 
here they run forth in Heaps bell'wing your Wonders; 
: Dryd. D. of Guiſe. 
All Nations bow their Heads with Homage down; 
d kiſs the Feet of this exalted Man: | 
e Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from ev'ry Mouth, 
Alexander! Alexander burſts 
our Cheeks, and with a. Crack ſo loud. 
$ crowns the Voice of Heav'n: Like Dogs, you fawn, 
Ne Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him: 
ankind ſta ts up to hear his Blaſphemy ; 
nd, if this Hunter of the barb'rous World 


111 Bat 


0 8 4 d o 4 o =) 1 . — 2 1 
7 of W . NES © 2 A ; 5:0 2 n. . Lak . * Ste * rr 88 n 9 « N es . e 
. n 2 i F LED). SECIS 3 N. n _ 8 Peg e I, ” e 3 „ r N 7 
7 7 3 q 9 * 5 n „ e 122 K e b, 
F 20 


T 3 
8 r Sta I ' [ER 
RE ITE, n 7 Eo l 

2 8 NES 27 TE Ss p 


5 


2 2 
— od * EF * 
— 
ha 
* 
— — 


—— 
—— 


n 
—— 


5 0 
ws => 

I, 
- 


” EI We. . 


—— 5 2 2 py 
Ar TO In ee 
— 


23 FT 
= 
— 
2 — 


2 
2 :5% 
= 


- 2 4 7 
2 - 
— s T TI 8 
— — —— — —— — 


— 


— — MG) Ines 8 * 
K 2 . — 2 Ree RES — 
: 
PPP ³ A ²˙ Q 
— — =) mag 


— — 
+ - 


— 


— — 


— 


n =>: . 
Sg — — — 2 jo x — ee IE 
—— II r 

— —w—ñ1G ͤ R—4k2— 
* 


716 


But wind himſelf a God, you echo him 


With univerſal Cry. 
Triumphant Brutus, 


Like Jove, when follow'd by a Train of Gods, 


"0 


Lee. Alex. 


To mingle with the Fates, and doom the World, 
Aſcends the brazen Steps o' th' Capitol, 

With all the humming Senate at his Heels: 
While you are but the Ape, the Mimick God 


Of this new Thunderer, w 


o appropriates 


Thoſe Bolts of Pow'r, which ought to be divided: 
Now by the Gods, I hate his upſtart Pride, | 


His abject Soul, that ſtoops to court the Vulgar, 
His Scorn of Princes, and his Luſt to th' Peo 
O Collatine, have you not Eyes to find him 


plc i 


Why are you rais'd, but to ſet off his Honours ? 


A Tape 


aper by the Sun, whoſe ſickly Beams 
Are ſwallow'd in the Blaze of his full Glory : 
He, like a Meteor, wades th' Abyſs of Light, 


While your. faint Luſtre adds but to the Beard, | 
That awes the World. When late thro* Rome he paſs, 

Fix'd on his Courſer, mark'd you how he bow'd 
On this, on that Side, to the gazing Heads, 


That pav'd the Streets, and a 


That 
So fa 


a 
x 4 Spirits flow'd to Admiration, 
And that to Joy, which thus at laſt broke forth: 
Brutus! God Brutus! Father of thy Countrey ! 

Hail Genius, hail! Deliv'rer of loſt Rome ! 


Hail Scourge of 


All hail! they cry 


Tyr 


ants! Laſh of lawleſs Kings! 
| while the long Peal of Praiſes, 
Tormented with a thouſand echoing Cries, 
Ran like the Volley of the Gods along: 


My Loſs by dire Portents the Gods foretold: 


4 


For had I not been blind, I might have ſeen 
Yon' riven Oak, the faireſt of the Green: 


imboſs'd the Windows; 
d with Eagerneſs to ſpeak, but could not, 


Shield of the Commonwealth, and Sword of Juſtice! 


But, when you follow'd, how did their bellying Bodies, 
That ventur'd from the Caſements more than half 
To look at Brutus; nay, that ſtuck, like Snails, 
Upon the Walls, and, from the Houſes Tops, 
Hung down, like cluſt'ring Bees, upon each other: 
How did they all draw back at Sight of you, | 
To laze, and loll, and yawn, and reſt from Rapture! 18 


PORIENTY 


(L. J. Bt 


And 


5 And impious Mortals fear'd eternal Nig 


5 And Birds obſcene; and howling 


P O DM 717 
nd the hoarſe Raven, on the blaſted Bough, (Virg. 


ith frequent Croaks preſag'd the coming Blow, Dryd. - 


A Marble Temple ſtood within the Grove, : 
cred to Death, and to her murther'd Love. 


et., when ſhe viſited this ney Re, 


usband's Tomb: 


trange Voices iſſu'd from her 


5 he thought ſhe heard him ſummpn her away; „ 
p d. Virg. 


vite her to his Grave, and chide her Stay. Dry 
hben dire Portents ſhe ſees, 
o haſten on the Death her Soul decrees: 


range to relate! For when, before the Shrine, 
WS hc pours in Sacrifice the purple Wine, 


he purple Wine is turn'd to putrid Blood; 
nd the White offer'd Milk converts to Mud. Dryd. Virg. 
The Sun reveals the Secrets of the Sky: J 5715 


2 nd who dares . the Source of Light the Lye? 


he Change of Empires often he decſares 


terce Tumults, hidden Treaſons, open Wars: 


5 He firſt the Fate of Czfar did foretel, 
ad pity'd Rome, when Rome in Cæſar fell: 


n Iron Clouds conceal'd the publick Light ; | 
or was the Fact foretold by him alone 
ature her ſelf ſtood forth, and ſeconded the Sun: 
darth, Air, and Seas, with N were ſign'd; 
x | O83 divin'd : 
hat Rocks did Ætna's bell' wing M mth expire 
rom her torn Entrails! and what Flood; of Fire 
har Clanks were heard, in German Skies afar, 


= Df Arms, and Armies, ruſhing to the War ! 


ire Earthquakes rent the ſolid Alps below ; 
And, from their Summers, ſhook th' eternal Snow. 
ale Spectres in the Cloſe of Night were ſeen; 


and Voices heard of more than mortal Men: 


n ſent Groves dumb Sheep and Oxen ſpoke; 

And Streams ran backward, and their Beds forſook: 
he yawning Earth diſclos'd th! Abyſs of Hell: 

he weeping Statues did the, Wars foretel ; 

And holy Sweat from brazen Idols fell. 


7 Blood {prang from Wells: Wolves how Id in Towns by Night; 


* buding Victims did the Prieſts affcight : 

* Peals of Thunder never pou:*d from high; 

Beg Lightning flaſh'd from ſo ſerene a Sky: 8 
ed Meteors ran along th ethereal Space; 


Lors diſappear'd, and Comets tool their Place. Dryd. Virg 
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P OST E. 


As all Words in few Letters live, _ 
Thou to few Words all Senſe doſt give: 
Twas Nature taught you this rare Art, 
In ſuch a little much to ſhew; _ 
Who all the Good, ſhe did impart _ | 
To. Woman- kind, epitomiz'd in you. Cowl. Toalaf 
Who made Poſies for Ring 


POVERTY. 


But I, whom griping Penury ſurrounds, 
And Hunger, ſure Attendant upon Want, 
With ſcanty Offals, and ſmall acid Tiff. 
Wretched Repaſt! my meagre Corps ſuſtain : 
Then o—_ walk, or doze at home 
In Garret vile; and, with a warming Puff, 
Regale ne or from Tube, as black 
As Winter's Chimney, or well poliſh'd Jet, 
Exhale Mundungus' ill perfumiug Smoke: 
Not blacker Tube, nor of a ſhorter Size, 
Smokes :Cambro- Britain, vers'd in Pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, antient Kings, 
Full famous in romantick Tale, when he 
O' er many a craggy Hill, or fruitlefs Cliff, 
Upon a Cargo of tam'd Celtrian Cheeſe, 
High over-ſhadowing rides. Phil. 
Nothing in Poverty fo ill is borne, 
As its expoſing Men to grinning Scorn.. . Oldh, Juv. 
Rarely they riſe by Virtue's Aid, who lie, 
Plung'd in the Depth of helpleſs Poverty. Dryd. uy. 
Want whets the Wir, *tis true; but Wit, not bleſt 
With Fortune's Aid, makes Beggars at the beſt: 
Wir is not fed, but ſharpen'd with Applauſe; | 
For Wealth is ſolid Food, and Wit but hungry, Sawle. 
| Dryd. Love Trium 
Throꝰ tatter'd Cloaths great Vices ſtrait appear; 


- Robes and fur'd Gowns hide all: Place Sins with Gold, 


And the ſtrong Lance of Juſtice, hurtleſs, breaks: (Len. 
Arm it in Rags, and Pygmy's Straw does pierce it. Shak 

— V ealthy Men, 1 9 
That have Eſtates to loſe, whoſe conſcious Thoughts 


Are full of inward Guilt, may ſhake with Horrour 


To have their Actions ſifted ; or appear 


Before the Judge; but the Poor that know themſelves 1 


9 


FN 719 
As innocent as poor, that have no / 8 
On which the Talons of the gripin Law 2 5 
Can take ſare Hold, may ſmile with Scorn on all . 
That can be urg'd againſt them. Beaum. Span. Curate. 
If Poverty be my upbraided Crime, . 
And you believe in Heav'n, there was a Time, 
When he, the great Controller of our Fate, 
Deign'd to be Man, and liv'd in low Eſtate : 
Which he, who had the World at his Diſpoſe, .. 
If Poverty were Vice, would never chuſe. | 
Philoſophers have ſaid, and Poets ſing, 
That a glad Poverty's an honeſt Kb. =. TEN 4 
The rage _ 1 8 =——F Piydd ok | 
Has not to loſe, and ſin ore the Thief, Dryd. Chauc. 
; 1 The Wife of Bath's Tale. 


POWER: 

Pow'r is that luſcious Wine, which (till the Bold, 

The Wiſe, and Noble, molt intoxicates: | 
Still I have fought, as if in Beauties Sight, | 

Out-ſuffer'd Patience, bred in-Captives Breaſts; 21; 
Taught Faſts, till Bodies, like our nn ages, 92 

Out- watch'd the Jealous, and out- labour 3 
Theſe were my Merits; My Reward is Power; 

An outward Trifle, bought with inward Peace- 
Gut in an Age, and rifled in an Hour, 1 . 
When fev'riſh Love, the People's Fit, ſhall ceaſe. D'Aven. 
Short is the Date of all flagitious Pow'r. Lanſd. Br. Ench. 
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- The hungry Monſter, Pow'r, en. 
That feeds on all, and then it ſelf devours. D'Aven Circe. : 


PR AER 


Praiſe, the fine Diet, we are apt to love. 
It given to Exceſs, will hurtful prove. Oldh. 55 
Such is the Mode of theſe cenſorious Days &; 
The Art is loſt of knowing how to praiſe: _— 
Frailing is harder much than finding Fault. Norm. 
Fiction * deck the Truth with ſpurious Rays; ;, 
And round the Hero caſt wborrow'd Biggs 4/02 219901 
Thy great Exploits appear divinely * eilte mum 1 
| And proudly ſhine in their on native Light: 
Rich of themſelves, their genuine Charms they boaſt; * 
And they, who paint them trueſt, praiſe them moſt.” Add. 
. O, I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe; (Orpki. 
Speak Things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. Orw. 


. * 4 

1 F 
4 
2 1 
89 * * 


2 
5 8 FI N. 5 7 "I — . SF Fi 3 
Sh 7 I n I» = by. 3 = WRak 
9 feds * 7 rt PLA 
15 V 5 
rc Bn — Ok | 1 SE —- 
_ * MAE 3 8 2 
vo ER . 
Fg 5 8 
1 h £24 EK 2 
th. by Wit fs 


A 4" TINA b E D * _ r — " 

UT (EW : ASA ALS —— 4 =" . PR Py - * 
r I o 8 — ” * 
2 — ag — 5 — 9 . : 
I 64:42; : = 5 =- 5 g > i 

. — 2 4 


. S8 OI - 


5 =_ -* 


Envy it ſelf is dumb, in Wonder loft, 
And Factions ſtrive who ſhall applaud him moſt, Add. 
How ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue! Steele, fa 
Bur Tongues could never reach, what Minds ſo no 
erect as (meant, D'Aven, 
Thought can but equal, and all Words are le(s, Dr. Vin, MW 
Praiſe, undeſerv'd, is Scandal in Diſguiſe. —g—: 
| What cannot Praiſe effect in mighty Minds, (x 4 
When Flatt'ry ſooths, and when Ambition blinds ? Dr, A 
Th' ambitious Yourh, too covetous of Fame, 
Too full of Angels Metal in his Frame, 
Unwarily was led from Virtue's, Ways, © (Ab{. & Ach 
Made drunk with Honour, and debauch d with Praiſe, Dil. 
He's one of Virtue's Fools, that feeds on Praiſe, Dat 
r N , ; (Abl. & Ach 
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Mark, Birtha, this unrighteous War of Pray'r! DA. 

How all the World's Devotions diſagree ! ” 
None beg the {ame : The Pray'rs of all the beft, F* 
Are little more than Curſes for the reſt. How. Veſt. Vg. 

For Pray'r the Ocean is, where diverſely | | 

Men ſteer their Courſe, each to a ſev'ral Coaſt ; 

Where all our Actions ſo diſcordant be, 

That half beg Winds, by which the reſt are loſt, 
| - D'Aven. Gond, 


720 


They ſtorm'd the Skies with their repeated Pray'rs. 
Of their arm'd Pray'rs th'innumerable Crowd = 
Knock'd at the Gates of Heav'n, and knock'd aloud: 


They all aſſail'd the. Throne: 
So great a Throng not Heav'n it ſelf could bear; 
*T was almoſt borne by Force, as in the Giants War. Dijd. 
The ſacred Wreſtler, till a Bleſſing given, | 
Quits not his Hold; but, halring,-conguers Heav'a. Wal. 
— His pure Thoughts were borne, - f; 


4 
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Like Fumes of ſacred Incenſe, o'er the Clouds, 
And wafted rhence on Angels Wings, thro' Ways 


Of Light, to the bright Source of all. Cong. M. Bride. 
— ——1t y Pray'r ; $5 3» YL 
Inceſſant, I could hope to change the Will 

Of him who all Things can; | would nor ceaſe 

To weary him with my aſſiduous Cries: - boy 

Bur Pray'r againſt his abſolute Decree _ | 
No more avails than Breath againſt the Wind, (Lol. 
Blown ſtifling back on him that breathes it forth. Milt. Par, 
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WT Pray'rs are the Alms of Churchmen ts the Poor: 
15 | "n's, but drive us from theif Door. 
1 . bey N — * d — 0 710 Shak. Haml. 
5 1jþ 8 440 | 9 8 5 
u words fly up; my Thoughts remain below s:: 
Fw, E” wo without Thonghts ners Heaven go. Shak. Haml. 
v fad Proceſſion in che Streets 15 anne 
n mount the Cliff Where Pallas, Temple ſRanils 3 
1 ray is in their Mouths, and Preſents in their Hands: 
,ich Cenſers firſt they fume the ſacred Shrine; 
ben in one common Supplication join. Dryd. Virg. 
is steps bold Arcite to the Temple bear , | 
1c, WT adore with Pagan Rites the Pow'r Armipotent: 
Dy, hen proſtrate, low, before his Altar laß 
Dry, ad rais d his manly Voice, and thus began to pray. 
4A WE There, falling on his Knees before the Shrine, 
e thus implor'd with Pray rs her Pow'r Divine. 
There, kneeling, with her Hands acroſs her Breaſt, 
us lowly ſhe preferr'd her chaſte Requeſt, Dr 3 2 
75 wh; e 2-3" Ms re. 
18 Apollo heard; and, granting half his Prayr, „ 
ad in Winds the reſt, and toſs'd in empty Air. Dr. Virg. 
15 PRESBXATERTER 
5 For his Religion, it was fit - y>eqeT S 
Io match his Learning and his Wit 
on Tas Presbyterian true blue: : 
= For he was of that ſtubborn Crew | 1 
Ot errant Saints, whom all Men grant * A 
Jo be the true Church militant L 
5 Such as do build their Faith upon 
Tze holy Text of Pike and /Gun ;/4 tv 
14. Decide all Controyerſtes b ß nf 
. Infallible Artiltery :: 1 amid 
21, And prove their Doctrine orthodo z, 157 
. Apoſtolick Blows and Knocks; ss 


Call Fire, and Sword, and Deſo lation, 
A Foal thorow Reformation 
Which always muſt be-carry'&on, {7 07 4 0 
And ſtill be doing, never done” | lh - 
As if Religion were intended - £500 (eu 12s 

For nothing elſe but to be mende 

A Sect, whoſe chief Devotion lies 

In odd perverſe Antipathies ; 

In ng out with that or this, 

And finding ſomewhat ill amiſs: 
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As if they worſhip 48547 d =; Soils. 
The ſelf [Hes Thing they. will abhor 


According to 
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More peovith croſs, and ſpleenetick, 
Fame or Monkey fick.;. 
Thar with more Care keep Holiday 
The Wrong, than others the right, Way: 
Compound nd for Sins, they are inclin'd too, 
By damaing thoſe, 2 2 no Mind to: 
Still. ſo perverſe an | 


One Wax, and long another for: 
Free-Will they one Way diſavow, 
3 nothing elſe allow: . 
All Piety conſiſts therein 


In them, im other Men all Sin. 


Rather than fail, they will defie — i 
That which they love moſt fenderly ß 


Quarrel with minc'd Pies, and diſparage 


Their beſt and deareſt Friend, Fu Porridge: 


Fat Pig and Gooſe it ſelf oppoſe, 
And b e Caſtard thro' the Noſe. | Hud. 


PRESBYTERT | 


Preabytery does but tranſlate. / —_— 
The Papacy. to. a free: State 2:0 1 | 
& Commonwealth of Poperyy ., . 
Where ev'ry Village is a See, 
As well as Rome; and muſt maintain 
A Tithe-Pig Metropolitan : ny | 
Where ev'ry Presbyter and Deacon 
Commands the Keys for Cheeſe and Mohn; 35 
8 ry Hamlet governed 97 
— 's Holineſs, the Churches Head, 1 | 

ore haughty and ſevere in's Place, 
Than Gregory er Bonifſaeee. 
Such Church muſt {uxely be . 
With many Heads; for if we rn : 
What in th*A pocaly e we find, 

t ſtles. Mind; 

Tis that the 1 Babylon: 
With many Heads did ride u 
Which Heads denote the ſinful "Tribe... 
Of Deacon, * ennie e Hod. 
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Vhat the weak 
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is Death's his Crime, not ours. 17 
What r tamely could to Death conſent, > 
iking firlt the Blow prevent? Dryd. Ruren- 


PRIDE. 


| Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 
ks Things molt lofty ſmaller ſtill appear. Old. 
Pride, of all others the moſt dang'rous Fault. 
roceeds from Want of Senſe, or Want of Thought, "Roſe. n 


or, as in Bodies, thus in Souls, 
x irits, 


Self -P RES ERVATION:.:: 


celf. Preſervation is the firſt of Laws; 

nd if, when Subjects are oppfeſs d by K 
hey juſtify Rebellion by that Law, 
A. wc may Monarchs turn the Ed Right Fix- 
. cut for them, when Self- Defence requires it. Dryd. SP- 
When Force invades the Gift of Nature, Life, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature bids defend: 
nd if in that Defence a Tyrant fall, 
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pride, the never- failing Vice of Fools. Io heel 
= btcver Nature has in Worth deny'd, _ 
be gives in large Recruits of needful Pride: 5 
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Of all the Cauſes, which conſpire to blind 
an's erring Judgment, and miſguide the Mind, 
cad with ſtrongeſt Byaſs rules, 


2. 
K 


_ 


we find oo 


The awful Guides of Heav'nly Government 
That teach us Penance, Faſt, and Abſtinence ; ED 
To puniſh Bodies for rhe Sonl's Offence. Dryd. Ind. Emp: .. 
The Drugger-Men:of Heaven. Dtyd. D. Seb. 12 
lil does he repreſent, the Pos ah “; 17 
Who nouriſhes Debate, not preaches Love. Dryd- Ind: Emp:.; 
T ͤ RN 
To truſt the preaching Pow'r on State Affalrs, 5 


| Tis a Limb lops from their Prerogative. 
andlo much of Heay'n's-Image blotted from them. 


PE ſwell'd with Wind 

ride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our Defencegmggd 
and fills up all the migbty Void of Senſſme: 
once right Reaſon drives that Cloud away. 
roch breaks upon us with reſfiſtleſs Day. Pope. 
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Tou ſaucily * Monarchs to obeg, 

And the wide World in narrow Cloyſters way:; 

Set up by Kings as humble Aids of Pow'r, 

You that, which bred you, Viper-like, devour: 

You Enemies of Crowns! - Dryd. Ind, Emp. 
The high Prieſts Form rhe Fury then aſſumes : 

For the Prieſſ's Form is fitteſt ro engage 

Princes in * _— deſtructive Rage. Blac. P. Art, 
——— — II beta 8 | 

Such meddling Priefts, who kindle up Confuſion, (Shot 

And vex t quiet, World with their vain Scruples. Rowe, |, 
Were all thy, Tribe like thee, it well might ſtartle 

eur Jay unlearned Faith, when thro' ſuch Hands 

The Knowledge of the Gods is reach'd to Man: 

But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all, 

Who, like Intruders, thruſt into their Service, 

And turn the holy Office to a Trade, | 

Participate their ſacred Influence. Rowe. Amb. Stepm. 
Do nor, as ſome ungracious Paſtors do, 

She me the ſteep and thorny Way to Heav'n, 

While, like à puff d and reckleſs Libertine, 

Himſelf the Primroſe Path of Dalliance treads, 

And reaks not his own Read. Shak. Haml. 
——— — The Licenſe of a foreign Reign 

Did all the Dregs of bold Socinus drain: 

Then firſt the Belgian Morals were extoll'd, 

We their Religion h a and they our Gold: 

Then unbelzeving Priefts reform'd the Nation; 

And taught more pleaſant Methods of Salvation; : 

Where Heavyin's free Subjects might their Rights diſpute, 

Leſt God himſelf fhould ſeem roo abfolate: 

Pulpits their ſacred Satire tearn'd to ſpare; 

And Vice admir'd to find a FlattYer there. 

Encourag'd thus, Wit's Titans brav'd the Skies 

And the Preſs groan'd with licens'd Blaſphemies. Pope. 


75 Gopal Parſon... a 

He, letting down the golden Chain from high, 

Still drew his Audience upward. to the [ors te 

And oft, with holy Hymns; he charn)' their Ears; 

A Muſick more, melodious than the Spheres! 

For David left him, when he went toreſt,, 

His Lyre; and, after him, be ſüng th beſt. n 

He preach'd the Joys of Heay'n, and Pains of Hell; 
” K. 


And warn'd the Sinner with becoming Zeal 
But on eternal Mercy loy'd to dwell.  _ 


The 
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he Countrey-Churls, according to their Kind, 
Vho grudge their Dues, and love to be behind, 

WT hc leis be ſought his Offfrings, pinch'd the more; 
aud prais'd a Prieft, contente to be poor: 
or mortify'd he was to that Degree, 

WA poorer than himſelf he would not ſee. | 
rue Prieſts, he ſaid, and Preachers of the Word, 
ere only Stewards of their Sov'raign Lord: 
othing was theirs ; but all the publick Store, 
atruſted Riches to relieve the Poor: 3 

k they ſhould ſteal, for Want of his Relief, 

ee judg'd himſelf Accomplice with the Thief. 
3 47 was his Pariſh, not contracted cloſe 

Ya streets; but here and there a ſtraggling Houſe : 
et ſtill he was at hand, without Requelt, 

o ſerve the Sick, ro ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd: 
empting, on fo't, alone, without + 

Ye Dangers of a dark tempeſtu us Night. 

l this the good old Man 8 alone; 

or ſpar'd his Pains: for Curate he had none; 
or durſt he truſt another with his Cate: 

er rode himſelf to Pauls, the publick Fair, 

o chaffer for Preferment with his Gold, 
here Biſhopricks and Sine-cures are ſold. 

he Prelate, for his holy Life, he priz'd ; 

be worldly Pomp of Prelacy deſpis'd: + 

ot, but he knew, the Signs of earthly Pow'r 
light well become St. Peter's Succeſſour: 

be holy Father holds a double Reign: 

e Prince may keep his Pomp; the Fiſher muſt be plain. 

WP uch was the Saint, who ſhone with'ev'ry Grace, kf YH} 
efleding, Moſes-like, his Maker's Face: ' 

od ſaw his Image lively was expreſs'd ; 
ad his own Work, as in Creation, bleſs'd. | : 
76 he Tempter ſaw him too, with envious Eye; = 
ac, as on Job, demanded Leave to try: 

de took the Time when Richard was depos'd ; 
5 nd High and Low with happy Harry clos d. 
S This Prince, tho' great in Ams, the Prieft withſtood; 
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Arth 


3 


ear tho he was, yet not the next of Blood. 
1 ad Richard, unconſtrain'd, reſign'd the Throne; 
5 King can give no more than is his o .-]· n: 
e Title ſtood entail'd, had Richard had a Son. 
queſt, an odious Name, was laid aſide. 
ere all ſubmitted, none the Battel „„ 
he The 
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726 PR F 
The ſenſeleſs Plea of — by Providence, =_ 
Was, by a flatt'ring Prieſt, invented ſince ; - —_— 
And laſts no-longer'than the preſent Sway ; 

Bur juſtifies the next, Who comes in Play.” 

The People's Right remains: let thoſe who dare, 
Diſpute their Pow'r, when they the Judges are. 

He join'd not in their Choice; becauſe he knew 

Worſe might, and often did, from Change, enſue. 

Much to himſelf he thought; but little ſpoke : 

And, undepriv'd, his Benefice torſook. 

Now, thro” the Land, his Cure of Souls he ftretch'd 
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And, like a primitive A ſtle, preach l. 
Still chearful, ever conſtant to his Cal; 
By many follow'd ; lov'd by moſt; admir'd by all. 
In Deference to his Virtues, I forbear  _ 
To ſhew you what the reſt in Orders were: 
This Brillant is ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo bright, 
He needs no Foyle ;. but ſhines by. his own proper Light 
| *. 
PRISON 3 
Deep in a Dungeon was the Captive caſt, | . 
Depriv'd of Day, and held in Fetters faſt. Dryd. Bocce. 
| | „„ Op RI "pr |  .(Cym. & Iphig. 
— — A dreadful Din was wont 
To grate the Senſe, when enter'd here, from Groans 
And How]s of Slaves condemn'd, from-Clink of Chains, 
And Craſh of ruſty Bars, and creeking Hinges :. 
And ever and anon the Sight was daſhd 
With frightful Faces, and the meagre Looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly/Execationers. Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
PRIVATTION. 
| Privation is a Miſery 
5 As much above bare Wretchedneſs, 
1 As that is ſhort of Happineſs: 
I || So when the Sun does not appear, | 
10 þ Vis darket cauſe it was once here. Suck. Aglaura 
| P.RODIGTIES. 
A [| Porteats and Prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 
1 1 That they have loft their Name. Dryd. All for Loſe, 
= es 
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— Our Enſigns, as they ſto,dgdt .. 

Piſplay'd before our Troops, took Fire untouch d, 
And burnt to Linder. ge £11 91909 

Three Ravens brought their Voung Ones in the Streets, 

Devouring them before the Peoples Eyes; 

Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſts: 

A Noiſe of Trumpets, rattling in the Air, | | 

Was heard, and dreadful Cries of dying Men. Otw, C. Mar. 
— The Air was fill'd with dreadful Cries, | | 

And ſuddain Night o'erſpread: the darken'd Skies: 

E Phantoms and Fiends, and wand'ring Fires appear d, 

And Screams of ill-preſaging Birds were heard. 

The Foreſt ſhook, and flinty Rocks were cleft, 

And frighted Streams their wonted Chanels left. Cong. 
Scarce had we ſtept on the forbidden Ground, 

When the Woods: ſhook, the Trees ſtood, briſtling up, 

A living Trembling nodded thro' the Leaves: 

And ſtrait a rumbling Sound, like bell! wing Winds, 

Roſe and grew loud: confus'd with Howls of Wolves, 

And Grunts of Bears, and dreadful Hifs of Snakes, 

Shrieks more than humane : Globes of, Hail pour'd down 

An armed Winter, and inverted. Day. Dryd. K. Arth. 
The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arms r 

We ſaw him wear, paſs'd groanin thro" the Court, 

His dreadful Eyeballs rowld their Horrour upwards; 

He wav'd his Arms, and ſhook his wond'rous Head. 

I've heard, that, at the Crowing of the Cock, | 

Lions will roar, and Goblins ſteal away; 

Bur this majeſtick Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on, | 

3pight of the Morn, that ca lis him from the Eaſt, - 

| or minds the Op'ning of the Iv'ry Door, Lee. Alex. 

= Scarce had the N 'ght, upon her Carr e "uy 

WE Thrown her black Influence round the mourntfull „. 

When a mad Whirlwind's ſubterranean Blaſt | 

Made the Dome tremble from its deep Foundation, 

And ſhook the dreadful Glories of its Spires. 

The yawning Vault diſcles'd. its gloomyrEntrails,. . . + , 

And, lab'ring, from its inmoſt Caverns gran d. 

And then-a Troop of Ghoſts, bloody. and baleſul, ' 

And wonderfully Kae ſprung glaring uß. 
Then vaniſhing,” ſo ruefully they ſhriek d. 

| ar all the ghaliful, Hojlow of the DewG.icr al 5vivdl boA 
Multiplying Horrour diſmally reſounded.. 

Then on a ſuddain, of their qwn Accord, 

The maſſy Gates, with jarring Sound, flew open; 

Grating harſh Thunder on their brazen Hin es. Den. Iphig: 
In a lone Iſle oth Temple while Walk c. 
A Whirlwind roſe, that, with a violent Blaſt, Shook 
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Shook all the Dome: the Doors around me clapt: 
The iron Wicket, that defends. the Vault, 
Where the lon Race of Ptolomies i is % 

Burſt open, and diſclosꝰd the mi 2 dead: 

From out each Monument, in orde n 
An armed Ghoſt ſtarts up: the Boy-King faſt 
Rear'd his inglorious Head: a Peal of Groans 
Then follow? , and a wo a Voice 
Cry'd, Egypt! is no more — * Blood ran back; 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd ; 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, © 7 
And ſo unfiniſti d left the horrid Scene. Dryd. All for Lone "4 


PROMETHEUS. 


The bold Prometheus, whoſe untam'd Deſire 
Rival'd the Sun with his own heav ny Fire; 
Now doom'd the Scythian Vulture's endleſs Prey, 
Severely pays for animating Clay. Roſc. Virg 
Condemn'd on Caucaſus to lie, - 
Still ro be dying, not to die, | 
With certain Pain, uncertain of Relief, c of Ven. 
True Emblem of a wretched Lover's Grief! Lanſd. ſen 
Thus bold Prometheus did aſpire, | 
And ſtole from Hea [: the Seed of Fi ire: 
A Train of Ms, a ghaſtly Crew, 
The Robbers blazing Track pur fue; "i 
Fierce Famine, with her meagre Face, 
And Fevers of a firy Race 
In Swarms th' offending Wretch farround, 
All brooding on the blaſted Ground; 
And ape eath, lafh'd on by Fate, 
Comes up, to ſhorten half pur ate. 'Dryd: Oy | 


PROMONTORT: 


A — ſharp'ning by Degrees, 
Ends in a Wedge, and overlooks the Seas: 
On either ſide, Nb: the Waters low. Dryd. Ovid. 


That Iſthmus ſtands between two wenge Seas, 
Which, mounting, view each other from 4 5 ar, 
And ftrive in vain to meet. — 1 Dryd. on. Seb. 


PROPHET 


Prinjherick. fury rouls within my Breaſt: 
And as, at Delphos, when the foaming Prieſt, 


Ove, 
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all of the God, proclaims the diſtant Doom 
Df Kings unborn, and Nations yet to come: 

y lab'ring Mind, fo, ſtruggles to unfold 
Dn Britiſh Ground a future Age of Gold, Lanſd, Brit.Eneb, 

O thou, whoſe mo aſpiring Mind 
10Ws all the Bus'neſs of the Courts above, 
WD pens the Cloſer of the Gods, and dares _ 
W'o mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council; 
D Prophet, anſwer me. Lee. OEdip. 

O tell it in Groans, tho? thou bend with the Load; 5 
Tho' thou burſt with the Weight of the terrible Edie: 

i Ip. 

— i Have we not ſearch'd 
W he Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
r Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophets Art? Lee. OEdip. 
As when a Prophet feels the God retir'd, „ 
is Eyes no more with ſacred Fury roul, ; ; 
o more, divine Impulſes move his Soul: p 
be Fires, that warm'd him, with the God are gone; 
WT be Dcity withdrawn, the Charm is done. Hopk. 


PROSERPINE. 


We Hail, mighty Empreſs of the Realms of Night! Laud. Vir. 
WE |! ling th' unbounded Glories of your Reign: 
BP bole Nature owns your PoW'r: whate'er have Birth, 
ad live, and move ver all the Face of Earth; 
r in old Ocean's mighty Caverns fleep 
,, ſportive, roul along the foamy Deep; 
ron ſtiff Pinions airy Journeys take; 
cut the floating Stream, or ſtagnant Lake: 
n vain they labour to preſerve their Breath; 
ud bon fall Victims to your Subject, Death: 
= Mumber'd Irony ſwift to you he brings: 
ail, Goddeſs of all ſublunary Things ? | 
2 mes, that fink above, here riſe again; 
3% Worlds, unpeopled, crowd th' Elyſian Plain: 
ud Tyrants once, and laurell'd Chiefs ſhall come, 
ad kneel; and, trembling, wait from you their Doom: 
WW Impions, forc'd, ſhall then their Crimes diſcloſe, 
\nd ſee paſt Pleaſures teem with future Woes ; 
5 er in Dar kneſs your impartial Sway; 
£ vile ſpotleſs Souls enjoy the Fields of Bay: 
ben. ripe for ſecond Birth, the Dead ſhall ſtand 
: 1 iv r1ng Throngs on the Lethæan Strand. 
That Shade, whom you approve, ſhall firſt be brought, 
o quaff Oblivion in the pleaſing Draught: | 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe Thread of Life, juſt ſpun, you wou'd renew, 
But nod, and Clotho ſhall re-wind the Clue: 

Let no Diſtruſt of Pow'r your Joys abate ;. 

Speak what you wiſh ; and what you ſpeak is Fate. 


PROTEUS: 
Old Proteus now appears, pu 
Prophet to mighty Neptune: he reides | 


In the Carpathian Gulph, o'er which he glides, 

And his green Chariot with Sea- Horſes guides : 
— Him the Nymphs adore; 

Old Nereus too: by him are all Things ſeen, 

What is to come, what is, and what has been, 

This Neptune gave him, when he gave to keep 

His Flocks, and feed them in the briny Deep. Creech,Vig 
Thus changeful Proteus vary'd oft his Shape; 

And did in ſundry Forms and Figures *ſcape : . 

A running Stream, a ſtanding Tree became; 

A roaring Lion, or a bleating Lamb. Dryd. Ovid, 
See Proteus, coming to his uſual Cave; 

The Sea-calves following {pour the brackiſh Waye: 

Spread o'er the Sand the ſcatter'd Monſters lay; 

He. like a Shepherd, at the cloſe of Day, 3 

Sits midſt the Beach, and counts the ſcaly Flock. Cr. Vi 
On great Minerva's Rock the God-appear'd, 

And charm'd with Verſe Divine his monſtrous Herd: 

While Phoebus funk with the declining way 

And all around delighted Dolphins play. Bowtes. Sant 


PROFEID ENCE 

The Ways of Heav'n are dark and intricate, 
Puzzled in Mazes, and perplexd with Errours ; 
Our Underſtanding traces them in vain, 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Search; _ 
Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings run, 
Nor where the regular Confuſion ends. Add. Cato. 
Heav'n, from human Senſe, . 
Has hid the ſecret Paths of Providence. Dryd. Rel. La. 

O Pow'r ſupream, how ſecret are thy Ways! 
Yer Man, vain Man, wou'd trace the myſtick Maze ; 
With fooliſh Wiſdom arguing, charge his God; 
His Balance hold, and guide his angry Rod : 
New-mould the Spheres, and mend the Skies Delign, 
And ſound th' Immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty Line- 
Do thou, my Soul, the deſtin'd Period wait, Ws 
When God ſhall ſolve the dark Decrees ef Fate; wy 
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His own unequal Diſpenſations clear; 
and make all wiſe and beautiful appear: 18 
. WR VV hen {uf 'ring Saints aloft in Beams ſhall-glow ; -. 
aud profp'rous Traitors gnaſh their Tecth below. Tickell. 
Es What have I done, 3 | 
vo kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againſt me 7 
f in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 
cn moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, 
i | with-held my Morſel from the Hungry, 
WE Foro: the Widows. Want, and Orphans Cry, 
if | have known a Good | have not ſhar'd ; 
Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion with-me, 
let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and noms, 
WE Dcny the Succour which I gave not then. Rowe. J Shore. 
The Pow'rs above, who bounteouſly beſtow - 
rheir Gifts and Graces on Mankind below, 
vet prove our Merit firſt ; nor blindly give . 
Lo {och as are unworthy to receive: 
For Valour and for Virtue they provide x 
heir due Reward ; but firſt they mult be try'd: 
WET ncſe fruitful Seeds within your Mind the loud; 
as you's t'improve the Talent they beſtow'd: 
bey gave you to be born of noble Kind; 
WT bcy gave you Love to lighten up your Mind. 
And purge the groſſer Parts: they gave you Care 
o pleaſe, and Courage to deſerve, the Fair: 
hus far they try'd you; and by Proof they found 
be Grain intruſted in a grateful Ground: 
or ſſtih che ou Experiment remain'd ; 
hey ſuffer'd you to loſe the Prize you gain'd ; 
hat you might learn the Gift was theirs alone; - 
And, when 1eftor'd, to them the. Bleſſing own. Dryd. 
| „ b 3 652d 1 55d =»; oo Cr CS. 
Mark, mark; Ulyſſes, how the Gods preſerve 
+ The Men they love, ev'n in their own Deſpight :_ 
Z They guide us, and we travel in the Dark: 8 
bot, when we moſt deſpair to hit the Way; i,  {Love. 
an leſt expect, we find our ſelves arriv'd. Lanſd. Her. 
5 Submit thy Fate to Heav'n's cent Care: 
bo all ſeem loft 'ris impious to deſpair: | 
; 5 he Tracts of Providence, like Rivers, wind; 
Here run before us; there retreat behind: 
And, tho immerg'd in Earth from human Eyes, 
Again break forth, and more conſpicuous riſe.Hig.Gen.Cong.. 
Ty jult is Providence in all its Works! 
ow ſwift to overtake us in our Crimes! Lanſd. Her. Love. 
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Complaints of PR O PIDENCE, 


Alffflictions, ſent from Heav'n without a Cauſe, 
Make bold Mankind inquire into its Laws. Dr. M. 
Yet ſure the Gods are good: I wou'd think fo, 
If they wou'd give me leave: =————_—_ | 
But Virtue in Diſtreſs, and Vice in Triumph 
Make Atheiſts of Mankind. Dryd. Cleom. 
—devotion (Cleon 
Will cool in after-times, if none but good Men ſuffer, Dd, 
If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs g 
On high; and of good Men the very beſt 
Be fingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge, 
What is Reward, and what is Puniſhment? . 
But who ſhall dare to tax eternal Juſtice? Cong. M. Brit 
Is this then my Reward? Unneceſſary Virtue! 
Why do we wear thee thus to our Undoing ? Lee. Mich, Wa 
Where ſhall the Brave and Good for Refuge run, 2D 
When tc be virtuous is to be undone ? 
Sure Jupiter's depos'd ; ſome Giant rules (Coch 
An impions World, contriv'd for Knaves and Fools. Lanſl 
Is there no God 0 | 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heav'n? Dr. Oldy. 
- O Virtne, impotent, and blind as Fortune! 
Who wou'd be good or pious, if this Queen, 
Thy great Example ſuffers? . Dryd. Maid. Queen, 
O, -where was then | 
The Pow'r, that guards the ſacred Lives of Kings 
Why ſlept the Lightning and the Thunderbolrs, | 
Or bent their idle Rage on Fields and Trees, 5 
When Vengeance calFd them here? Dryd. Span. In, 
But is there Heav'n? For I begin to doubt: N 
The Skies are huſh'd, no grumbling Thunders roul: 
Now take your Swing, ye impious, {in unpuniſh'd: 
Eternal Providence ſeems overwatch'd, . 
And with a ſlumb'ring Nod aſſents to Murder. Dryd. D 
O Powirs, if Kings be your peculiar Care; =_— 
Why plays this Wrerch with your Prerogative ? 155 
Now flaſh him dead, now crumble him ro Aſhes; | 
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N Or henceforth live confin'd to go own Palace, 
1 And look not idly out upon a World, | | 
iy That is no longer yours. Dryd. D. Seb. 1 
14 ' ——— HereI am loſt again = 
14 Here all my Courage, which has borne the Blow EN 
14 Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward: Mil 


Here, I confeſs, my Piety gives Way : 


E 
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cou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods, ; 

Ind curſe the cruel Authors of my Being. Lee, Mithr. 
Curs'd Fate! Malicious Stars! you now have Urain'd 

our ſelves of all your pois*nous nfluence ; 2 

Yn the laſt baleful Drop is ſhed upon me. Lee. Mith. 
Relentleſs Fate! malicious, cruel Pow'rs :. 

for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? Lee. The. 
| O ye eternal Pow*rs, | p 

bat guide the World! Why do you ſhock our Reaſon, 
ic Ads, like theſe, that lay our Thoughts in Duſt ? Lee. 


(Theod. 

Oh! When ſhall I have Reſt? | 

WV hy are all theſe Things thus? Is it of Force, 
chere Neceſſity, I muſt be miſerable? - 
it ot Moment to the Peace of Heaven, 
hat I ſhou'd be afflicted thus? If nor, 
Why is it thus contrived ? Why are Things laid, 
„ ſome unſeen Hand, fo, as of Conſequence 
hey muſt to me bring Curſes, Grief of Heart, 
he laſt Diſtreſs of Life, and ſure Deſpair ? Cong. M. Bride. 
See'ſt thou not this, great Jove, or do we fear in vain 
hy boaſted Thunder, and thy thoughtleſs Reign? 

do thy broad Hands the forky Lightnings lance, 
hine are the Bolts, or the blind Work of Chance? Dr. Vir. 
| Pm at a Loſs of Thought, and muſt acknowledge 

he Councils of the Gods are fathomleſs : 701 
ay, tis the hardeſt Task perhaps of Life, 
o be aſſur'd of what is Vice or Virtue : 
hether, when we raiſe up Temples to the Gods, 
e do not then blaſpheme them: Oh, behold me, 
ehold the Game, that laughing Fortune plays; 
ee, or the Will of Heav'n; call't what you pleaſe, - 
hat mars the beſt Deſigns, that Prudence lays, N 
hat brings Events about, perhaps, to mock (Jun. Brut. 
Wt human Reach, and ſport with Expectation. Lee. L. 
re Gods! We're taught that all your Works are Juſtice: 

_ ure painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 
D. „e, then why theſe Plagues upon my Head? Otw. Orph. 
= He then, with alter'd Hue, 

nk on the Ground; and from his Boſom drew 
Leſp'rate Sigh, accuſing Heav'n and Fate, 
nd angry Janes unrelenting Hare. 
5d be the Day, when firſt I did appear; 
et it be blotted from the Calendar, 


tit pollute the Month and poiſon all the Vear- F 
ill will the Jealous Queen purſue our Race, 
admus is dead; the Theban City was: 1 
2 | et 
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Yet ceaſes not her Hate : For all, who come 

From Cadmus, are involv'd in Cadmus' Doom. 

I ſuffer for my Blood: Unjuſt Decree! „ 

That puniſhes another's Crime on me. Dryd. Pal. & Ax 
Can heav'nly Minds ſuch high Reſentment ſhow; 

Or exerciſe their Spight on human Woe? Dryd. Virg, 

O Hercules! why ſhou'd a Man like this, 

Who dares not truſt his Fate for one great Action, 

Be all the Care of Heav*n ?- ryd. All for Love, 
Fool that I was, upon my Eagles Wings 

I bore this Wren till I wastir'd with ſoaring,  - 

And now he mounts above me. | 

Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me ? 

Who bids my Age make way; drives me before him 
To the World's Ridge, and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh? 

( Dryd. All for Los 
PERS HAM E Net: 

Let not the Puniſhment th' Offence exceed; 
—— with Weight and Meaſure muſt procced: 
Juſtice, when equal Scales ſhe holds, is blind; 

Nor Cruelty, nor Mercy change her Mind: 

When ſome eſcape for that which others die, 

Mercy to thoſe, to theſe is Cruelty. Denh. 

dee they ſuffer Death: | 

Bur in their Deaths remember they are Men : 

Strain not the Laws to make their Tortures. grievous. 

Lucius, the baſe degen rate Age requires 

Severity, and Juſtice in its Rigour: : 

This awes an impious, bold, offending World, 

Commands Obedience; and gives Force to Laws : 

When by juſt Vengeance guilty Mortals periſh, 

The Gods behold their Puniſhment with Pleaſure, 

Ant lay thꝰ uplifted Thunder-bolt aſide. Add. Cato. 

Heav'n may — — a Crime to Penſtence; 

For Heav'n can judge if Penitence be true; 

But Man, who knows not Hearts, ſhould make Example, 

Which, like a r muſt be ſhot off, 

To fright the reſt from Crimes. ——- Dryd. Span. Frys, 

You have forgot Reward; _- 

The Part of Heav'n in Rings: For Puniſhment , ag 

Is Hangman's Work, and Drudgery for Devils. Dr. D. Sed, 

Impunity's the higheſt Tyranny, Roch. Valent. 
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The Fleſh, or what ſo ſeems, he touches oft, 
hich feels ſo ſmooth, that he believes it ſoft: _ 
rd with this Thought, at once he ſtrainꝰd the Breaſt, 
Wd on the Lips a burning Kiſs impreſs'd : 
is true, the harden'd Breaſt reſiſts the Gripe, 
nd the cold Lips return a Kiſs unripe': 
ut when, retiring back, he look*d again, 
o think it Iv'ry was a Thought too mean: 
d would believe ſhe kiſsd ; and, courting more, 
gain embrac'd her naked Body Oer: | 
nd, ſtraining hard the Statue, was afraid 
Wis Hands had made a Dinr, and hurt the Maid: 
W:plor'd her Limb by Limb, and fear'd to find 
o rude a Gripe had left a livid Mark behind. 
hen from the Floor he rais'd a Royal Bed, 
ith Cov'rings of Cydonian Purple ſpread ; 
he ſolemn Rites perform'd, he calls her Bride, 
With Blandiſhments invites her to his Side: 
nd, as ſhe were with vital Senſe poſſeſs'd, 
er Head did on a plumy Pillow reſt. 
hen, impudent in Hope, with Argent Eyes, 
nd beating Breaſt, by the dear Statue lies. 
e kiſſes her white Lips, renews the Bliſs ; 
nd looks, and thinks they redden at rhe Kiſs ; 
e thought them warm before: Nor longer ſtays, 
put next his Hand on her hard Boſom lays : 
ard as it was, beginning to relent, | 
ſeem'd, the Breaſt beneath his Fingers bent; 
e felt again; his Fingers made a Print; | 
Cwas Fleſh ; bur Fleth-ſo firm, it roſe againſt the Dint. 
he pleaſing Task he fails not to renew; I 
oft, anch more ſoft, arev'ry Touch it grew; 
ke pliant Wax, when chafing: Hands reduce 
he former Maſs to Form, and frame for Uſe. 
e wou'd believe, but yet is ſtill in Pain; | 
and tries his Argument of Senſe again; | | 
'reſſes the Pulſe, and feels the leaping Vein. 
ben Lips to Lips he join d ; now, freed from Fear, 
e found the Savour of the Kiſs ſincere : £2 


10 e . 
ac vie wid at once the Light and Lover, with Sorprize. 


p Y- 


t ors the waken'd Image op'd her Eyes, (Dryd. Ovid. 
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EET J--27” 
The Pythian Goddeſs | 


ls dumb and ſullen, till, with Fury fill'd 
She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, Fong the Sight ; 
She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſhe raves: the awtul Secrets 
Burſt from her trembling Lips, and eaſe the tortur'd Mad 
| | | (Smith. Phæd. & HA 


UAC R and Man-Midvife. 
A Quack, too ſcandalouſly mean to name, 

Had, by Man-Midwifry, got Wealth and Fame: 
As if Lucina had forgot her Trade, 
The lab'ring Wife invokes his ſurer Aid: 
Well-ſeaſon'd Bowls the Goſſip's Spirits raiſe, 
Who, while ſhe guzzles, chats the Doctor's Praiſe; 
And largely, what ſhe wants in Words, ſupplies - 
With Maudlin-Eloquence of E 

But what a thoughtleſs Animal is Man! 
How very active in his own- Trepan! 

; For, greedy of Phyſicians frequent Fees, 

From female mellow-Praiſe he takes Degrees; 
Struts in anew unlicens'd Gown, and then 
From ſaving Women falls ro killing Men : 

Another ſuch had left the Nation thin, 
In {pight of all the Children he brought in: 
His Pills, as thick as Hand-Granadoes flew, 
And, where they fell, as certainly they flew: 
His Name ſtruck ev'ry where as great a Damp, 
As Archimedes' thro' the Roman Camp, 
With this, the Doctor's Pride began to cool; 
For ſmarting ſoundly may convince à Fool: 
But now Repentance came too late for Grace; 
And meagre Famine #ar'd him in the Face: 
Fain would he to the Wives be reconcil'd, 
But found no Husband left to own a Child : 
The Friends, that got the Brats, were poiſon'd too; 
In this ſad Caſe what cou d our Vermin do? 
Worry'd with Debts, and paſs'd all Hope of Bail, 
Th' unpity'd Wretch lies rotting in a Jail: 
And there, with basket-Alms ſcarce kept alive, 
She ws how miſtaken Talents ought to thrive. Roſc. 


QU4 


2. £2 


ud, 


1 g 1 
2 : 737 
DUAKRER. 
Quakers, thar, like ro Lanterns, bear 
Their Light within *em, will not ſwear : 
Their Goſpel is an Accidence, 
By which they conſtrue Conſcience, 
And hold no Sin ſo deeply red, 
As that of breaking Priſcian's Head : | + 
The Head and Founder of their Order, W 
That ſtirring Hats held worſe than Murder, - BE 
Theſe, thinking they're oblig'd to Troth I econ Eo 4M 
In ſwearing, will not take an Oath: 8 a Mn 


Like Mules, who, if they've not their Will * Fs _ 
To keep their own Pace, ſtand ſtock ſtill. Hud, A 


UART ER. 


Againſt a yielded Man 'tis mean ignoble Strife. Dr. Virg. 
Will you, great Sir, that _ blot e een 
In cold Blood which you gain'd in hot? 
To ſave, where you have Pow'r to kill, 10 
Argues your Pow'r above your Will; 
And that your Will and POW 'r have ſeſs, 
Than both might have, of Selfiſnneſs: 
This Pow'r, which, now alive, with Dread 
He trembles at, if he were dead, 
Would no more keep the Slave in Aw, 
Than if you were a Knight of Straw: - 
For Death would/then bè his Conqu' rour, 4 
Not you, and free him from that Terrour. 
If Danger from his Life accrue, 2 59 orte Ei 
Or Honour from his Death, to you, 
Twere Policy and Honodt too 
To do as you reſolv'd to do: T ee eee ee 
But ſure t would wrong your Valour much, 
To ſay it needs or fears a Crutch. 
Great Conqu'rours greater Glory gain, 
By Foes in Triumph led, than Kain: | 
The Laurels, that adorn their Bro-wss,,, 
Are pulPd from living, not dead Boughs. Hud. 
Slaughter grows Murther, When it goes too far, 0 
d makes a Maſſacre, what was a War. Dryd. Ind. Emp. 
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His Sires pretended pious Steps he treads ; 

And, where the Dotigr fails, the Saint ſacceeds: 

A Conventicle fleſh'd his greener Years ; 

And his full Age-th' envenom'd Rancour ſhares: 
Thus Boys hatch Game-Eggs under Birds of Prey, 
To make the Fowl more furious for the Fray. Garth. 


Ta 
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From thence his Way:the Trojan Hero bent 
Into a graſſy Plain, :with Mountains peat ; 


Whoſe Brows were ſhaded with ſurrounding Wood: | 


Full in the Midſt of this fair Valley ſtood 
A native Theatre, which, riſing ſlow 
By juſt Degrees, o erlook d the Ground below: 

re thoſe, who in the rapid Race delight, 
Deſite of Honour, and the Prize invite. 
To their appointed Baſe the Runners went; 
With beating Hearts th' expected Sign receive, 
And, ſtarting all at once, the Station leave: 
Spread our, as on the Wings of Winds, they flew, 
And ſeiz'd the diſtant Goal with eager Vie“: 
Shot from the Croud, ſwift Niſus all out- paſs'd; 
Nor ſtorms, nor thunder, equal half his Haſte: 
The next, but tho” the next, = far disjoin'd, 
Came Salius ; then a diſtant Space behind, 
Euryalus the third: — 
Next Elymus, whom young Diores 8 
Step after Step, and almoſt Side by Side, 
His Shoulders preſſing; and, in longer Space, 
Had won, or left at leaſt, a doubtful Race: 
Now, ſpent, the Goal they almoſt reach'd at laſt, 
When eager Niſus, hapleſs in his Haſte, 
Slipt firſt, and, flipping, fell open the Plain, 
Moiſt with the Blood of Oxen lately ſlain : 
The careleſs Victor had not mark'd his Way, 
But, treading where the treach'rous Puddle lay, 
His Heels flew up, and on the graſſy Floor 
He fell, beſmeard with Filth and holy Gore: 
Not mindleſs then, Euryalus, of thee, 
Nor of the ſacred Bands of Amity, 
He ftrove th immediate Rival to oppoſe, 
And caught the Foor of Salius as he roſe ; 
So Salius lay extended on the Plain. 
Euryalus ſprings out the. Prize to gain, 


ad cuts the Croud: applauding Peals attend (Laud, Vir . 
ie Conqu'rour to the Goal, who conquer*d thro' his Frien : 


RACK 4 

W Moſt cruel Racks and Torments are preparing, _ (Pref. 

force Confeſſions from their dying Pangs. Otw. Ven. 

Thou ſhalt behold him ſtretch'd in all the Agonies 

ea tormenting and a ſhameful Death; | 

is bleeding Bowels, and his broken Limbs, 

ſulted o'er by a vile butch'ring Villain. Orw. Ven. Pref, 

 —— Bring forth the Rack: os , 

ch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulph'rous Flames : 

e hall be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flea'd off, 

Ind burnt alive. a 
Wc hall be Hours, Days, Years a Dying. Dryd. OEdip. 
Wire-draw his Limbs, ſpin all his Nerves like Hairs, 

nd work his tortur'd Fleſh as thin as Flame. Lee. Conſt, 

l him rack'd : a Sight ſo diſmal ſad 

Eyes did ne'er behold : It is unutterable: 

hold the Rack ſer forth. 

ilotas, like an Angel ſeiz'd by Fiends, 

trait diſrob'd; a Napkin ties his Head: 

is warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords are bound, 

Ind cv'ry Slave can now the Valiant wound. 
aid not your Eyes rain Blood, your Spirits burſt, 

Wo {cc your noble Fellow-Soldier burn: 

et, without trembling or a Tear, endure 
be Torments of the Damn'd ? O ye Barbarians! 

ould you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 

ou ſaw him bruis d, torn, to the Bones made bare, 

is Veins wide-lanc'd, and the poor quiv'1ing Fleſh 
ith Pincers from his manly Boſom fipt, 

ill you diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 

hy ſtood you then like Statues ? There's the Caſe; 

be Horrour of the Sight had turn'd you marble: 
the pale Trojans, from their weeping Walls, 

ww the dear Body of the Godlike Hector, 

loody and foil'd, drag'd on the famous Ground, 

et ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn Weapons ran, 

o fave the great Remains of that prodigious Man. Lee. Alex. 


RAGE. 


— I could tell a Story, 21710 

ould rowze thy Lion- Heart out of its Den, 

ad make it rage with terrifying Fury. Otw. Ven. Preſ. 
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His Fury wildly champs upon the Curb, 

Anon it foams, and, ſtarting with a Bound, 

Hurries him headlong, far from Reaſon's Road, Den, Iphig, 
O ſhou'd her raging Paſſion reach his Ears, 

His tender Love, by anger fiir*d, wou'd turn 

To burning Rage: as ſoft Cydonian Oil, 

Whoſe balmy Juice 4 o'er th* untaſting Tongue, 

Yet, touch'd with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze. 

| | (Smith. Phæd. & Hi, 
O did'ſt thou mark. her, when her Fury lighten'd; 

She ſeem'd all Goddeſs: nay, her Frowns became her; 

There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. Lee. Theod. 

There are a thouſand Furies in his Looks, 

And in his deadly Silence more loud Horrour, 

Than, when, in Hell, the Tortur'd and Tormentors 

Contend whoſe Shrieks are greater. Beaum. Doub. Marr, 
*Twas Grief no more; or Grief and Rage were one 

Within her Soul; at laſt 'twas Rage alone; 

Which, burning upwards, in Succeſlion dries * 

The Tears that ſtood conſid'ring in her Eyes. Dryd. Oi. 
All EÆtna's Caves ſtrove in his lab'ring Soul, 0 

And Stygian Tempeſts in his Veins did rowl : ; 

His panting Heart threw out a boiling Tide ; 

And circulating Flames their , Chanels fry'd: 

Diftracting Fury all rhe Man poſſeſs'd; 

And Agonies of Rage o'erwhelm'd his Breaſt : 

Taking long Strides, ſometimes he ſlowly ſtalk'd; 

And then, diſtracted, rather ran than walk'd: 

Oft, ſtopping on a ſuddain, wou'd he ſtand, 

Striking his Breaſt, and ſtamping on the Sand 

Sometimes his Eyes were fix'd upon the Ground; 

Then, ſtarting vp, he wildly ſtar'd around : 

He bites his Lips; and, with his Hands, he tears, 

From his diſtemper'd Head, his curling Hairs. 

He gnafh'd his angry Teeth : his heaving Breaſt, 
And trembling Joints the Rage within confeſs'd.Blac.K.Ant. 
Thus while he raves, from his wide Noſtrils flies 
A firy Steam, and S arkles from his Eyes. Dryd. Ving. 

Rage flaſh'd like Lightning from th Apoſtare's Eyes, 
And Envy ſwell'd him to the vaſteſt Size. Blac. P. Arti. Wl 
Infernal Flames te 2-3 his poiſon'd Blood ; (an 
And his ſwoln Heart boils with th* impetuous Flood, Bla 
| O, man me, Reaſon, 
Reſtrain the Sallies of my ſtarting Paſſion, 
Which elſe will plunge me in the Gulph of Madneſs. 
The Thunder rages in my Breaſt for Vent: 
Here, here it rouls to make its vi'lent Way; * 
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E it burſts : the flaming Bolts are burbd. South. 
And now it burits * - (Loy. Brother. 


The Pain is in my Head, tis in my Heart, | 
Tis evry where! It rages like a Madneſs,  _ 
And I moſt wonder how my Reaſon holds, Otw, Orph. 
— Horrour and Hell! I burn i | 
WI rage! I rave! I die! — | 
WEtcrnal Racks my tortur'd Boſom tear, 
WVultures with endleſs Pangs are gnawing there, 
ray! Diſtraction ! I am all Deſpair! Lanfd. B. Ench. 
= Wild with my Rage, more wild with my Deſire, 
Like meeting Tides—— but mine are Tides of Fire. Dryd. 


| (Tyr. Love. 
——— Ol cou d ſhake the World . 4 
ith thund'ring forth my Wrongs ; hollow his Name 
o the reſounding Hills! Borgia! Tramour Borgia? 
Nethinks that Word, that Spell, that horrid Sound, 
hat Groan of Air cou'd cleave the neighb'ring Rocks, 
nd ſcare the babbling Echos from their Pens. Lee. Cæſ. B. 
Ob, my Heart breaks! Pm dying ! Oh ſtand off! 
il not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs : itil], 
haf d and fomented, let my Heart ſwell on, 
ill with its Injuries it burſt, and ſhake a 
ith the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth, Otw. Orph. 
Off, let me looſe : why, cruel barbarous Maids, | 
hy am I barr'd from Death, the common Refuge, 
at ſpreads its hoſpitable Arms for all? | 
hy muſt I drag th? inſufferable Load 
f foul Diſhonour, and deſpairing Love? 
h Length of Pain! Am I fo often dying, 
nd yet not dead? Feel I fo oft Death's Pangs ? 
or once can find its Eaſe ? —- Smith. 
= Now, Minos, I defie thee ; 
e all thy dreadful Magazines of Pains, | 
ones, Furies, Wheels, are flight to what I ſuffer ; | 
und Hell it {elf's Relief Smith. Phad. & Hip. 
ere thou haſt rowz'd the Lion in my Heart: ; 
talian Spite, Reven e, and blaſting Fury, 


rt, 


vid 


coor my Soul: all Mildneſs ſleeps like Death: i 
. bdoil like Drunkards Veins.---. Death! Hell and Vengeance. 


- (Lee. C. Borg. 
atience, the Refuge of poor ſtupid Cowards ! j 
, did ſome maſſy, pond'rous, falling Weight 
y from its Center, and remount the Air: 
en, then I will be patient. Hig. Gen. Cong. - 
id the Sea liſten, when the greedy Merchant. 


nd Lo gorge its ray'nous'Jaws, hurls all his Wealth, | 8 : . i 
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And ſtands himfelf upon the ſplitting Deck, 

For the laſt Plunge:— Lee, C. Bor. 
Leave me to wild Deſpair : 

Deluding Flatt'rers of impatient Grief, 

Who rhibk ro catm a Tempeſt with a Song: 

Preach Patience to the Sea, when farving Windes 

Throw up her ſwelling Billows ro the SKR 
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And if your Reaſons mitigare her Fury, 
My Soul will be as calm. —— Smith. P. of Parm. 
f there were Reaſons for theſe Miſeries, 
Then into Limits cou'd 1 bind my Woes : | 
Whene'er Heav'n weeps, does not the Earth o'erflow? . 
If the Winds rage, does not the Sea wax mad, 
Th rexCoing rhe Welkin with his big! ſwoln Face; (Andra 
And wilt thou have a Reaſon for this Coile. Shak. Th, 
Oh! diſmal! *Tis not to be borne! Ve Moraliſts, 
Ye Talkers; what are all your Precepts now? ' 
Patience? DiſtraQion ! Blaſt the Tyrant, blaſt him? 
— Lightnings, ſnatch hi 


im hence, ye Fiends! 
ature can bear no more ; 7 0 
Ruin is on her, and ſhe ſinks at once. Rowe. Tamenl. 
Fury turns | 4 
My Brain; and my diſtemper'd Boſom burns. Dryd. Vis. a 
Sink me to Death, plunge me in ſtreaming Fire, 
Heap Mountains on my Head, and bury my Difgrace. 
to this Earth will grow. } 
Out-rave the winter Sea, out-rage the northern Wind; 
And with my loud Complaints alarm the Gods, | 
Till they reſent the Wrongs ——— - 
Of flatter'd Virgins ; and contound Mankind. Tate. L. W 
O think you fee me on the naked Shore; N 
Think how I ſcream ; and tear my ſcatter'd Hair; 
Break from th' Embraces of my ſhrieking Maids; 
And harrow on the Sand my b — Boſom: 
Then catch with wide-ſtretch*d Arms the empty Billows,(Hy 
And headlong plunge into the gaping Deep. Smith. Phedi Pha 
Had I been ſindg'd with Lightning, I had ſtood, 5 
With all my Wrongs, huſh'd as unwindy Night: | 
But to be ſcorch'd thus by a Candle Snuff, 
A Thing that only blazes in expiring, + 
And which muſt die in its own Noiſomneſs ; 
Makes my Impatience ſwell above all Banks 
Of common Temper. ——— How. D. of Lerma. 
"Tis all in vain, this Rage, that tears thy Boſom, 
Like a poor Bird, that flutters in its Cage, 
Thou beat'ſt thy ſelf to Death. ow. J. Shore. 
A little longer yet be ſtrong, my Heart ; „ 
A latle longer let the buſy Spirits Ke 
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eo on their chearful Round. It will not be: 
; 4 Sorrow; and the Sring of vile Reproach, 
Vocceeding one another in their Courſe, 
ile Drops of eating Water on the Marble, 2 
At length have worn my boaſted Courage down: * 


vill indulge the Woman in my Soul, e 
| W give a looſe to Fears-and to Impatience. Rowe.Tamerl. 


Rage of Achilles calm'd by Pallas. 


Ax this th? impatient Hero ſowrly ſmiPd : 
nis Heart, impetuous, in his Boſom boil'd; 
nc, juſtled by two Tides of equal Sway, 
tood, for a While, ſuſpended in its Way: 
A betwirt his Reaſon, and his Rage untam'd ; 
os whiſper'd ſoft, and one aloud reclaim'd ; 
hat only counſePd ta the ſafer Side; | 
his to the Sword his ready Hand 2pgly'd JOE 
ut ſoon the Thirſt of Vengeance fir d: his. Blood: 
lalf ſhone his Faulchion, and half ſheath'd it ſtood: 
In that nice Moment, Pallas, from above, 
(ommiſſion'd by th' Imperial Wife of Jove, 
eſcended ſwift.— ; : 
act as in Act he ſtood, in Clouds inſhrin'd, 
4 er Hand ſhe faſten'd on his Hair behind; 
ben backward by his yellow Curls fhe drew: 
Lo him, and him alone, confeſs'd in View: 
lam'd by ſuperior Force he turn'd his Eyes, 
ghbaſt at firſt, and ſtupid with Surprize : 
ut by her ſparkling Eyes and ardent Look 
e Virgin Warriour, known; he thus befpoke : 
(cm'ſt thou, Celeſtial, to behold my Wrongs ? 
ben View the Vengeance, which to Crimes belongs. 
bus he: the blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus rejoin'd: 
come to calm thy Turbulence of Mind; 
f Reaſon will reſume her ſov'reign Sway. 
et ceaſe Contention : be thy Words ſevere; 
bharp as he merits; but the Sword forbear : 
a Hour unhop'd, already wings her Way, 
ben he this dire Aﬀront ſhall dearly pay: 
We! hou then, ſecure of my unfailing Word, 
ompoſe thy ſwelling Soul, and ſheath the Sword. 
de !outh thus anſwer'd mild: Auſpicious Maid, 
ens Will be mine, and your Commands obey'd: 
he Gods are juſt; and when, ſubduing Senſe, 
: We ſerve their Pow'rs, provide the Recompence: + - © 
ee faid ; with ſurly Faith, believ'd her Word; (Hom. 
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At her Departure, his Diſdain return'd: 
The Fire ſhe fann'd, with greater Fury burn'd ; 
Rumbling within till thus it found a Vent. Dryd. Hom, 
With boiling Rage Atrides burn'd ; 
And Foam berwixt his gnaſhing Grinders churn'd. Dr. Hom. 
Stop not the torrent of his riiing Rage, | 
Give it full Courſe, and it will ſoon aſſwage. Lee. Glor. 
Rage has no Bounds in flighted Womankind. Dr. Cleom, 


* 
Now, like a 1 Balm, diſtilling Rains 
Cement th' Earth's 
With all their fibrous Mouths the Plants and Trees 
Drink the ſweet Juices, and their Thirſt appeaſe : 
The riſing Sap thruſts forth the tender Bud, 
And crowns with verdant Honours all the Wood. Blac. job. 
— — he pearly Rain 
Deſcends in Silence to refreſh the Plain, Dryd. Virg. 
— The Summer Storms, 8 Clouds, 
That burſt at once, pour down impetuous Floods. Dr. Virg. 
And now the louring Spring, with laviſh Rain, 
Beats down the tender Stem, and bearded Grain, Dr. Virg, 


— - As the flow'ry Arch, 
With liſted Colours gay, Or, Azure, Jules, 
Delights and puzzles the Beholder's Sight: | 
He views the wat'ry Brede, with thouſand Shews 
OfPainture vary*d, yet's unskilPd to tell, | 
Or where one Colour riſes, or where faints. Phil. Cyd. 
Say, why the Sun arrays with various Dies 
The gawdy Bow, that gildsthe gloomy Skies : 
He from his Urn pours forth his 1 Streams, 
And humid Clouds imbibe the gli 


I long to claſp that haughty Maid, 


And bend her ſtubborn Beauty ro my; Paſſion. 

How wilt my Boſom {well with anxious Joy, 

When 1 behold her ftruggling in my Arms, 

With glowing Beauty and diſorder'd Charms, 

While Fear and Anger, with alternate Grace, 
Pant in her Breaſt; and vary in her Face. Add. Cato. 
1 51 mV ee e u, 
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ounds, and cure the gaping Plains; | 


tt'ring Beams, Broome. 
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Thus, while he Hole: he ſeiz'd the willing Prey, 
As Paris bore the Spartan Spouſe away: ß: 
Faintly ſhe ſcream'd, and ev'n her Eyes confeſs d, 
She rather would be thought, than was, diſtreſs'd. Dryd, 

+ x. ( Bocc, Cym. & Iphig. 

— — N full 0 8 ety, 5 F oa 
force accompliſh'd his obſcene Deſire. ryd. Chauc. 
7 1 (Wife of Bath's Tale. 

Then impotent of Mind, with alter'd Senſe, | 
She hugg'd th' Offender, and forgave th Offence : = 
Sex to the laſt! — Dryd. Bocc. Cym. '& Iphig. 

And ſure few Women will of Force complain. Dryd. 

| PT ( Conq. of Gran. p. 2 

Proceed, be bold, and, ſcorning to entret. 
Think all her Strugglings feign'd, her Cries Deceit:: 
Not creeping like a Cur, that fawns to pleſecc, 
Nor whine, nor. beg: but like a Lion ſeize : Lanſ. Br. Enchr.. 

You court with Words, when you ſhould Force imploy,, 
A Rape is requiſite to ſhame-fac'd Joy : | | | 
Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive, is 5 
Our Sex can ſuffer what we dare not give. E. of Mulg. Ovid. 

And Women pardon Force, becauſè they find et 
The Violence of Love is {till moſt kind: 1 | 
Juſt like the Plots of well built Comedies 
Which then pleaſe moſt, when moſt they do ſur prize. 
But yer Conttraint Love's nobleſt End deſtroys,  .... 
Whoſe higheſt Joy is in another's Joys... Pryd, Riv. Lad. 

Why ſhould you pluck the green diſtaſtful Fruit 
From the — Bough, . - - . 
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| When it may ripen of it ſelf and fall? Dryd. D. Seb. - 


— ——--- $1nce Love is Choice, . 
You ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind. 
And not have forc'd her Perſon by a. Rapè.; e 4,g 

Whether by Force or Stratagem we gaiß , 
Still gaining is our End in War or Love. Dr. K, Arch. 1 

bluſh rhar I have been ſo calm and tame 
Conqueſts in Love or War are but the ſam en 
Both reach'd'by boldeſt Hands and Fools ald 
Thank Fate or you for that which is their o-π,- n. H 

PIl fawn no more, but force her to the Bliſs 
And glut at once my Vengeance aud Deſire. 
— o it would fire my Soul, Fo 
To claſp this Iovely Fury in my Ams 
Whilſt, ſcorning yo be pleas' d, ſhe'd cuiſe the Pleafure: 
Till, with a ſudden Rapture ſeiz' d, fie d. melt away, 
and, ipringing, Ne a. Epo 10 Wfyoy, ——2 5858 

3h Midit of Groans _—— and guſhing Tears, 
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You ſhonld have raviſh'd her; your royal Hand, 
Lock'd in her Amber Hair, ſhould then have forc'd her: 
Who knows, but Oppoſition mounts the Joy ? 
Like that Athenian Tyrant, who ne'er took 
His Barge for Pleaſure, but in higheſt Storms : 
Then would he ſtand like Neptune on his Deck, | 
And laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the Billows, Lee.Mith, 
After the dreadful Ecſtaſie was over, | 
The raviſh'd Maid, half dead with ſhrieking Pray'rs, 
Burſt, at the laſt, from my 3 Arms, 
Ran to my Sword, of which when I difarm'd her, 
She fled the Room with Cries, like one diſtracted: 
Prefs'd with Remorſe, I reſted on my Couch, 
| And ſlept : but, oh! a Dream ſo full of Terrour, 
4 The pale, the trembling Midnight Raviſher 
j Ne'er ſaw, when cold Lucretia's mourning Shadow 
i His Curtains drew, and laſh'd him in the Eyes, 
| With her bright Treſſes, dabbled in her Blood. Lee. Mith, 
—— Nor did I enjoy 
„ Pleaſure, though theſe Hands did hold, 
All Night, her panting Beauties ro my Breaſt : 
| * Pleaſure, what Content, 


But oh! what Joy, w 
4 Could my griey*d Heart receive in ravifh'd Kindneſs ? 
| Her Lips, which if Ziphares had been there, | 
{ Would {ure have ſhot their gleamy Warmth at diſtance, 
Were cold to me, as Odours are in Froſt ; | 
Her Face, like weeping Marble, damp'd my Flames: | 
And, as I drew her trembling to my Arms, | 
She fainted ſtill, and woo'd me with ſuch Wailings, 
Such Languiſhings, and broken Sighs, to leave her ; 
That had not more than monſtrous Appetite _ 
Tranſported me, the Roſe had been unblaſted. Lee. Mith, 
The Rape deſtroys the Pleaſure of Fruition.. Hig.G.Con, 
What is her Love, her Virtue, or her Truth? 
The Raviſher has caught her: ſhe muſt 3 
O how that Ima 7 ſtings! Now, now he drags her! 
His luſtful Arm ſtrong twifted in her Hair, 
Jn his right Hand with his drawn Sword he threatens: 
See! ſhe reſiſts; and with her tender Nails 
She tears his Cheeks, and ſtruggles out of Breath; 
On Heav'n ſhe calls; on her Achilles calls; | 
Help, help, ſhe cries ; I can reſiſt no longer 
The Ravither's roo ſtrong, and Innocence 
Too weak, for Luſt. ——— Lanfſd. Her. Love. 
As Doves from Eagles, or from Wolves the Lambs, 
So from their lawleſs Lovers fly the Dames : Thi: 


eee, os A. hes 
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Their Fear was one; but not one Face of Fear; 

Some rend the loyely Treſſes of their Hair: 

Some ſhriek, and ſome are ſtruek with dumb Deſpair: 

Her abſent Mother one invokes in vain ; OOF EPI 

One ſtands amazd, not daring to complain; 

The nimbler truſt their — ſlow remain. 

But, nought availing, all are Captives led 

Trembling and bluſhing; to the genial Bed: 

She, who too long reſi or deny'd, 5 

The luſty Lover made by Force his Bride, ne 

And with „ Strength compell'd her to his Side. 
ryd. Ovid. Spoken of the Rape of the Sabines. 


RAFTING.” bo 


= Reaſon bears no Rule upon my Tongue.. (for Love. 
But lets my Thoughts break all at Random out. Dryd. All 
| I rave, I rave, my Spirits boilll. 1 
Like Flames increas'd, and mounting high with pouring 1 
(Oil. Dryd. Alb. & Alban. + 
My Breath can ſtill the Winds, | * 
Uncloud the Sun, charm down the ſwelling Sea, 
And ſtop the Floods of Heay'n, . Beau. Philaſ. 
Run, ſally out, and fer the World on Fire; 
Alarum Nature; let looſe all the Winds: 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds ; 
Let the Earth open all her ſalph'rous Veins ; | 
The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains; 
Till all Things from their Harmony decline, . 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. Otw. D. Carl. 
Whirl, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer; 
IIl ride in that away: pull, pull him down: 
Oh! How I hurl the Wildfire as I run: 
Now, now I mount — Otw, D. Carl. 
Hark ! Hark ! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 
Jocaſta! yes, I'Il to the royal Bed, 
Where firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were ated, 
And double-dye it with imperial Crimſon : 
Tear off this curling Hairy 
Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtab ev'ry vital Part; | 
And, when at laſt Pm ſlain, to crown the Horrour, 
My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, 
To try, if Hell can yet more deeply wound. Lee. OEdip. 
'Tis well! J thank you, Gods! *Tis wond'rous well! 
Daggers and Poiſon! O there is no need x 
For my Diſpatch : and you, ye mercileſs Pow'rs, he: 
Hoard up your Thunder-ſtones ; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little Note. Oh 
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Oh barbarous Men, and oh the hated Light?! 
ny did you force me back to cal che Ba * 3 
To curſe my Friends ; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
Fhe yer untainted Earth, and Firgling Are Fr 

o raiſe new Plagues, and call new. Vengeance down ? 


a d 
8 bars you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 
ethinks there's not a, Hand, that graſps this Hell, 


But ſhould run up, like Flax, all blazing Fire. 
1 My Wings are j; 
Pl! mount, I'll fly; and, with a Port divine, 
Glide all along the gawdy Milky Soil, THe 
Jo find my Laius out; ask evry GGW 
In his bright Palace, if he knows my Laius, 
My murder'd Laius-!, Shall I not find him out? 
ill you not ſhew him? Are my Tears deſpis'd? 
Why then I'll chunder; yes, I will be madd 
And fright yaw with my Cries: yes, crueb Gods: 
Tho? Vultures, Eagles, ragons, tear my Heart, 
Pit ſnatch celeſtial Flames, fire all your Dwellings, 
Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 
Of Criſtal fly from off their Di'mond Hinges: 
Drive you all out from your ambroſial Hives, 
To ſwarm, like Bees, about the Field of Heaven. 
What ho! my OEdipus! ſee where he ſtands!! 
His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a TOWW' T.,. 
Nor can it find the Road: mount, mount, my Soul, 
III wrap thy ſhiv'ring Spirit in Lambent Flames 
r 12787 197 317 7% 08 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy Coaſt; 
And all the golden Strands are cover*d'o'er © - - 
With glorious Gods, that come to try our Cauſe + 
oye, Jove, whoſe Majeſty now {inks me down, 
He, who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done; - 
"Tis fixt by Fate upon Record divine; © (by Jocaſta. 
And OEdipus ſhall now be ever mine. Lee. OEdip. Spoken, 
Sure it is Doomſday —— Ha! By Hell, it is 
And ſee, the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air, are all 
On Fire : the very Seas, like molten Glaſs, 
Roul their bright Waves, and from the ſmoky Deep- 
Caſt up the glaring Dead: the Trumpet ſounds, 
And the ſwift Angels skim about the Globe 
To ſummon all Mankind. — Lee. Cæſ. Bor. 
Strike, ſtrike your Torches: bid the Stars deſcend“! 
We wander in the Dark. — 77) 
Hark ! Boreas muſters up his roaring Crew: nen 
My Wings: and I'll among them: wieathe my 2 5 
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Wich flaming Meteors: load my Arm with Thunder; 


Which, as 


nimbly cut my cloudy Way, 


Ill hurl on this ungrateful Earth; and laugh 


To hear the Mortals yelling. 
y; there's the He 


A 
Be 


fore I 
Gorge thy | 
'Tis a delicious Morſel } 
Ha! what a merr 


ſperian Dra 


* 


World is this Elyzium? 


See how the youthful Shepherds trip to th? Pipe, 
And fat Silenus waddles in the Round. 


Beware thy Horns; Pan, Cupid, with their Bowſtrings 


Have ty'd them faſt to th* Tree. 


What's that 


? A Surhmons to me from the Gods ? 


Back, Mercury; and telbthem I'll appear. ; 
How! juno dead! the Thund'rer then is mine; 
And l' have more than Juno's Privilege: 
See, how the Æther ſmokes ! the Cryitalline 

Falls clatt'ring down! This giddy. Phaethon 


Will ſer the 


orld on fire 


Wilt thou not bolt him? Then VII att thy. Part; 
Force from thy ſlothful Hand the flaming Dart, 


And thus I it 


Vain Man, who boldly, with dim Reaſon's Ray, 
Vies with his God, and rivals his full Day. Broome. 


REASON 


Reaſon's a Portion of etherial Light. Blac. Job. 
The ſuperoat*ral Gift that makes a Mite 
Think he's the Image of the Infinite; 
This buſy, puzzling Stirrer- up of Doubt, 
That frames deep Myſteries, then finds them out, 
Filling with frantick Crouds of thinking Fools, 
The rev'rend Befllams, Colleges. and Schools ; 


Borne on whoſe 


Vings, 


each heavy, Sot. can. pierce 


The Limits of the houndleſs Univerſe :. 

do charming Ointments make an old. Witch fly, 

And bear a erippled: Carcaſs thro'the. Sky, 

Tis this exalted Pow'r, whoſe Bus'neſs lies 

In Nonſenſe and Impollibilities : 3 

This made a whimſical Philoſopher 

Before the ſpacious World his Tub prefer: 

And we have many modern, Coxcombs, Wo 
Retire to think, *cauſe' they have nought to do. 

Our Sphere of Action is Life's Happineſs, - . rn 


And 


he, that thinks beyond, thinks like an Aa. . 


gon I muſt paſs him, 
reach the golden Bough; there, Cerberus, 
curs'd Maw with that, and ceaſe thy Bar 


king: 


bed 


own with him Jove-: - 


rike my Thunder thro” his Heart. Tate. Cor. | 


Thus, 
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770 
Thus, whilſt againſt falſe Reas' ni 
I own right Reaſon, which I — 
That Reaſon, which diſtinguiſhes by Senſe, 
And give us Rules of Good and Ill from thence ; 
My Reaſon is my Friend, yours is a Cheat: 
Hunger calls out; my Reaſon bids me eat; | 
Perverſely yours your Appetite does mock ; | 
This asks for Food, that anſwers — What's a-Clock ? Roch, 
Reaſon's the Pilot, giv'n to Man, to ſteer 
His rott'ring Bark thro* Life's rough Ocean here. 
The Aſs, whom Nature Reaſon has deny*d, + 
Content with Inſt inct for his ſurer Guide, 
Still follows that, and wiſelier does proceed: 
Of Reaſon void, he ſees, and gains his End; 
While Man, who does to that falſe Light pretend, 
110 groaps on, and in broad Day is blind: - 
By Whimſy led, he does all things by Chance, 
And acts in each againſt all common Senſe; 
With ev'ry thing diſpleas'd and pleas'd at once, 
He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ſhuns: 
Unable to diſtinguiſh Good, or Bad, 
For nothing he is gay, for nothing ſad : 
At random loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, does, undoes. 
Did we, like him, e'er ſee the Dog, or Bear 
Chimeæras of their own deviſing fear? 
Frame needleſs Doubts, and for thoſe Doubts forego 
The Joys, which prompting Nature calls them to ? 
And, with their Pleaſures aukwardly art Strife, 
With ſcaring Phantoms pall the Sweets of Life ? Oldh.] 
Deluded Man ! who fondly proud of Reaſon, 
Think'ſt that thy crazy Nature's hy 
Which is thy great Tormentour. Senſeleſs Fools, 
In ſtupid Dulneſs bleſs'd, are only happy: 
They feel no threat' ning Evils at a Diſtance; 
Never reflect on their paſt Miſeries: 
Their ſolid Comfort is their Want of Senſe : 
But Reaſon is the Tyrant of the Mind, 
Awakes our Thoughts to all our Cares and Griefs, 
Diſtracts our Hopes, and, in a thouſand Shapes, 
Preſents our Fears to multiply our Woes. Sm. P. of Parma. 
Before kind Reaſon did her Light diſplay, | 
And Government taught Mortals to obey ; 
Men, like wild Beaſts, did Nature's Laws purſue, 
They fed on Herbs, and Drink from Rivers drew : 
Their brutal Force, on Luſt and Rapine bent, 
Committed Murthers without Puniſhment : 


Res · 


* 


FR, Wo oa fron nn & rr 


Na, 


Reaſon at laſt, by her all- conqu'ring Arts, — 

geduc'd thoſe Savages, and tun'd their Hearts; 

Mankind from Woods, and Bogs, and Caverns, calls, 

And Towns and Cities fortifies with Walls: = 

Thus Fear of Juſtice-made proud Rapine ceaſ ce 

And ſhelrer'd Innocence by Laws and Peace. Soame. Boil. 
Blinded with Rage our Reaſon's apt to ſtray. Lee. Nero. 
Reaſon's a Rebel, when high Paſſion's ſway. Lee. Soph, 

| | 4 


RECONCILEMENT 


Behold his Anger melts ; he longs to love you ; 
To call you Friend; then preſs you hard, with all | 
The tender, ſpeechleſs Joys of Reconcilement. Rawe.F.Pery 
Why doſt thou turn away? Why tremble thus ? x0 
Why thus indulge thy Fears; and; in Deſpai 
Abandon thy diſtracted Soul ro Horrour ? 
Caſt ev'ry black and guilty Thought behind thee, 
And let them never vex thy Quiet more: 
My Arms, my Heart, are open to receive thee, 
ith tender Joy, with fond forgiving Love, 
And all the Longings of my firſt Deſires. Rowe. J. Shore. 
Canſt thou forgive me? Canſt thou, my Cleanthes ? 
Can I deſerve thus to grow here once more? 
Let me embrace my ſelf quite into thee. 
Come, come as fiercely as thou wilt: I meet thee ; 
I cloſe within thee, and am thou again. Dryd. Cleom. 


RECOVER YT. 


— And now his Strength 
Again began to animate his Body; | 
His Senſe return'd, and thro' his chilly Veins 


Circled in brisker Streams the purple Flood. Broome. Hom, 


Triumphant Charms, what may not you ſubdue, 
When Fate's your Slave, and thus ſubmits to you! 
It now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 

And for another Clue her Spindle fit: | x 
And Life's hid Spark, which did unquench'd remain, 
Caught the fled Light, and brought it back again. 
Thus you reviv'd, and all our Joys with you 

Reviv'd, and found their Reſurrection too. 

Now Crowds of Bleſſings on that happy Hand, 


. Whoſe Skill could eager Deſtiny withſtand ; 


Whoſe learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave 
That Life, which *twas a Miracle to ſave ; 
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= That Life, which, were it thus untimely loſt, 
4 Had been the faireſt Spoil Death e er could boaſt. - 
May he henceforth be God of Healing thought, 
x whom ſuch Good to you and us was brought: 
q Altars and Shrines to him are juſtly due; 
4 Who ſhew'd himſelf a God by raiſing you. Old. 
1 But yet, th? Eelipſe not wholly paſt, you wade + 
hro' ſome Remains, and Dimneſs of a Sade: 
ow paſt the Danger, let the Learn'd begin 
Th' Inquiry, where. Diſeaſe could enter in: 
How thoſe malignant Atoms forc'd their Way; 
What in the faultleſs Frame they found to make their Prey? 
Where ev'ry Element was weight'd ſo well. 4 
That Heav'n alone, who mix'd the Maſs, could tell 
Which of the four Ingredients could rebel! 
And where, impriſon'd'in ſo ſweet a Cage 
A Soul might well be pleas'd to paſs an Age. 4 
And yet the fine Materials made it weak : -  . 
Porcelain, by being pure, is apt. to break. 
Ev'n to your Breaſt the Sickneſs durit aſpire ; _ ; 


Gt Keno 4 +... * 


q And, forc'd from that fair Temple to retire, 
4 Prophanely ſer the holy Place vn fire, + © / F 
| In vain your Lord, like young Vefpaſian mourn'd ; 
When the fierce Flames the Sanctuary burn'd-· 
And I prepar'd to pay in Verſes rude 
A moſt: deteſted Act of Gratitude nen 
Ev'n this had been your Elegy, which nor. 
Is offer'd for your Health, the Table of my Vow. 
Vour Angel ſure our Morley's Mind inſpiyfd, 
To find the Remedy your II] requir'd ; 
As once the Macedon, by Jove's Decree, 
Was taught to dream an Herb for Ptolomy: 
Or Heav'n, which had ſuch Over-coſt beſtow?d; 
As ſcarce it could afford to Fleſh-and Blood, 
So lik'd the Frame, he would not work anew, 
To {ave the Charges of another You. 9 © 
Bleſs'd be the Pow*r, Which has at once reſtor'd 
The Hopes of loſt Succeſſion to your Lord; 
Joy to the firſt and laſt of each Degree; 7 
Virtue to Courts; and, what long'd to ſee | + 
To you the Graces, and the Muſe to me. Dryd. To the 
8 5 s. of Ormond; 
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Shed in a curſed Hour;:and by a curſed Hands ::ii7 
Blood Royal, unreveng'd, has curs'd the Land: | 
1 | Dread. 


2 5 — —— —— — 22 
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Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a e Blood too! 
And ſuch a King! and by his Subjects ſned! 

No Wonder then,. Lak f | 
If Monſters, Wars and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes: 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery, r ner 
All, muſt be empty'd on us: not one Bolt > | 


Shall err from Thebes ; but more be call'd for ; more 8 


New. moulded Thunder, of a larger Size, 

Driv'n by whole Jove. What, touch anointed Pow'r: 

Then Gods beware : Jove would himſelf be next. 

Could you but reach him too. Dryd. OEdip. 
Fine Work above, that their anointed Care, 

Should die ſuch Death. Dryd. D. Seb. 

— — Hou ſacred ought 

Kings Lives be held; when but the Death of one 


Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiation | Lee. OEdip. 


— If I could find Example 
Of Thouſands, that had ſtruck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't : But ſince 


Nor Braſs, nor Stone, nor Parchment, bears ev'n one, 


Let Villany it ſelf forſwear't. ——— Shak. Wint. Tale. 
Publck REFOICING. 


Rowze up, ye Thebans; tune your [o-Peans : 
Your King returns triumphant : haſte, all haſte, 
And meet with Bleſſings our victorious King: 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy-daysz: + - 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands: 
And as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, 
So meet your King with Bays and Olive- Branches; 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, ------- Dryd. OEdip. 
Summon the Prieſts to ſpeedy Sacrifice: | 
Crown ev'ry Altar; heap the ſpicy Piles, 
Till the vaſt Fanes be hid in ſmoaking Gums: 
No penſive Look prophane the gen'ral Joy; 
Nor orphan'd Matrons be allow'd to mourn ; 


Nor Virgins widow'd on their bridal Day. Tate. Loy. Gen. 


Let ſpacious Crete, throughout her hundred Ciries, 
Reſound her Phedra's Joy. Let Altars ſmoke, _ 
And richeſt Gums, and Spice, and Incenſe roul 
Their fragrant Wieaths to Heav'n, to Hir ns Heav'n: 
Set all at large, and bid the loathſom Dungeons 
Give up the meagre Slaves, that pine in Darkneſs, 

And waſte in Grief — Sy 
Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd Pris'ners riot 
And glow with gen'rous Wine. Let Sorrow ceaſe, . 
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Let none be wretched; none, ſince e Smith. 
d. 


; & Hap, 
A Love, whick knows no Bounds to Anthony, 
Would mark the Day with Honours, when all Heay'n 
' Labour'd for him; when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 
And ſhed his better Influence. Dryd. All tor Love. 


ET COCITONM 
Religion's Luſtre is by native Innocence 
Divinely pure, and ſimple from all Arts: 
You daub and dreſs her, like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fanſies; and, by adding 
Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not; make the World: 
Suſpect her Angel's Face is foul beneath, 
And will not bear all Lights. Rowe. Tamerl. 
Tho' Heaw'n be clear, the Way to it is dark. Dr. T. Loy 
By Reaſon Man a Godhead may diſcern; Pan oy 
But how he would be worſhipp'd cannot _ Dr. C. of 
The Will of Heav'n,-judg*d by a private Breaſt, 
Is often what's our private Intereſt : | 
And therefore thoſe, who would that Willobey, (Love. 
Without their Int'reſt, muſt their Duty weigh. Dr. Tyr. 
Force for Converſion is employ'd in vain'; | 
Whoſe Judgment ever was inform'd by Pain? 
Torments indeed ſtrong Arguments appear; 
But 'tis not to our Reaſon but our Fear. Blac. K. Arth. 
No Pow'r is ſafe; nor no Religion good. 
Whoſe Principles of Growth are writ in Blood. Lee. Cæſ. 
Jew, Turk and Chriſtian differ but in Creed; 
In Ways of Wickedneſs they're all agreed: 
None upward clears the Road: they part and cavil: (Ven. 
But all jog on, unerring, to the Devil. Lanſd. Jew of 


RR NN 
The Hours of 4 and of fond Delight _ 
Are waſted all and fled : thoſe that remain, (Fair. Pen, 
Are doom'd to weeping, Anguiſi and Repentance, Rowe. 
I've inward turn'd my Eyes upon my ſelf, 
Where foul Offence and Shame have laid all waſte: 
Therefore my Soul abhors this wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. Rowe Fai. pen. 
Kind Heav'n, who knows our weak, imperfect Natures, 
How blind with Paſſions, and how prone to Evil, 1 
Makes not too ſtrict Enquiry for Offences ; | 
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But is atton'd by Penitence and Pray'r : $3; 
Cheap Recompence! here 'twould: not be receiv'd: _ 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, (Fair Pen. 
And cleanſe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution. Rowe. 
_— — —— Oh, Diſhonour!? - 8 7 
Earth, open quick, and take me to the Centre; 
Ye Cedars, fall, and cruſn me to conceal me: 
But what Retreat can hide me from my Thoughts? 
For I have ſeen my Shame; and that's to me, Arm. 
As much as if th' aſſembled World beheld it. Den. Rin. & 
The Pray'rs of Penitents are never vain. Dryd. Ovid. 
For when frail Nature flides into Offence, | 
The Sacrifice for Crimes is Penitence, Dryd. Rel. Laic. 
Sorrow untaught on ev'ry Face appear d; 
And only Sighs and ſad Laments were heard: 
They weep aloud, and mourn their impious Fall; 
And with united Prayers for Mercy call! 
The proſtrate Penitents for Pardon ery ;- - My 
And from Heav'n's Juſtice to its Pity ff. 
To Grief and flowing Tears no Bounds are giv'n; 
Th' Artillery alone which conquers Heav'n: 
ore. The mournful Camp's a Scene of pious Woe, _ 
ir, Where thro? their Eyes their Hearts diſſolving flow: 
Their loud and fervent Supplications rife} j,, 
Above the Clouds, and penetrate the Skies: = 
Contending thus with Heav'n, they, weep and pray, 
Agd ſtrive ro turn th' impending] Storm away; x 
or hich, charg'd with Vengeance, o'er their Camp appear'd: 


or 
„ Of 


7 


of, More Plagues they had deſerv'd, and therefore fea 2 _ ; 

What better can we do, than proſtrate fall, : on 
en. Before him reverent, and then conftſs — 5 
c WH Humbly our Faults, and Pardon beg, with Tears, g 


War'ring the Ground, and wirh our Sighs the Air 

Frequenting, ſent from Hearts contrite, in Sigg 

Of Sorrow unfeign'd, and Humiliation meek. Milt. Par. Loſt. 
In what dark Caverns ſhall I hide my Head ? 110 

Ky Where ſeek Retreat, now. Innocence is fled : 

- Safe in that Guard, I durſt ev'n Hell defiez 
Without it, tremble now, when Heav'n is nigh. 

Would I were hid, where Light could not appear: 
Deep into ſome thick Covert would I run, 
4 Impenetrable to the Stars, or Sun: 
And fenc'd from Day by Night's eternal Skreen ; 


x Unknown to Heav'n, and to my ſelf unſeen. Dr. St. of Inn. 
Where ſhall I find a Refage? © 
No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guis 
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So much tranſcending theirs ; but drive me out: 


The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 


And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. Lee. Alex. 


— | You ſhould have drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points ; 
Made Reaſon glitter in my-dazled Eyes,, 

Till I had ſeen what Ruin did attend me: 

This had been noble, this had ſhew'd a Friend: 

But you have let me ſtain my riſing Virtue, 

Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sun: 
Death! Hell! and Furies? Yow have ſunk my Glory: 
Ol am all a Blot, which Seas of Tears, a 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away. Lee. Alex, 
— O ͤ ye Pos that ſearch” 
The Heart of Man, and weigh his inmoſt Thoughts, 
If I have done amiſs, impute it not... . 
The Beſt may err, but you are good!. Add. Cato. 

w—_— O might I here 
In Solitude live ſavage, in ſome Glade = 
Obſcur'd, where higheſt Woods, impenetrable 
To Star or Sunlighr, ſpread their 3 broad, 

And brown as Ev'ning. Cover me, ye Pines, | 
Ye Cedars, with innumerable Boughs; s. 
Hide me, where I may never more be ſeen; Milt; Par. Lot. 

Thus Adam to himſelf lamented loud 
LL din, the ſtill * 19s ; not now, as ere Man fell, 
Wholeſome, and cool, and mild, but with black Air 


Accompany'd, with Damps and dreadful Gloom, 
Which to 


is evil Conſcience repreſented 
All Things with double Terrour: on the Ground 
Outſtretch'd he lay, on the cold Ground; and oft 
Curs'd his Creation; Death as oft accused 
Of tardy Execution, ſince denounc de 
The Day of his Offence, Why comes not Death, 
Said he, with one thrice aceeptable Stroke, 
To end me? Shall Truth fail to keep her Word, 

ut Death comes not to all; Jaſtice divine 

Mends not her floweſt Pace for Pray'rs or Cries. 
O Woods, O Fountains, Hillocks, Dales, and Bow'rs, 
With other Echo late I taught your Shades 


To anſwer, and reſound far other Song. Milt. Par. Loft, | 


The . World may perſecute her Name; 
Her Honour bleeds not when they wound her Fame: 
60 | 


Ho- 


n 

Honour's the Soul, which nought but Guilt can wound: 

game is the Trumpet, which the People found. D'Aven. 

3 — | ; (Siege of Rhodes. 

No Crime ſo bold, but would be underſt 3 

Areal, or at leaſt a ſeeming Good: | 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the Name, 3 

And, free from Conſcience, is a Slave to Fame. Denh. 


RETIREMENT. 
All hail, » Fields, where conſtant Peace attends ! 
All hail, ye ſacred, ſolitary Groves? Pe 
All hail, ye Books, my true, my 'real Friends, 
Whoſe Converſation pleaſes and improves! 
Could one, who ſtudy'd your ſublimer Rules, 
Become ſo mad, to ſearch for Joys abroad ? 
To run to Towns, to herd with Knaves and Fools, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd paſs among the Crowd? Walſh, 
Happy the Man, who to theſe Shades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe inſpires 
Whom humbler Joys of Home: felt Quiet pleaſe, ; 
Succeſſive Study, Exerciſe and Eaſe | 
He gathers Health from Herbs the Foreſt yields; 
And of their fragrant :Phyſick ſpoils the Fields: 2 
With Chymick Art exalts the min'ral Pow'rs, 
And draws th* aromatick Souls of Flow'rs : 
Now marks the Courſe of rouling Orbs on high; 
(Yer figur'd Worlds now travels with his Eye: 
Of antient Writ unlocks the learned Store, 
Conſults the Dead; and lives paſt Ages Oer: | os 
Or, wand'ring thoughtful in the ſilent Wood, Wy 
Attends the Duties of the Wiſe and Good; | | 
Tobſerve a Mean, be to himſelf a Friend; 
To follow Nature, and regard his End. 
Or looks on Heav'n with more than mortal Eyes, 
Bids his free Soul expatriate in the Skies; = 
Amidſt her Kindred Stars familiar roam, 
Survey the Region, and confeſs her Home. Pope. 
From the loud Camp retir'd, and noiſy Court, 
In honourable Eaſe, and rural Sport, | 
The Remnant of his Days he ſoftly paſt, | 
Nor found they lag'd too flow, nar flew too faſt: 
He made bis Wiſh with his Eſtate comply, | 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. Prior. 
Oh, who would change theſe ſoft Ic ſolid Joys, 
For empty Shows, and ſenſeleſs Noiſe, * 
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And all which rank Ambition breeds, 


Or gentle Gales the raging Heats repel: 
| j | 


Which ſeem ſuch beauteons Flowers, and 5 — dee 8 
| „„ Wees? . Cont 

Thus his wiſe Life IgE pig Abb ſpent : | n 
Th Ambaſſadours, which the eu under Rt 0 
To offer him a Crown, with Wonder found 80 
The rev rend Gard ner howing of his Ground; W 
Unwillingly, and flow, and diſcontent, 9 55 4 
From his lov'd Cottage to a Throne he went; by 
And oft he ſtopt in his triumphant Way, Tp 
And oft look'd back, and oft was heard to ſay, . 
Not without Sighs, alas! I there forſake at 
A happier Kingdom than I go to take. Fo 
Thus mighty Aglaus was lab'ring found Th 
With his own Hands in his own little Ground. W. 
So let me act on ſuch a private Stage, be 
The laſt dull Scenes of my declining Age: ( 
After long Toils and Voyages in vain, W. 
This quiet Port let my toſs d Veſſel gain: Th 
Of heav'nly Reſt this Earneſt to me lend, En 
Let my Life ſleep, and learn to love her End. Cow. *. 
You, that too wiſe for Pride, too good for Pow'r, Bu: 
Enjoy the Glory to be great no more, | Thi 
And, carrying with you all the World can boaſt, _ 2 
To all the World induſtriouſly are loſt. Pope. To Sir Wil. ) 
bent | „„ __ (liam Trumball, he 

Ye ſacred Nine, that all my Soul poſſeſs, | Pla 
Whoſe Raptures fire me, and whoſe Viſions bleſs, 01 
Bear me, oh bear me to ſequeſter'd Scenes Ia c 
Of bow'ry Mazes, and ſurrounding Greens, Giv 
I ſeem thro' conſecrated Walks to rove, Wh 
And hear ſoft Mufick die along the Grove: Unt 
Led by the Sound, I roam from Shade to Shade, Har 
By God-like Poets venerable made, Pope, Cnc 
I range the Fields, "pb 

And taſte what uncorrupted Nature yields; W Exp 
Riot in Flow'rs, and wanton in the Woods, Wh 
Bask on the. moſſy Banks, and skim the Floods: And 
In ſhort, I live and reign ; and joy to ſee - Wor 
My ſelf from thy miſtaken Bleſſings free, 'T 
If Happineſs of Lite be worth our Care, Tha 
And he, who builds; ſhould nicely chooſe his Air ; Mor. 
Tell me a Place, which with the Countrey vies, And 
In eaſy Bleſſings, and in native ſoys: Find 
Where chearful Hearths deceive the Cold ſo well, Sern 


18 
l. 


il 


ll 


Or where, ah! where but here can e ryalliean, 

That Slave in Courts, her ſoft Imperial Reign. 

5 Parian Marble, preſs'd beneath thy Feet, 

More beautiful than Flow'rs, or half fo ſweet ? 

Or Water, roaring thro? the burſting Lead, 

So pure, as gliding in its eaſy Bed? 

Who builds in Cities, yet the Fields approves, 

And hedges in with Pillars awka:d Groves; 

Strives for the Countrey View that furtheſt runs, 

And tweers aloof at Beauties which he ſhuns. 

You once mult leave whatever you admire ; 

ah! wiſely now and willingly retire ; 

Forſake the gawdy Tinſel of the Great, 

The peaceful Cottage beckons a Retreat; 7 

Where true Content, fo true a Greatneſs brings, 

As {lights their Fav'rites, and as pities Kings. Staff. Hor. 
O would Heav'n bleſs me with a ſmall Eitate, 

Where I might find a cloſe obſcure Retreat; 

There, free from Noiſe and all ambitious Ends, 

Enjoy a few choice Books, and fewer Friends : 

Lord of my ſelf, accomptable to none, 

But to my Conſcience, and my God alone: 

There live unthought of, and unheard of die, 

And grudge Mankind my very emer = Oldh. 
Whom worldly Luxury and Pomp allure, 

They tread on Ice, and find no Footing ſure. 

Place me, ye Pow'rs, in ſome obſcure Retreat ; 

O keep me innocent; ,make others great: 

In quiet Shades, content with rural Sports, 

Give me a Life, remote from guilty Courts ; 

Where, free from Hopes or Fears, in humble Eaſe 

Unheard of I may live, and die in Peace. E 

Happy the Man, who, thus retir'd from Sight, 

Studies himſelf, and ſeeks no other Light: 

But moſt unhappy he, who fits on high, 

Expos'd to ev'ry Tongue, and ev'ry Eye: | 

Whoſe Follies, blaz'd about, to all are known, 

And are a Secret to himſelf alone: (Senee. 

Worſe is an evil Fame, much worſe than none. Lanſd. 
Has not old Cuſtom made this Life more ſweet 

Than that of painted Pomp ? Are not theſe Woods 


More free from, Peril than the anxious Court ? 


And this our Life, exempt from publick Haunt | 
Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 
Yermons in Stones, and Good in ev'ry Thing. _ 5 you 
| (like it. 
Let me adviſe thee to retreat betimes ; 


To thy paternal Sear, the Sabine Field, Where 
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When Reaſon bids, tis manly to retreat. Blac. Pr. Arth. 
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Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his own Hands, 
And all our frugal Anceſtors were bleſs d 

In humble Virtues, and a rural Lifſe. 
There live tetir'd, pray for the Peace of Rome; 
Content thy ſelf to be obſcurely good. 
When Vice prevails, and impious Men bear Sway, 
The Poſt of Honour. is a private Station. Add. Cato, 


„RE TR EAT. 
Some, by a wiſe Retreat, have more Renown 
Than other Captains by. a Conqueſt won. 
Wiſdom is no Defe& of martial Heat: 
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Proud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall, 
He at the laſt retreated, like a Lion, | 
Whom a bold Band of Huntſmen having found, 
And dar'd to rowze, he rowls his Eyes around, 
—_— his Sides, and tearing up the Ground ; 
With Trouble from th*unequal Skirmiſh goes, _ | 
Majeſtick ſtalks along, and turns upon his Foes. Lee, Soph, 
In all the Trade of War, no Feat 1 

Is nobler than a brave Retreat: 

For thoſe that run away, and fl, 

Take Place at leaſt of th' Enemy, Hud. 


REV ENG E. 
Revenge, thou Solace of a troubled Breaſt! Otw. Alcib, 


Revenge: the Attribute of Gods; they 80 it 
With their great Image on our Natures. -— C Ven. Pref 


I 3 > 3 M» =X > 
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Revenge, the darling Attribute of Heaven! 0 
But Man, unlike his Maker; bears too long, Ve 
Still more exposd, the more he pardons, Wrong . 
Great in Forgiving, and in Suff ring braye z Ar 
To be a Saint, he makes himſelf a Slave. Pryd. Sp. Fry. 6 


Revenge, which, ev'n when juſt, the Wiſe deride; 

For on paſt Wrongs we ſpend our Time and Thought, 
Which ſcarce againit the Future can provide. D Aven. 
Revenge, thro* Grief, too feminine 1 D'Aven. 
Revenge, weak Women's Valour, and in Men f 
The Rufhan's Cowardice,.—;*; |, i pcs 546 ah 
Revenge is but a braver Name for Fear. D!Ay, Gond. 

Revenge makes Danger dreadleſs ſeem Cong. 1 
Revenge is Honour, the ſecureſt Way. Dryd. Toil. & Crel 
"He's more revengeful than a trodden Snak . Dryd. Ovid. 
Revenge is Heav'n's Prerogative, not ours. Rav. tal Het 
| F bas N OV 


| | „ | 761 
Love and den e make all Reſiſtance weak. Hopk. Pyrr. 
Vengeance and War are Beaſts and Women's Pleaſures. 
| 94 1 Dryd. Troil. & Creſ. 

_—— —- Revenge and Pleaſure | | 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders to the Voice 7 
Of true Deciſion. Shak. Troil. & Creſ. 

Goddeſs pf dire Revenge, Erinnys, riſe, 8 
With Pleaſure grace thy Lips, with Joy thy Eyes g 
Smile like the Queen of Love, and wa, th e Rocks 
Of Pearls and Gems, to deck thy jetty Locks 
With chearful Tunes diſguiſe thy hollow Throat, 
And emulate the Lark and Linnet's Note 
Let Envy's ſelf rejoice, Deſpair be gaʒ 
For Rage and Murder ſhall trinmph to Day 


In ſweet Revenge inferior Joys are loſt :: 
And Love lies (hipwreck'd on the ſtormy Coaſt 
Rage rules all other Paſſions in my Breaſt, (Euch. 
And, ſwelling like a Torrent, drowns the reſt. Lanſd. Brit. 
O what a Conflict do teel! How ami 1 
Toſs'd, like a Ship, twixt two encount'ring Tides ! 
Love, that was baniſh'd hence, would fain return, 
And force an Entrance; but Revenge, SHE; 
Revenge, the Porter of my Soul, is deaf, 
Deaf as the Adder, and as full of Poiſon. 
Mighty Revenge! that fingly can'ſt o'erthrow: , 
All thoſe joint Pow'rs, which Nature, Virtue, Honour, 
Can raiſc againſt thee. — Denh. Sop n. 
My Vengeance, ripen'd in the Womb of Time, * 
Prefies for Birth, and longs to be difclos'd. Dr. D. of Guiſe. 
Will I revenge her? Ves, at ſuch a Rate, | 
That ev'n the World's laſt Age ſhall hear and tremble. 
O1 will take the Villain in his Height; + 
Yes, in the Height ot his preſumpruous Pride, 
And in the Foam of all his bluſt'ring Rage; 
nd when he's moſt ſecure, and higheſt ſoars: | 
yo ben daſh him from his Mountains heap'd on Mountains, 
and from his Alt arion of Divinity, 1 23 
owa, dowa to the Abyſs; but daſh him ſo: 
n. That he may feel the Blow, and die blaſpheming: - 
n. lomble his Pride, extinguiſh. his mad Rage (irg. 
ad kill the Tyrant firſt, and then the Man. Den. Ap. & 
ow Let not Medea's dreadful Vengeance ſtand - | 
d. Pattern more; but draw your own ſo fierce, 
it may for ever be th Original | 
Cal ouch not, but daſh with Strokes ſo bravely bold, 
vid. Till you have form'd a Face of ſo much Horrour, 


ph, 


leb. 


Jus bat gaping Furies may run frighted back; 
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Tbat Fury may devour her ſelf for Madness, % 

And fad Meduſa's Head be turn'd ro Stone. Lee. Alex. 

Tes, Alexander; now thou pay'ſt me well: | 

Blood for a Blow is Intereſt indeed: 0 

Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder: 

And, ſtanding ſtrait on this majeſtick Pile, 

I hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me. Lee. Alex, 
Peace then, full Heart; move like a Cloud about, * 

And when Time ripens thee to break, O ſhed 

The Stock of all thy Poifon on his Head. Lee. Alex. | 
— Tho' the Earth yawn'd ſo wide, 

That all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, b 

And Alexander ſtood on the other Side, | | 


Fd leap the burning Ditch to give him Death, 


Or fink my ſelf for ever. Lee. Alex, ; 
Remember he's a Man: his Fleſh as ſoft, 
penetrable as a Girl's: we've ſeen him wounded; ( 
A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt 1 
A Pebble fell'd this Jupiter along: | 4 
A Sword has cut him, and a Jav'lin one him, N 
A Surfeit, nay, a Fit of common Sickneſs, | 


Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. Lee · Alex. 7 
——— Down, ſtruggling Nature, . 
Be ſtrangled in me all Remorſe, all Thoughts 
Of Pity : yet I will be calmly cruel; 2 55 
Nor (hall he find the Depth of my Revenge. Lee. Mithy, 
Vengeance is in my Heart, Death in my Hand; (And: 


Blood and Revenge are brooding in my Skull. Shak. Ty, * 
That ſweet Revenge comes ſmiling to my Thoughts, Wi 

Adorns my Fall, and chears my Heart in Dying, 17 b 

| | (Fair fuß w 

My Brain runs this and that Way: twill not fix Wt 

On Ought but Vengeance. Dryd. D. of Guiſe. | 
— jealouſie of Love, 

Greater than Fame! thou eldeſt of all Paſſions, 


Or rather all in one; I here invoke thee, 

Where · e er thou'rt thron'd, in Air, or Earth, or Hell, 

Wing me to my Revenge, to Blood and Ruin. 5% 64 

| © Is 6 

Oh! righteous Gods! of all the Great, how few 

Are juſt to Heav'n, and to their Promiſe true ! 

But he, the Pow'r, to whoſe all ſeeing Eyes 

The Deeds of Men appear without Diſguiſe. 

*Tis his alone t'avenge the 3 bear: | 

For ſtill ch'Oppreſs'd are his peculiar Care. Pope. Hom, 
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—— —— Shall I truſt Hevn | 
With my Revenge? then where's my Satisfaction? 
No, it muſt be my own; I ſcorn a Proxy. Dryd. D. Seb. 
fe ſtood collected, and prepar'd; | 
For Malice and Revenge had put him on his Guard: 
So, like a Lion, that unheeded lay, | 
Diſembling Sleep, and watchful to betray, 1 
With inward Rage he meditates his Prey. 6] 
Reſolv'd his unripe Ve une to defer, 
7 brook in Secret on his gather Spl 
o brood in Secret on his gather'd Spleen, : ; 
And methodize Revenge. : Dryd. Bocc. Sig. & Guiſc. 
Revenge, and jealous Rage, and ſecret Spight, _ 
Roul in his Breaſt, and rowze him to the Fight. Dryd. Virg. 
Had all his Hairs been Lives, my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. —— Shak. Orhello. 
Tis brave and noble when the falling Weight * 
Of my own Ruin cruſhes thoſe hare. Den. Soph.” - 
. e o_ be a —_ if — . 
nd kcep thy Temper; for a brave Revenge 
Ne er corvette Slay ——— Otw, Ven. Preſ. 7 
What ſervile Raſcal, what moſt abject Slave, 81 
That lick'd the Duſt where-&er his Maſter trod, | 
Bonnded nor from the Earth upon his Feer, e 
And ſhook his Chains, that heard of Brutus Vengeance ? 
| Who, that e'er heard the Cauſe, applauded not 
That Roman Spirit for his great Revenge? Roch. Valent. 
All Stratagems-are lawful in Revenge: | N 
Promiſe, deceive, betray, or break your Truſt, Husb. 
Who rights his Honour cannot be unjuſt. Ravenſc. Ital. 
Boaſts are but Air, and he revenges beſt, Corneille. 
Who acts his braver Thoughts, yet talks the leaſt, Orinda, 


R H * M X. | 2 
I with the meaner Tribe am fain to chime, | 
ind, wanting Strength to riſe, am forc'd to rhyme. S nich. 
The barb'rous Nations, and more bard'rous Times, 
Debas'd the Majeſty of Verſe to Rhymes: 
hoſe rude at firſt ; a kind of hobbling Proſe, 
hat limp'd along, and tinckled in the Cloſe : 
Put [taly, reviving from the Trance 
f Vandal, Goth, and Monkiſh Ignorance, 
ith Pauſes, Cadence, and well-vowel'd Words, 
ind all the Graces a good Ear affords, | 
lade Rhyme an Art, and Dante's poliſh'd Page 
Neſtor'd a filver, not a — Age: 
1 2 
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Then Petrarch follow'd, and in him we ſee, | 

What Rhyme, improv'd in all its Height, can be ; 

At beſt a pleaſing Sound, and Fair Barbark Dryd. 
Tyrannick Rhyme, that cramps to equal Chime, 

The gay, the ſoft, the florid, and ſublime : 

Some ſay, this Chain the doubtful Senſe decides, 


Confines the Fanſy, and the Judgment guides: 
I'm ſure, in needleſs Bonds it Poets ties, g 


Procruſtus like, the Wheel or Ax r 
To lop the mangled Senſe, or ſtretch it into Size. 

At beſt, a Crutch, that lifts the weak along, 

— the Feeble, but retards the Strong; 

And the chance Thoughts, when govern'd by the Cloſe, 


Oft riſe to Fuſtian, or deſcend to Proſe : Y 
Your judgment, wh 6 ruPd with ſteady Sway, A 
Yet us'd no curbing Rhyme the Muſe to ſtay, 16 
To ſtop her Fury, or direct her Way. L 
Thee on the Wing thy uncheck d Vigour bore, F 
To wanton freely, or ſecurely ſoar. Smith. G 
Of many Faults, Rhyme is, perhaps, the Cauſe, A 
Too ſtrict to Rhyme, we ſlight more uſeful Laws: R 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, L 
Till by Barbarian Deluges o erflown: 
Subdu' d, undone, they did at laſt obey, W 
And change their own, for their Invader's, Way: 
I grant, that, from ſome molly, idol Oak, Tt 
In dduble Rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke ; Te 
And, by Succeſſion of unlearned Times, . Tt 
As Bards began, fo Monke.rung on, the Chimes : 
But now that Phcebus and thefacred Nine Re 


With all their Beams, on our bleſs'd Iſland ſhine, 
Why ſhould not we their antient Rites reſtore, 
And be what Rome and Athens were before ? 
O may I live to hail the glorious Day, 
And fing loud Pzans thro the crowded Way, 
When in 3 State the Britiſh Muſe, 
, ſhall barb' rous Aid refuſe; 
And in the Roman Majeſty appear, | 
Which none know better, and none come ſo near. Roſc. 
Clofing the Senſe within the meaſur'd Time, : 
*Tis hard to fit the Reaſon to the Rhyme. Soame. Boil 


RICHES. % 


Why doſt thou heap up Wealth, which thou muſt quit, L 
Or, what is worſe, be left by it? | To 
Why doft thou load oy ſelf, when thou'rt to fly ? * 
O Man, ordain'd to die. ONS L'k 


Coon md 


Okcious Fool! that needs maſt meddling be 
In Bus'neſs that concerns not thee: 
Evnaged Men, as if they truly were 
Children again, for Age Prepare 4 
eſign, 


proviſions for long Travel the 
In the laſt Point of their ſhort Line. \ 
Wiſely the Ant againſt poor Winter hoards 
The Stock, which Summer's Wealth affords; : 


In Graſshoppers, which mult in Autumn die, 
How vain were ſuch an Induſtry ? Cowl. 
He that is rich, is ery Thing that is; 
Without one Grain of Wiſdom, he is wiſe, 
And, knowing Nought, knows all the Sciences: 
He's witty, gallant; virtuous, gen'rous, brave; 
Lov'd by the Great, and courted by the Fair; 
For who, that e'er had Riches, found Deſpair : 
Gold ro the loathſom'ſt Object gives a Grace, 
And (ers it off, and makes cv'n Bovey pleaſe: 
But tatter'd Poverty they all deſpiſe 
Love ſtands aloof, and from the Scarecrow flies. Oldh. 
And Riches cannot reſcue from the Grave, | 0 
Which claims alike the Monarch and the Slave. Stepn. Juv. 
Extol not Riches then, the Toil of Fools | 
The wiſe Man's Cumbrance, if not Snare; more apt 
To ſlacken Virtue, and abate her Edge, | | 
Than prompt her to doaught may merit Praiſe, Milt. P. Reg. 
Wealth draws a Curtain o'er the Face of Shame; 
Reſtores loſt Beauty, and recovers Fame. D'Aven. Law 
againſt Lovers. 


RIVAL 


Of all the Torments, all the Cares, 
With which our Lives are curſt ; 
Of all the Plagues a Lover bears, 
Sure, Rivals are the worſt. 
By Partners, in each other Kind, 
Afflictions eaſier grow; 
In Love alone we hate to find 
Companions of our Woe. 
When Fame's the Miſtreſs, more than one may Boys . 
Happy at once; but tis not ſo in Love. How. Veſt. Virg. 
Love cannot, like the Wind, its Help convey (Queen. 
To fill two Sails, tho both are ſpread one Way. How. Ind. 
Ea n Love's an Empire too; the noble Soul, 
ke Kings, is covetous of ſingle Sway. Dryd. K. Arth. 
Nor Love, nor Empire, can - ag ear. Cong. Ovid. 


o Love, 


ſc. 


it, 
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Love, well thou know'ſt, no Partnerſhip allows: 
Cupid averſe rejects divided Vows. Prior. 3 95 
he Government is Monarchy in Love. How. Veſt. Virg, 
Like Eſop's Hounds, contending for the Bone, 
Each pleaded Right, and would be Lord alone: 
The fruitleſs Fight continu'd all the Day 
A Cur came by, and ſnatch'd the Prize away. 
As Courtiers therefore juſtle for a Grant, 
And, when they break rheir Friendſhip, plead their Want: 
So thou, if Fortune will thy Suit advance, | 
Love on; nor envy me my equal Chance: | | 
For I mult love, and am reſolv'd to try (Pal. & Arc 
My Fate; or, failing m th*Adventure, die. Dryd. Chauc, 
See their wide- ſtreaming Wounds: they neither came 
From Pride of Empire, nor Defire of Fame: 
See how the Madmen bleed : Behold the Gains, 
With which their Maſter, Love, rewards their Pains: 
Lo their Obedience, and their Monarch's Pay: 
Vet, as in Duty bound, they ſerve him on; 
And ask the Fools, they think it wiſely done : 
Nor Eaſe, nor Wealth, nor Life it {elf regard. (Are. 
For tis their Maxim, Love is Love's Reward. Dryd. Pal. & 
And ſhall the Daughter of Darius hold him? 
That puny Girl! that Ape of my Ambition! 
Who cry'd for Milk, when I was nurs'd in Blood! 
Shall ſhe, made vp of wat' ry Element; | 
A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God, 
While I am caſt, like Lightning, from his Hand? 
No: I muſt feorn ro prey on common Things : 
Tho' hurl'd to Death by this diſdainful Jove, 
J will rebound to my own Orb of Fire, 


And with the Rack of all the Heav'ns expire. Lee. Alex. 
(Spoken by Roxana, 
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— My Fanſy is too exquiſite, 
And tortures me with their imagin'd Bliſs : 
Some Earthquake ſhould have riſen, and rent the Ground, 
Have {wallow'd him, and left rhe longing Bride | In 
in ao of unaccompliſh'd Love. Dryd. Don Seb. bf 
What! Shall Semanthe triumph in my Spoils? | It 
Shall ſhe enjoy him all, while I tta-d wiſhing, 
And, like, a Spirit damn'd, am robb'd of Hope? 680 
O Hell! it mads my Reaſon but to think ont: - | 
I ſhall become their Maygame: oF W 
At their looſe Intervals of calmer Love, 
She'll hang upon his Lips, and beg him tell | 
The Story of my Paſſion o'er again: _ 


—=—"-- * - - = 


irc. 


l. 


'< he relates; and, with a ſcornful Smile, Bro 
Wh tomy Shame, to make the Girl more vain, 9 
RIT ER 


See, how the Streams, advancing to the Main 
Thro' crooked Chanels, draw their criſtal Train: 
While, ling'ring thus, they in Meanders glide, 
They ſcatter verdant Life on either Side: 

The Valleys ſmile, and, with their flow'ry Face, 
And — Births, confeſ@the Floods Embrace. Bl. Creat. 
—— The Seas and Rivers waſte and die, | 
And ſtill increaſe by conſtant.new Supply : 
——— This Streams themſelves do ow; 

And in ſoft Murmurs bubble as they flow. 

But leſt the Maſs of Water prove too great, 

The Sun drinks ſome to um his nat'ral Heat: 
And ſome the Winds bruſh off; with wanton Play, 
They dip their Wings, and bear ſome Parts away: 
Some pailes thro” the Earth, diſſus'd all o'er, 

And leaves its Salt behind in ey'ry Pore ; 

For all returns, thro' narrow Chanels ſpread, 

And joins where-e'er the Fountain ſhews her Head: 
And thence ſweer Streams in fair Meanders play, 
And thro the. Valleys cut their liquid 1 

And Herbs, and Flow'rs, on ev'ry Side, beſtow; 


The Fields all ſmile with Flow'rs where-e'er they flow. 
Creech. Lucr. 


2 


As, when a River is compell'd to ſtay, 
Oppos'd by ſome new Mound, that dams its Way: 
Th' obſtructed Tide, ſwoln with its Fury, ſtands, 
And to its Aid calls all its wat'ry Bands: 
Recruited thus, the River leans and heaves, 
And ſhoves againſt the Bank with all its Waves ; 
Which having broken, with reliſtleſs Force, | 
It roars doug and runs with ſwifter Courſe. Blac, K. Arth. 
So have I ſeen a River gently glide, 
In a ſmooth Courſe, and inoffentive Tide; 8 
But, if with Dams its Current we reſtrain, (Ovid. 
It bears down all before, and foams along the Plain. Add. 
UnruMed in its Courſe a Flood I ſpy'd, 
So calm, ſo ſmooth, it ſcarcely ſeem'd to glide; 
Sodeep, and yer ſo clear, that every Stone 
With borrow'd Luſtre from the Bottom ſhone : 
The pendant Banks, with hoary Willows crawn'd, 
Diffus'd a ſweet refreſhing Shade around. 


oF ö . 


- N . — — — 


| EY)" 1 I 
4 © 2 
** 
4 
"2 
Xx 
ts 
2 
i 1 
„ 
* A 
1 
1. 
"ig 
„ 
"£8 
#** 5% 
. 
2 7 
4 
N 
3 
. 
s A 
b i.H 
"> » 
1 
mJ = 
\ +48 
* 1 4 
9. 
hl 
1 
8 
FN : 
K 
by | 
. 3 
44 OF : 
3 
1 3 
» 4. 
4 be , 
*& 
* 
1 „ 
N =? 6 
3 
7 ' 
„ 
1 
1 
1 
"= 
= 
4 
4 
4 
2 : 
OY 
. 
. 
. 
. WT. 
- 
91 
FR - 

_ 
4 * 
'A 5 
©: 

. 
a 
7 

$ : 


And ſhades his happy Banks with bending Reeds. 


— 
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A River here he view'd, ſo lovely bright, 

It ſhew'd the Bottom in a fairer Light, | 

Nor kept a Sand conceal'd from human Sight : 

The Stream produc'd nor flimy Ooze, nor Weeds, 

Nor miry Ruſhes, nor the {piky Reeds : | 

Bur dealt enriching Moiſture all around, | 

The fruitful Bank with chearful Verdure crown'd, 

And kept the $ _ eternal on the Ground. Add. Ovid. 
With ſev'n fold Horns myſterious Nile 

Surrounds the Skirts of Egypr's fruitful Ile ; 

And there in Pomp the Sun-burnt People ride, 

On painted Barges, Oer the teeming Tide; 

Which, pouring down from Ethiopian Lands, 

Makes green the Soil with Slime, and black prolifick Sands, 


Dryd. Virg. 
The rouling Nile 

Drives ſwiftly down the ſwarthy Indians Soil, 

»Till into ſev'n it multiplies its Stream, | | 

And fattens Egypt with a fruitful Slime. Add. Ovid. 
So when the Nile its fruitful Deluge ſpaeads, 

And genial Heat informs its flimy Beds; 

Here yellow Harvefts crown the fertile Plain; | 

There monſtrous Serpents fright the lab'ring Swain: 

A various Product fills the fatten'd Sand, (& Hip, 

And the ſame Floods enrich and curſe the Land. Smith. Phæd. 
Him great in Peace and Wealth fair Orna knows; 

For ſhe zmidſt his ſpacious Meadows flows; 

Inciines her Urn upon his fatten'd Lands, 

And ſees his num'rous Herds imprint her Sands. Prior. 
Smooth and untroubled the Ticinus flows, 

And thro' the criſtal Stream the ſhining Bottom ſhows : 

Scarce can the Sight diſcover if it moves; 

So wond'rous ſlow, amidſt the ſhady Groves, 


And tuneful Birds, that warble on its Sides, (ltal. 


Within its gloomy Banks the limpid Liquor glides. Add. Sil. 
Behold Timavus, that, with equal Force, (Claud. 


From nine wide Mouths comes guſhing to his Courſe. Add. 


Here wanton Mincivs winds along the Meads, : 
Dr. Virg. 
See the ſlow Mincius thro' the Valleys ſtrays; . 
His cooling Streams invite the Flocks to drink; a 
And Reeds defend the winding Water's Brink. Dryd. Virg. 


Mincius, with Wreaths of Reeds his Forehead cover'd Oer. 


N d. Vir 6 
The Danube gathers in his tedious Courſe n | 


Ten thouſand Streams; and, {welling as he flows, 


In Scythian Seas the Glut of Rivers t rows. Add. Ls 4 
ir 


— — he om | 


Ow 2 foi my itz > =>» 


. 


R 
LY 


K I 769. 
Fird with a Thouſand Raptures I ſurvey _ 


Eridanus thro' low'ry Meadows ſtray. * 
The King of Floods ! that, rouling ver the Plains, 
The tow'ring Alps of half their Moiſture drains, 
Aud, proudly ſwoln with a whole Winter's Snows, 
Diſtributes Wealth and Plenty where he flows. A 

Beneath a Laurel Shade, where mighty Po _ | 
Mounts up to Woods above, and hides Bis Head Lo: 


Virg. N 
Then, thro* the Shadows of the Poplar Wood, 
Aroſe the Father of the Roman Flood . 
An Azure Robe was o'er his Body ſpread * 
A Wreath of ſhady Reeds adorn'd his Head. 
Thus, manifeſt ro Sight, the God appear'd. Dryd. Virg. 
The God am I, whoſe yellow Water lows 
Around theſe Fields, and fatrens as it goes : 1 
Tyber my Name: among the rouling Floods, Ging. 
Renown'd on Earth, eſteem'd among the 
O Father Ty ber. I | 
Whatever Fount, whatever holy Dee | 5 
Conceals thy wat'ry Stores; where; e er they riſe, 
And, bubbling from below, ſalute the Skies : _ 
Thou King of horned Floods, whoſe plenteous Urn 
Sutfices Fatneſs to the fruitful Corn. Dryd. Virg. _ 
The Po, that, ruſhing with.uncommon Force, 
Oerſets whole Woods in its tumultuous Courſe ; 
And, _ from Heſperia's wat'ry Plains, 
Th' exhauſted Land of all its Moiſture drains 
The Po, as ſings the Fable, firſt convey'd ' 
Its wond'ring Current thro? a Poplar Shade: | 
For when young Phaeton miſtook his Way,” 
Loſt and confounded in the Blaze of Day, 
This River, with N POO ſupply d, 
When all the reſt of the Whole Earth were dry'd, 
And Nature's ſelf = ready to expire, + (Luc. 
ny 1 the dire Flame, that ſer the World on Fire. Add. 
is Head above the Floods he gently rear d, | 
And, as he roſe, his 8 Horns appear d; 
at on his Forehead ſhone divinely bright, 
And ver the Banks diffus d a yellow Lide: | 
No interwoven Reeds a Garland made, 
To hide his Brows within the vulgar Shade, 
But Poplar Wreaths around his Temples ſpread, 
And Tears of Amber trickled down his Head : 
A ſpacious Veil from his broad Shoulders flew, 
That fer th'unhappy mh * View: 
l $ 
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The flaming Chariot, and the Stecds it mhoë-W di. 
And the whole Fable in the Mantle glow'd: ?: 
Beneath his Arm an Urn fu pore Nes, 

With Stars embelliſh'd, and fictitious Skies: 
For Titan, by the mighty Loſs N e 
Among the Heav'ns, ch' immortal Fa 911 ; 
Leſt the Remembrange of his Grief ſhould fail; 
And in the Conſtellation wrote the Tale: 

A Swan, in Memory of .Cycnus, ſhines, 
The mourning Siſters weep in watry Signs; 


The burning Chagiet and the Charioteer,” ' 
In bright Bootes and his Wane appear,” 
Whilſt in a Track of Light the Waters run, 
That waſh'd the Body of his blaſted Son. Add. Claud. 
Behold the Thames 
With gentle Courſe devolving fruitful Streams: 
Serene, yet ſtrong; majeſtick, yer ſedare ; 
Swift, without Vflence; without Terrour, great: 
Each ardent Nymph the riſing Current craves; 
Fach Shepherd's Pray rerards the 2 Waves: 
The Vales along the Banks their Sweets difcloſe; 

Freſh Flow'rs for ever riſe, and fruit ful Harveſt grows. Prior, 
See! Thames, the Ocean's Darling, England's Pride ! 
Thames, the Support and Glory of our Iſle, 8 
Richer than Tagus, or Egyptian Nile. & 
Tho? no rich Sand in him, no Pearls are found, 
Yer Fields rejoice, his Meadows laugh around; 
Lefs Wealth his Boſom holds, leſs guilty Stores; 
For he exhauſts himſelf, t'enrich the Shores: 
Mild, and ſerene, the peaceful Current flows ; | 
No angry Foam, no raging Suge: knows: AN 
No dreadful Wreck upon his Banks appears, 

His criſtal Stream unſfain'd 1 Widows Tears, 
His Chanel ſtrong and eaſy, deep and clear. 
No arbitrary Iuundations {weep © 
The Ploughman's Hopes and Life into the Deep: 
The even Waters the old Limits keep. | 
But oh! he ebbs ; the ſmiling Waves decay, 


(Fer ever, lovely Stream, for ever ffay) © 
ent Courſe they bend, 


To the black Sea their ſilent 
Where the beſt Streams, rhe longeſt Rivers end: 

His ſpotleſs Waves there undiſtinguiſh'd paſs; 

None ſee how clear, how bounteous, ſweer, he was: 
No Diff rence.now, tho“ late fo much, is ſeen 
*Twixt him, fierce Rhine, and the impetuous Seine. Hal. 
Thou too, gteat Father of the Britiſn Floods ! 
With joy ful Pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty Woods; 


Where 


Where tow'ring Oakg their ſpreading Honsurs rear, 
And future Navies on thy Banks appear: 

Not Neptune's ſelf, from all his Floods receives 

A wealthier Tribute, than to thine he gives: 

No Seas ſo rich, ſo full no Streams appear, 

No Lake ſo gentle, and no Spring ſo clear: 


Not fabled Po more ſwells the Poets Lays, 


While thro? the Skies his ſhining Current ſtrays, 
Than thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd Abodes, 
To grace the Manſion of our earthly Gods: 

Nor all his Stars a brighter Luſtre now, 21 
Than the fair Nymphs, that gild thy Shore below. 


From his oozy Bed | 


— —— 


Old Father Thames advanc'd his rev*rend Head: 


His Treſſes dropp'd with Dews; and, o'er the Stream, 
His ſhining Horns diffus'd g * Gleam: _ 
Grav'd on his Urn appear'd the Moon, that guides 
His ſwelling Waters, and alternate Tides ; 
The fignr'd Streams in Waves of Silver roul'd, 
And on their Banks Auguſta roſe in Gold. 
Around his Throne the Sea, born Brothers ſtood, © 
That {well with tributary Urns his Flood. 
Firſt, rhe fam'd Authors of his antient Name, 
The winding Ifis, and the fruitful Tame: 
The Kennet {wift, for filver Eels renown'd; 
The Loddon flow, with verdant Alders crowd: 
Cole, whoſe clear Streams his flow'ry Iflands-lave,. 
And chalky Wey, that rouls a milky Wave; 
The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; 
The gulphy Lee his ſedgy Treſſes rears; ; 
And fallen Mole, that hides his diving Flood; 
And filent Darent, ſtain'd with Daniſh Blood. 
High in the Midſt, upon his Ura reclin'd, 
His Sea-green Mantle waving in the Wind, 
The God appear'd, and ſhow'd' his azure Eyes. 
Tho' Tyber's Streams immortal Rome behold ; 
Tho foaming Hermus {wells with Tides of Gold; 
From Heav'n it ſelf, tho ſev'nfold Nilus flows, 
And Harveſts on a hundred Realms beſto ws, 
Theſe now no more {ball be the Muſes Themes; 
Loſt in my Fame, as in the Sea their Streams. 
Behold! th”aſcending Villas on my Side 
Project long Shadows G er the criſtal Tide. | 
Thy Trees, fair Windſor, now ſhall leave their Woods, 
And half thy Foreſts ruſh into my Floods ; EN 
Bear Britain's Thunder, -and her Croſs diſplay- 
To the bright Regions of the riſing Day: 
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For me the Balm ſhall bleed, and Amber flow, 


Then fall in ſtarry Showts, and glitt' ring 


The Crown, that once his injur'd Grandſire wore: 
This Prince, a Prieſteſs of our Blood ſhall bear; 
And, like his Sire, in Arms he | 


R O 
Tempt icy Seas, where ſcarce the Waters roul, 
Where clearer Flames glow round the frozen Pole: 


Or under Southern Skies exalt their Sails, 
Led by new Stars, and borne by ſpicy Gales. 


The Coral redden, and the Ruby glow ; 

The oy Shell its lucid Globe infold, 

And Phœbus warm the rip'ning Ore to Gold, 

The Time ſhall come, when, free as Seas or Wind, 
Unbounded Thames ſhall flow for all Mankind : 
Whole Nations enter with each ſwelling Tide, 

And Oceans join whom they did firſt divide : 

Earth's diſtant Ends our Glory ſhall behold,  _ 

And the new World launch forth to ſeek the old. Pope. 


R O CK. 


See that — Rock, whoſe rugged Brows are bent 
"_ the ſwelling Main. - um. Doub. Mar. 
hold a Rock which ſounding Billows braves, 

And ſtands, unmov'd, the Fury of the Waves: 

In vain againſt its foaming Side they roar, , 

And beat the Sea-Weeds from its rocky Shore. Laud. Virg, 
Thus a _ Rock, which the yaſt Ocean laves, 

Expos'd to ſtormy Winds and raging Waves, 

On its fix*d Baſe, unſhaken ſtill. deſies, 

'Th* united Fury of the Seas and Skies. Blac. Pr. Arth. 


ROCKET. 
Rockets fly up with their red ov wn, g ; 
ain. Bl. Pr. Arth. 


GA - 


There was an antient ſage Philoſopher, 
That had read Alexander Roſs over, 
And fwore, the World; as he could prove, 
Was made of Fighting, and of Love. 
uſt ſo Romances are; for what elſe 
in them all, but Love and Battels? Hud; 


KU 
See Romulus the Great, born to reſtore . 
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RD: 773- 
wo riſing Creſts his Royal Head adorn ; 

Born from a God; himſelf to Godhead born: 

His Sire already ſigns him for the Skies, 

And marks his Seat amidſt the Deities. 

Auſpicious Chief! Thy Race in Times to come 
Shall ſpread the Conqueſts of Imperial Rome : | 
Rome, whoſe aſcending Tow'rs ſhall Heav'n invade ; 
layolving Earth and Ocean in her Shade. Dcyd. Virg. . | 


ROS COMM ON. 


Such was Roſcommon; not more learn'd than good; 
With Manners gen'rous as his noble Blood: 
To him the Wit of Greece and Rome was known ; 
And ev'ry Author's Merit, but his own. Pope. 
See, Sylvia ſee, this new-blown Roſe, 
The Image of thy Bluſh: 
Mark, how it ſmiles upon the Buſh, 
And triumphs as it 'grows : 
O pluck it not: we'll come anon; 
Thou fay'ſt. Alas! *rwill then be gone, 
Nou its purple Beauty's ſpread, 
Soon it will droop and fall, 
And ſoon it will nor be at all: 
No fine Things draw a Length of Thread : 
Then tell me, ſeems it not to ſay, 
Come and crop me while you may 
Thus in the Field the bluſhing Roſe 
1 Does its chaſte Boſom to the Morn diſcloſe ; 
Whilſt all around the Zephyrs bear 
The fragrant Odours thro? the Air. — 
They Roſes ſeem, which in their early Pride, 
But half reveal, and half their Beauties hide. Wall. 
Some did the Way with full-blown Roſes ſpread ; 
Their Smell divine, and Colour ſtrangely red : 
Not ſuch as our dull Gardeng proudly wear 
Whom Weathers taint, and Winds rude Kiſſes tear: 
Such, I believe, was the firſt Roſe's Hue, 
Which, at God's Word, in beauteous Eden grew: 
Queen of the Flow'rs, which made that Orchard gay: ; 
The Morning Bluſhes of the Springs new Day. Cowl. David. 
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The Crew with merry Shouts their Anchors weigh, 
Then ply their Oars, and bruſh the buxom 78 Dryd. Bocce. 

. (C ym. & Iphi 
— They ruſh into the Main; . Iphig, 
With headlong Haſte they leave the Deſart Shores, 
And bruſh the liquid Seas with lab'ring Oars. Dr. Virg, 
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The nimble Oars, and with each other vie: 
The Gallies thro” the yielding Billows fly. Laud. Virg. 
—— — he luſty Crew. — 4 
| Rais'd on their Banks, their Oars in Order dre 
To their broad Breaſts: the Ship with Fury fle w. Dr. Ov. J 


A ſudden Silence ſate upon the Sea, | 

And ſweeping Oars with ſtruggling urge their Way. Dr. Vir. 
With lab'ring Oars they bear along the Strand. Dr. Virg, 

They tug at ev'ry Oar, and ev'ry Stretcher bends. Dr.Virg, 
— — A hundred ſweep, | y n oth. 

With r at once the glaſſy Deep. Dr. Virg. 
To {tem the Tide thus eager Ro wers ſtrive 

But, if they ſlack their Hands, there's no Retrievxe, ( 

But down the Stream with Violence they drive. Laud. Vir.) 
— — Two Galleys, from his Stòres, 

With Care he chuſes, mans, and fits with Oars: 

Propitious Tyber ſmooth'd his wat'ry Way : 

He roul'd his River back; and pois'd he ſtood ; 

A gentle ſwelling, and a peaceful Flood: 


The Trojans mount their Ships: they put from Shore, 
Borne. on the Waves, and ſcarcely dip an Oar : +1 
Shouts from the Land give Omen to their Courſe ; 
And the pitch'd Veſſels glide with eaſy Force: 
The Woods and Waters wonder at the Gleam 
- Of Shields, and painted Ships, tharſtem the Stream. 
One Summer's Night, and one whole Day they paſs, 
Berwixt the Green-wood Shades; and cut the liquid 
Ran. (Glaſs. Dryd. Virg * 
t # 7 7 - Rom | 
Firſt, four tall Galleys in the Lifts appear, 
Drawn from the Fleet, and equal Rowers ber: 
The 77 Dolphin, that outſtrips the Wind, 
Bore Mne hens, Author of the” Memmian Kind: or 
Gyas, the vaſt Chimæra's Bulk commands; | 
Which rifing like a tow'ring City ſtands ; 
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—.— Three Trojans tug each Oar; | F 


With luſty Strokes the foaming Billows roar. 
Sergeithus, who began the Sergian Race, 

In the great Centaur took the leading Place: 
Cloanthus on the Sea- green Scylla ſtood 

From whom Cluentius draws his Trojan Blood. 
Againſt the foaming Shore a Rock there lies, 
Cowring in broken Waves; o'er which they riſe 
When Winter Storms obſcure the dusky Skies. 
But, when in Calms the Tides more ſmoothly run, 
By basking Fowls ſought to enjoy the Sun. 

On this a Mark, a green and new-fell'd Oak, 
The Hero. fix'd to guide the Rower's Stroke: 

To bear with this, with ſteady Helms they ſtand, : 
Then, rowing round, {weat to the former Land: ; 
The Lots decide their Place. | 

Upon the Deck each graceful Captain ſtands, 

In Gold. re fiecting Robes, and dy'd by Tyrian Hands, 

The Youths their Heads with poplar Wreaths entwine: 

Their naked Arms, with Oil anointed, ſhine : | c 

And on their Sears atrentive wait the Sign, 

The Fear of loſing, Hopes of gaining Praiſe, 

At once their Courages abare and. raiſe : 

The Signal giv'n by the ſhrill Tramper's Sound, 

They fart, and echoing Skies with Shouts reſound. 

Their egual Strokes the foaming Surges ſweep, 

Their brazen Prows plough up the brmy Deep, 

Not firy Courſers, harneſs*d for a Race, | : 
Part f om the Liſts with half ſo ſwift a Pace; : 

When looſen'd Reins rhe eager Drivers yield, 3 
Laſhing and ſcouring o'er the dufty Field. pe 

The mix'd Beholders earneft Thoughts divide; 

Who ſhout and murmur as they like the Side: 

Thus while the crowded Land with Clamours rung, 

The mighty Gyas from the others ſprung : 

Cloanthus, better mann'd, purſu'd him faſt, 

Whoſe heavy Galley lag'd, and check'd his Haſte : 

The Dolphin, and the Centaur, on a Line, 

Come after, and with equal Vigour join : 

And now the Way the Centaur's Rowers lead, 5 

And now the nimble Dolphin is a-head: | 

Now Board to Board with equal Ardour vie | 

To gain the Prize, and ofer the Billows fly: $ 

They all approach the Mark : Chimzra bore | 

The conqu'ring Gyas merrily before, 

Who to his Pilot call'd: Ho, port, port, ſtand 

To Shore, and let your Oars ev'n skim the Sand; 2 
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Let others bear to Sea. Menceres fear'd 
The hidden Rocks, and out to Sea he ſteer'd 
Hard helm a-weather, Gyas call'd again, 
Make to the Rock: thus turn'd bim from the Main: 
And then Cloanthus at his Stern he ſaw, 

Fetching him up, and near the Shelvings draw ; 

Who cloſe between the Mark and Centaur ſtood, . 
Soon paſs'd them both, and ſafely ſcowr'd the Flood: 
Then Gyas curs'd ; nor weigh'd be what became 

A Chief; not all their Lives with his affronted Fame; 
Nor cooler Thoughts his boiling Veins afford ; 

Bur hurls the cautious Dotard over-board, 

And ſeiz d the Helm: no Pilot now they knew 

But him; he ſteers to rights to land, and chears his Crew. 
Hardly above the Waves at laſt appears | 
Menætes, ſtruggling with his Cloaths and Years ; 
Who gains the Rock, and, while he {its to dry, 

The mocking Rout deride his Miſery ; 

Hardly his Head the plunging Pilot rears, 

Clog'd with his Cloaths, and cumber'd with his Years : 
Now, dropping wet, he climbs the Cliff with Pain, 
The Crowd, that ſaw bim fall, and float again, 

Shout from the diſtant Shore, and loudly laugh'd, 

To ſee his — Breaſt diſgorge the briny Draught. 
Now Hopes and Courage rais'd Sergeſtus Mind 

And Mneſtheus', when Chimera lag'd behind: 

To gain the Rock Sergeſtus ſtrains before; 

Yet Mneſtheus' Prow along his Mid- ſhip bore ; 
Then on the Deck, midſt his Mates appear d, 

And thus their drooping Courages he chear'd ; 

My Friends, and Hector's Followers heretofore, 


Exert your Vigour, tug the lab'ring Oar; 


Stretch to your Strokes, my ſtill unconquer'd Crew, 
Whom from the flaming Walls of Troy I drew : 


In this, our common Int'reſt, let me find 
That Strength of Hand, that Courage of the Mind, 


As when you ſtemm'd that ſtrong Malzan Flood, 

And o' er the Syrtes' broken Billows row'd: 

I ſeek not now the foremoſt Palm to gain; 

Tho' yet But, ah! that haughty Wiſh is vain : 


Let thoſe enjoy it, whom the Gods ordain : 


But to be laſt, the Lags of all the Race! 
Redeem your ſelves and me from that Diſgrace. 
Now one and all they tug : the brazen Prow 
Quivers, and ducks again with ſuch a Row: 
The finewy Trojans ſweat, and pant, and blow, ans 
7 YN | | hance 
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Chance gave his Wiſh : Sergeſtus, bent to Win, 
Ralhly with Rocks and Shelves locking bis Centaur in, 
Strives to haul out, but could not clear a Rock; 
His Galley ſtruck, and, bulging with the Shock, 
Her Oars ſhe ſhiver'd, and her Head ſhe broke: 
The Rowers from the Banks {tart up, and try. 

To heave her off ; their iron Poles they ply, 

And work for Life, and not for Victory: 

Their ſhatter'd Oars, which floated on the Flood, 
They fiſh'd aboard. 
At laſt with Toil Sergeſtus clears the Rock, 
But all his Larboard ſhatter'd with the Shock: 

Forlorn ſhe look'd, without an aiding Oar ; 

And, howted by the Vulgar, made' ro Shore. 

As when a Snake, ſurpriz'd upon the Road, " 
Bruis'd by the Wheels of ſome o'er whelwing Load: 

Or half divided by ſome Shepherd's Wound, 

Heavily crawls, and writhes upon the Ground : 

Fierce in her ſounder Part, and burning Eyes; 

She foams ; her Scales in Rage and Torture riſe ; 

Dragging with Pain the wounded Tail behind; 

That twiſts in Knots, that on her Foldings bind. 

So {lowly to the Port the Centaur tends, 

Bur what ſhe wants in Oars, with Sails amends. 

-—— Now daring Mneſtheus, proud 

Of this Succefs, with Joy rhe Winds implores, 

And skims the open Sea with chearful Oars. 

As, when a Dove her rocky Hold forſakes, 

Rouz'd by ſome Fright her ruſtling Pennons ſhakes, 

The flutt'ring Noiſe makes all the Cavern ring, 

Leaving her callow Young ſhe takes the Wing, 

And cuts thro? liquid Skies her airy Way, | 

Thus Mneſtheus in the Dolphin cuts the Sea; | 

And flying with a Force, that Force aſſiſts his Way. 
Sergeſtus in the Centaur firſt he paſs'd, | 

Who, wedg'd in Rocks and Shallows, ſticking faſt, f 
Strives to get free, in vain their Aid implores, 

And practiſes to row with broken Oars ; 

Now overtakes Chimzra, then outflies, 

Who, having loſt her Pilot, yields the Prize. 

Scylla unvanquiſh'd only yet remains, 

Her he ee, and now his Vigour ſtraias: 

The Dolphin all _—_— ; redoubled Cries * 

Aſcend, repeated y .reſounding Skies: 

Theſe Clamours with Diſdain the Scylla heard, 

Much grudg'd the Praiſe, but more the robb'd Reward... 
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Theſe all the Glory, they had reap'd, diſdain, 
Deſpiſe half Praiſe, LX. to die or gain: 
Succeſs the others rais'd, and not a Man 

But thinks to win, becauſe he thinks he can. 
And equal Wreaths at laſt had crown'd their Brows ; 
Bur now to Sea his Arms Cloanthus throwys; 

And, eager with the Gods, he made his Vow: rg 

Ye Pow'rs, who rule the Seas, thro' which I row, 
If mine the Laurels prove, by you decreed, _ 

A Snow. white Bull upon your Shores ſhall bleed: 
Your greedy Waves ſhall taſte N Blood; 
And Wine in ruddy Rivers ſwell your Flood. 
The Nereids, Phorcus, all the Sea- green Quire, 
And Panopcea favour his Deſiree: e 
Ev'n old Portunus, with his mighty A 
The Galley thruſts; with that the {trerch'd to Land: 


* 


As Arrows ſwift; ſwift as the Wind ſhe flies; bot 
And darts into the Port, and gains the Prize, Laud. & Dryd, 


RUMP-PARLIAMENT. 


Nor have they: choſen Rumps amiſs _ | 
For Symbols of State- Myfteries. | 
For, as th*Egyprians us'd by Bees 
T' expreſs their ant ient Prolomies, ah 
And, by their Stings, the Swords they wore, 
Held forth Authority and Pow'r ; 13 
Becauſe theſe ſubtile Animals 
Bear all their Int'reſts in their Tails; 
And when they're once impair'd in that, 
Are baniſh'd their well-order'd State: 
They thought all Governments were beſt 
By Hieroglyphick Rumps expreſt. 
For, as in Bodies natural * 
The Rump's the Fundament of all; 
So, in a . or Realm, 
The Government is call'd the Helm; 
With which, like Veſſels under Sail, 
They're turn'd and winded by the Tail: 
The Tail, which Birds and Fiſhes ſteer 
Their Courſes with, thro' Sea and Air; 
To whom the Rudder of the Rump is | 
The ſame Thing with rhe Stern and Compaſs. 
This ſhews how EINE Rump 9, 
And Commonwealth in Nature jump! 
For, as a Fly that goes to Bed. 
Reſts with his Tail above his Head; 
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So, in this Mungril State of ours, 
The Rabble are the ſupream Pow'rs, 
That hors'd us on their Backs to ſhew us 
A jadiſh Trick at laſt, and throw us. 
The learned Rabbins of the Jews 
Write, there's a Bone, which they call Luez, 
'th' Rump of Man, of ſuch a Virtue, 
No Force in Nature can do Hurt to: 
And therefore, at the laſt 2 Day, 
All th' other Members ſhall, they ſay, 
Spring out of this, as from a Seed | ; 
All Sorts of Vegetals proceed: ER. 
From whence the learned Sons of Art * 
Os Sacrum juſtly ſtyle that Part. 
Then what can better repreſent, | 
Than this Rump Bone, the Parliament, 
That after ſev'ral rude Ejections, 
And as prodigious Reſurrections, 
With new Reverſions of nine Lives 
Starts up, and, like a Cat, revives? Hud. 
8 
| SAN 
The ſacred Herd marcWd proud and ſoftly by, 
Too fat and gay to think their Deaths ſo nigh. 
Hard Fate of Beaſts, more innocent than we! 
Prey to our Lux'ry, and our Piety! | 
Whoſe guiltleſs Blood, on Boards and Altars ſpilt, 
Serves both to make and expiate our Guilt! 
Three Bullocks of free Neck, two gilded Rams, 
Two well-waſh'd Goats, and fourteen ſpotleſs Lambs, 
With the three vital Fruits, Wine, Oil, and Bread, 
Small Fees to Heav'n of all by which we're fed, 
Are offer'd up: the hallow'd Flames ariſe, (David. 
And faithful Pray'rs mount with them to the Skies. Cowl. 
The Feaſt approach'd, when to the blue-ey'd Maid 
His Vows for Cygnus flain the Vitor pay'd, | 
And a white Heifer on her Altar lay'd. . 
The reeking Entrails on the Fire they threw ; 
And to the Gods the grateful Odour flew : 
Heav'n had irs Part in Sacrifice : the reſt 
Was broil'd and roaſted for the future Feaſt : : 
The chief invited Gueſts were ſet around, ; 
And, Hunger firſt aſſwag'd, the Bowls were crown'd, 7 


Which in deep Draughts their Cares and Labours drown' a . 
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The mellow Harp did not their Ears imploy ; 

And mute was all the warlike Symphony : | 

Diſcourſe, the Food of Souls was their Delight ; 

And proaling Char prolong'd the Summer's Night, Dr. Ovid. 
With perfect Hecatombs the God they grac'd ; 

Whoſe offer'd Entrails in the Main were caſt: 

Black Bulls, and bearded Goats on Altars lie; 

And Clouds of ſav'ry Stench involve the Sky. Dryd. Hom, 

Now when the ſolemn Rites of Pray'r were paſt 

Their ſalted Cakes on crackling Flames they caſt; - 

Then, turning back, the Sacrifice they ſped; 

The fatted Oxen ſlew, and flea'd the Dead: 

Chopp'd off their nervous Thighs, and next projects | 

T'involve the Lean in Cauls, and mend with Lard: 

Sweat-Breads and Collops were with Skewers prick'd, 

About the Sides; imbibing what they deck'd. 

The Prieſt with holy Hands was ſeen to tine 

The cloven Wood, and pour the ruddy Wine: 

The Youth app:oach'd the Fire; and, as it burn'd; 

On five ſharp Broachers rank'd, the Roaſt they-rurn'd : 

Theſe Morſels ſtay'd their Stomachs; then the Reſt 

They cut in Legs and Fillers for the Feaſt ; 

Which drawn and. ſerv'd, their Hunger they appeaſe, 

With ſav'ry Meat, and fet their Minds at Eaſe: 

Now when the Rage of Eating was repell'd, 

The Boys with gen'rous Wine the Goblets filld : 

The firſt Libations to the Gods they pour: 

And then with 1 indulge the genial Hour: 

— Debauch ! till Day to Night they bring, 

With Hymns and Pæans to the Bowyer 8 Dryd. Hom, 
The Loaves were ſerv'd in Caniſters, the Wine 

In Bowls; the Prieſts renew'd the Rites divine | 

Broil'd Entrails are their Food, and Beef 's continu'd Chine. 
ES 8 — (Dryd. Virg. 
Four ſable Bullocks, in the Yoke untaught, 

For ſacrifice the pious Hero brought: 

The Priefteſs pours the Wine betwixt their Horns; 

Then cuts the curling Hair : that firſt Oblation burns : 

Invoking Hecat hither to repair; | | 

A pow'rful Name in Hell, and upper Air: 

The ſacred Prieſts, with "ny Knives, bereave 

The Beaſts of Life, and in full Bowls receive | 

The ſtreaming Blood: a Lamb to Hell and Night, 

The ſable Wool without a Streak of White, 

Eneas offers: and, by Fates Decree, 

A barren Heifer, Proſerpine, to thee : 
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with Holocauſts he Pluto's Altar fills: 

Sen brawny Bulls with his own Hand he kills: 

Then on the broiling Entrails Oil he pours ; 

Which, ointed thus, the raging Flame devours: 

Late the nocturnal Sacrifice begun; 

Nor ended, *cill the next returning Sun: 

Then Earth began to bellow, Trees to dance; 

And howling Dogs in glimm'ring Light advance, 

Ere Hecate came: Far hence be Souls prophane, : 

The Sybil cry'd, and from the Grove abſtain. Dryd. Vi g. 
They ſacred Altars rear on Sods of Graſs ; 

Where, with religious Rites, their common Gods they place: 

In pureſt White the Prieſts their Heads attire; ; 

And living Waters bear, and holy Fire : 

And, o'er their linen Hoods, and ſhaded Hair, 

Long twiſted Wreaths of ſacred Vervain bear.. Dryd, Virg. 
Adorn'd in white a rev*rend Prieſt appears ; 
And Off rings to the flaming Altars bears; 1 

A Porker, and a Lamb, that never ſuffer'd Shears. 
Then, to the riſing Sun he turns his Eyes; 
And ſtrews the Beaſts, deſign'd for Sacrifice, 
With Salt, and Meal; with like officious Care, 
He marks their Foreheads, and he clips their Hair. 
Betwixt their Horns the Purple Wine he ſheds, 
With the ſame gen'rous Juice the Flame he feeds: 
All Dues perform'd which holy Rites require, 
The Victim Beaſts are ſlain before the Fire; 
The trembling Entrails from their Bodies torn, 
And to the fatten'd Flames in Chargers borne. Dryd. Virg. 
——— Th Arcadian States, 
The King and Prince, without the City-Gates, 
Then paid their Off rings, in a ſacred Grove, 
To Hercules the Warrior-Son of Jove : 
Thick Clouds of rouling Smoke involve the Sky : 
And fat of Entrails on his Altar fry. | 
From that auſpiciovs 45 5 with Rites divine, 
We worſhip at the Hero's holy Shrine: 
Potitius firſt ordain'd theſe annual Vows ; 
Ac Prieſts, were added the Pinarian Houſe ; 
Who rais'd this Altar in the ſacred Shade, 
Where Honours, ever due, for ever ſhall be paid. 
For theſe Deſerts, and this high Virtue ſhown, © - + 
Ye warlike Youths, your Heads with Garlands crown: 
Fill high the Goblets with a ſparkling Flood; ; 
And with dee N Son invoke our common God, 
This {aid ; a double Wreath Evander twin'd ; 


And Poplars black and white his Temples bind : 


Then 
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Then brins his ample Bowl : with like De 

The reſt invoke the Gods, with ſprinkled Wine. 

And now the Prieſts, Poticius at their Head, 

In-Skins of Beaſts involy*d, the long Proceſſion led : 

Held high the flaming Tapers in their Hands; 

As Cuſtom had preſcrib'd their holy Bands: 

Then with a ſecond Courſe the Tables load ; 

And with full Chargers offer to the God: 

The Salii ſing; and cence his Altars round 

With Saban Smoke; their Heads with Poplar bound : 
One Choir of Old, another of the Young; 

To dance, and bear the Burthen of the Sug 3 

The Lay records the Labours, and the Praiſe, 

And all th* immortal Acts of Hercules. 5 
Firſt, how the mighty Babe, when ſwath'd in Bands, 
The Serpents ſtrangled, with his Infant Hands: 
Then, as in Years and matchleſs Force he grew, 
Th' OEchalian Walls, and Trojan overthrew : 
Beſides, a thouſand Hazards they relate, 5 
Procur'd by Juno's and Euryſtheus' Hate: 

Thy Hands, unconquer'd Hero, cou'd ſubdue 

The Cloud-born Centaurs, and the Monſter-Crew: 
Nor thy reſiſtleſs Arm the Bull withſtood ; | 

Nor he, the roaring Terrour of the Wood : | 
The triple Porter of the Stygian Seat, 

With lolling Tongue, lay fawning at thy Feet, 

And, ſeiz?d with Fear, forgot his mangled Meat: 

Th' infernal Waters trembled at thy Sight: 
Thee, God, no Face of Danger cou'd affright: 
Not huge Ty phœus; nor th* unnumber'd Snake, 
Increas'd with hiſſing Heads, in Lerna's Lake. 

1 undoubted Son! an added Grace 

To Heav'n, and the great Author of thy Race: 

Receive the grateful Off rings, which we pay; 

And ſmile propitious on thy ſolemn Day. 

In Numbers thus they ſung: above the reſt, 

The Den and Death of Cacus crown the Feaſt. Dryd. Ving 
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3. hy, with early Care, 
Unmoor their Veſſels, and for Sea prepare: 
The Fleet is ſoon afloat, in all its Pride; 
And well calk'd Gallies in the Harbour ride. 
Then Oaks for Oars they fell'd; or as they ſtood, 
Of its green Arms deſpoil'd the growing Wood; 


Studious 
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studious of Flight : the Beach is cover'd o'er | 
Wich Trojan Bande, that blacken all the Shore. Dryd. Virg. 
— She ſaw the cover'd Shore, ; 
And heard the Shouts of Sailors from afar, | 
Mix'd with the Murmurs of rhe wat'ry War. Dryd. Virg. 
— The Trojans crowd to Sea, | 
They ſpread their Canvas, and their Anchors — 
The ſhonting Crew their Ships with Garlands binds ; 
lavoke the Sea-Gods, and invite the Winds. Dryd. Virg: 
The Veſſel went before a merry Gale, (Cock and Fox. 
And for quick Paſſage 2 on ey'ry Sail. Dryd. Chauc. The 
Up ſprung the Wind, and, with a freſh'ning Gale, 
The kind North-weſt fill'd ev'ry ſwelling Sail; 
Light o'er the foamy Waves the Navy flew. Rowe. Luc. 
And now the Wind, with an iy abies OR” 
To ſhove the Veſſel, fills the ſpreading Sail: 
And ſee, with ſwelling Canvas wing d, ſhe flies, 
And with her waving Streamers ſweeps the Skies. Blac. 
The gath'ring Winds began to blow, 
Their uſeleſs Oars the joyful Seamen ſtow; 
Then hoiſt their Yards, while, looſen'd from the Maſts, 
The wide-ſtretch'd Sails receive the coming Blaſts. Hop. Ov. 
They plough the liquid Seas, and leave the lefs'ning 
3 : (Land. Dryd. Hom. 
We looſe from Shore our.Haulfers,. put to Sea; {(Virg. 
And ſoon with ſwelling Sails purſue the wat'ry Way. Dryd. | 
The friendly Gales ; | 80 irg. 
Blown from the South, ſupply'd our ſwelling Sails. Dryd. 
Propitius Neptune ſteer'd their Courſe by Night, 
With riſing Gales, that ſped their happy Flight : 
_—_— with theſe, they skim the ſounding Shore, 
And hear the ſwelling Surges vainly roar. Dryd. Virg. 
—— A furious Gale | 


That almoſt rent the Womb of ev'ry Sail. Blac. K. Arth. 


Strong Gales ſupply'd, | 
And puſh'd the Veſſel o'er the ſwelling Tide. Dryd. Virg. - 
The Sky ſerene, a freſh and proſp'rous Gale, is Arth. 
Sprung from the Shore, and ſwell'd out ev'ry Sail. Blac. 

The lofty Ships on rolling Billows bound, | 

he Waves, in ſoft Embraces, clinging round : 
As when the Trojans in the Mantuan Song, 
From Africk Sands to Latium ſail'd along; 
Old Ocean roſe up from his rocky Throne; 
A — Scepter, and a reedy Crown | 
His Pow'r confeſs'd ; his dewy Head he rear'd 
Above the Flood; and ſmiling on the Waves appear'd: 
New-gather'd Banks of Quick-ſands he remov'q, ; 
And kindly thro the Deep the Navy ſhov'd : " 
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We ſpread our Sails before the willing Wind: 
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80 the calm Ocean ſeem' d,. with equal Care, 


On its pleas'd Waves, the Britiſh Fleet to bear: 1 
8 Porpoiſes ſpout Seas away; Lark. 
And friendly Dolphins round the N play. _ Blac, P. 

The Heav'ns ſerenely ſmil'd; and ev'ry Sail! E 
Fill'd its wide Boſom with th indulgent Gale 
Mercy, Deliv'rance, Pity, Truth, diſplay'd - | A 
Their filver Wings. and glad Attention pay'd; - D 
Sung on the Shrowds, and with the Streamers play d.] I 

2 oy | (Blac. P. Arthur, T 

The Sun deſcending, the Phæacian Train | B 

Spread their broad Sails, and launch into the Main: P 
At once they bend, and ſtrike their equal Oars ; 'H 
And leave the ſinking Hills, and leſs'ning Shores: A 
As firy Courſers, in the rapid Race, 4 | 1 
Urg'd by fierce Drivers thro the duſty Space, S 1h 
Toſs their high Heads, and ſcour along the Plain; 
So mounts the bounding Veſſel o'er the Main: f 
Back to the Stern the parted Billows flow; , 
And the black Ocean foams and roars below : | y 
Thus with ſpread Sails the winged Galley flies; : 4 
Leſs ſwift an Eagle cuts the liquid Skies. Pope. Hom. U 

Their Topſails loos'd, and all the Ships unmoor'd, 7. 

The royal Navy on the Billows rode; 3 71 
And preſs'd with heavy War th' uncaſy Flood. W 
Loud Boreas then, t'extend the ſpacious Sails, * 
From northern Priſons frees his choſen Gales: 85 
They ſwell the Canvas with their utmoſt Force: 0 


The panting Winds to ſhove the Navy ſtrain; 7} 

And of the Squadron's Weight in Sighs complain 3 ö 1 

The Labour of the Air, and Burthen of the Main. 

The bounding Caſtles on the Billows dance; 

And in long Order on the Deep advance; Blac. K. Arth. 
Then, when he ſaw no threat'ning Tempeſt nigh; 

But a ſure Promiſe of a ſettled Sky; EY 

He gave the Sign to weigh: we break our Sleep; 

Forſake the pleaſing Shore, and plough the Deep: 

The gentle Gales their flagging Force renew: 

And now the happy Harbour is in View : 

We furl our Sails, and turn the Prows do Shore; : 

The curling Waters round the Gallgys roar. Dryd. Virg. 


Now from the Sight of Land our Galleys move, | 

With only Scas around, and Skies above. Dryd. Virg. 
The Canvas falls; their Oars the Sailors ply ; 

From the rude Strokes the whirling Waters fly. Dr. Vir; 
With proſp'rous Gales Ulyſſes brought the Ship 


To 


ToChryſa's Port; where, ent jog wich! with the > | 


ne dropp'd his Anchors, and ars he 
5 1 Furl'd 677 Sail Sail; and, d, drawing. down-the Nog” 
is Veſſe! — nd made With Haulſers fag. . 
when weſtward, ki ke the Sun, you took your ial 
And from benighted Britain bore the Day; | * 
Blue Triton gave the Signal from the Shore; 
1 The ready Nereids heard, and ſwam before 
, To ſmooth the Seas; a ſoft Etchan Gale, „ 


But juſt inſpir'd, and gene ſwell'd, Ra: Sail: 

Portunus took his Turn oſe ample J | 

Heay'd up the lighten Keel, and funk the 8 Sand, 

And ſteer' d the facred Veſſel fafe to Land. 

The Land, if not reſtrain'd, had met your wa. "I 
T 1 „ 


Projected out a Neck, and jutred to the Sea. 
Mean time the Trojan cats his wat'ry Way, 
Fix'd on his Voyage, thro? the curling Sea: 
Now Seas and Skies their proſpect only bound; 
An empty Space above, a floating Fiel around: Ty 
But ſoon the Heav'ns with Shadows were o'er {| read; Mey 
p A ſwelling Cloud hung hoy* "ring o er their Hes Eel 
| Livid it look'd, the Threat ning of a Storm: 2 „ 
Then Night and Horrour Ocean's Face deform: 4 
The Pilot, Palinurus, cry'd aloud, 9 
What Guſts of Wale from that gxtring Cloud 8 
My Thoughts prod e; ere yet the Tempeſt roar s - 
Stand to your Tackle, Mates, and frerch 1 your Oars: ....; 
Contra& your ſwelling Sails, and luff to <5 . SOT 
| The trighted Crew perform the Task aſſign 951 
Then, to his fearleſs Chief, Not Heav'n, 14 he. 
Can ſtem the Torrent of this ra ing Sea: 
Mark, how the ſhifting Winds from Weſt ariſe! 
| And what collected Night involves the Skies! 
Nor can our ſhaken Veſſels live at Sea, | 
Much leſs againſt the Tem mpeſt force their: Way; Ir 
Tis Fate diverts our Courſe, and Fate we mu Nel 2 
The Courſe reſoly'd, before the weſtern Wink & wary 
They ſcud amain, and make the Port aſſigu d. Dr. Vue, 
| Nor {wells the ſtregching Canvas half o faſt, now, 77 
Pen the Sails gather a mo driving Blat, [91 110000 
. Strain the cough Yards.a bow 25 lofty Matt; none 
When Barks: glide flo wly thro ; he 9 5 Bis ary 
The baffled pie turn the Helm in warty 
When, driv'n by back Ty cyt We 
ws The Rudders govern,and the hips © 
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* was mk when once all 155 pol | 
et Jupiter w 25 114 to found: 
On —— my che royal * tries 
To ape the Thunder rattling in the Skies: 
A brandiſh'd Torch, with mulating Blaze, 
Affects the forky Light? nings pointed Rays: 
Thus, borne aloe, triumphantly he rode | 
o* Crowds o Worth ſhippers, Ho acts the God: 
e Sire omnipotent xr Pures the Brand 
Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent Hand ; 


— 


flaming hurls it hiſſing from above, - 
And in the yaft | Abyſs 2985 the Mimick Joye: : 1 
—— Wretch |. with mortal Art to dare , 
Immortal Pow'r, and brave the Thunderer. Ld. Lanſd. ö 
I ſaw Salmoneus there ſeverely ſmart 1 
For counterfeiting Jove's ethereal Dart : 4 
Th audacious Wretch four firy Horſes drew, 4 
Waving a Blaze, thro' Elis Town he WW, : 
Requiring all the Grecian Tribes to Pay | ; 
Him Honour as a God, in his fantaſtick Way: W 
Moſt impiouſly vain, the fooliſh Man | T 
— horny fs, which Oer braſs Arches ran, 0 
ſacrilegious Pride dar'd to aſpire a 
To; imitate inimitable Fire. | : 
Almighty Jove, who Heav'n and Earth can n ſhake, 
Hurl'd him down flaming to ud barning Lake. 
No ſmoking Blaze, but deadly Light” — þ ſent, 
From thickeft Clouds with 1 under ent- Laud. Virg. 10 
| Iba 
$f „ I R he © Os | Inu 
ot all che Ways, that wiſeſt Men cou'd find, . 


To mend the Age, and mortify l dd. 

Satire, well writ, has moſt ſucceſsful * 

And cures, becauſe the Remedy is loy'd 
"Tis hard to write on ſuch a Subject more, | 
Without repeating Things ſaid oft before: 


Some vulgar Errors only we remove, 
That ſtain a Beauty which ſo en 2 4 W 
Of well chofe Words ſome rake not Pr 


_ think they hong be, as their ISR 
eat work mult be more exa ® Work 
TO ſmootheſt 1 convey my 
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Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Bus'neſs were to rail: | 
But human Frailty nicely to unfold, 
Ditinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold 1 x 
Rage you muſt hide, and Prejudice lay down : 
A Satyr's Smile is ſharper than his Frown : 
80, while you ſeem to flight ſome rival Youth, 
Malice itſelf may ſometimes paſs for Truth. Norm. 
SATURN. 

Then Saturn came, who fled the Pow'r of Jove, 
Robb'd of his Realms, and bani{h'd from above: 
The Men, diſpers'd on Hills, ro Towns he brought; 
And Laws ordain'd, and civil.Cuſtoms taught: 
And Latium call'd the Land, where ſafe he lay, 
From his unduteous Son, and his uſurping Sway: 
With his mild Empire, peace and Plenty came; 
And hence the golden Times deriv'd their Name: 
A more degen'rate and diſcolour'd Age 
Succeeded this, with Avarice and Rage. Dryd. Virg. 

Then Saturn from his leaden Throne aroſe: 
Wayward, but wiſe, by long Experience taught, 
To pleaſe both Parties, for ill Ends, he ſought : > 
For, this — Age from Youth has won, (Arc. 
As not to be outridden, tho? outrun. Dryd. Chauc. Pal. & 


S , A. 


Scæva, a Name ere-While to Fame unknown, 
And firſt diſtinguiſh'd on the Gallick Rhone: | 
Daring and bold, and ever prone to ill, ? 
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Inur'd to Blood, and active to fulfil 

The DiQtates of a lawleſs Tyrant's Will. 

Nor Virtue's Love, nor Reaſon's Laws he knew ; 

But, careleſs of the Right, for Hire his Sword he drew: 
Thus Courage by an impious Cauſe is curſt 

And he, that is the Braveſt, is the Worſt. Rowe. Luc. 


S CORN. 


| With inauſpicious Love a wretched Swain 
> urlu'd the faireſt Nymph of all the Plaio 
arelt indeed; but prouder far than 555 ; 
Fe plang'd him Hopslels in a 5 eſpair: 
er heav'nly Form too haughtily { 12. 
lis Perſon hated, and his Eff eps. * 
m 2 
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: Or with diſdainful Glances ſhot him dead: 


Proud of her Birth; for equal ſhe had none: 


He ſought a fairer,” but found none ſo fair: . " 


n 
© r 


788 
Nor knew the Force of Cupids cruel Darts, 


Nor fear'd his awful Pow'r on human Hearts : 
But either from her hopeleſs Lover fled 


No Kiſs, no Look, to chear the drooping Boy; 

No word ſhe ſpoke ; ſhe ſcorn'd ev'n to deny: 

But, as the hunted Panther caſts about 

Her glaring Eyes, and pricks her liſt'ning Ears to ſcout; 

So ſhe, to ſhun his Toils, her Cares imploy'd, | 

And fiercely in „ Freedom joy d: 

Her Mouth ſhe writh'd ; her Forchead taught to frown; 

Her Eyes to ſparkle Fires to Love unknown : | 

Her ſallow Cheeks her envious Mind did ſhew; 

And ev: y Feature ſpoke aloud the Curitneſs of a Shrew, 

Yet cou'd he not his obvious Foe eſcape; 

Hts Love {till dreſs'd her in a pleafing Shape: 

And ev'ry ſullen Frown and bitter Scorn, 

But fann'd the Fuel, that too faſt did burn: 

2 time, unequal to his mighty Pain, 

He ſtrove to curb it, but he ſtrove in vain: Dryd. Theoc. 
The noble Youth to Madneſs lov'd a Dame 

Of high Degree; Honoria was her Name: 

Fair as the faireſt, but of havghty Mind, 

And fiercer than became ſo ſoft a Kind- 


The reſt ſhe ſcorn'd, but hated him alone: 

His Gifts, his conſtant Courtſhip, nothing gain'd ; 

For ſhe. the more he lov'd, the more diſdain'd : 

He liv'd with all the Pomp he cou'd deviſe ; | 
At Tilts and Turnaments obtain'd the Prize; þ 
But found no Favour in his Ladies Eyes. 

Relentleſs as a Rock, the lofty Maid 

Turn'd all to Poiſon that he did, or faid: | 
Nor Pray'rs, nor Tears, nor offer'd Vows cou'd move: 
The Work went backwards; and, the more he ſtrove 
T' advance his Sute, the farther from her Love. 
Weary'd at Length, and wanting Remedy, 

He doubted oft, and oft reſolv'd, to die: 

But Pride ſtood ready to prevent the Blow: 

For who wou'd die to gratify a Foe ? 

His gen'rous Mind diſdain'd ſo mean a Fate; 

That paſs'd, his next Endeavour was to hate: 

But vainer that Relief than all the reſt: | 


1 


The leſs he hop d, with more Deſire poſſeſs d:. 
Love ſtood the Siege, and wou'd not yield his Breaſt. 
Change was the next; but Change deceiv'd his Care 


— — 1 „ 


v 


He 


8 C 
He wou'd have worn her out by ſlow Degrees, 
As Men by Faſting ſtarve th' untam'd Diſcaſe : hy, 
But preſent Love requir'd a preſent Eaſe. 
Looking he feeds alone his tamiſh'd Eyes, 
Feeds ling'ring Death; but Moking not he dies. 
vet ſtill he choſe the longeſt Way to Fate, 
Waſting at once his Life, and his Eſtate. 
His Friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain: 
For what Advice can eaſe a Lover's Pain? | 
Abſence, the beſt Expedient they cou'd find, | 
Might ſave the Foftune, if not cure the Mind. Dryd. Bocc. 
AI N . „ . $ ; (Theod, & Hon, 
But all her Arts are til] imploy'd in vain ; FE 
Again ſhe comes, and is refus'd again: | 
His harden'd Heart, nor-Pray'rs, nor 5 move: 
Fate, and the God, had ſtopt his Ears to Love. Dryd. Virg. 
Thick Meſſages and loud Complaints he hears; 
And bandy'd Words, ſtill beating in his Ears: 
Sighs, Groans, and Tears, proclaim his inward Pains; 
But the firm Purpoſe of his Heart remains. Dryd. Virg. 
The nightly Wolf is baneful to the Fold; | 
Storms to the Wheat ; to Buds the birrer Cold ; 
Bat from my frowning Fair more 11ls I find, Ne Virg. 
Than from the Wolves, and Storms, and Winter- Wiad. 
Ah Nymph! More cruel than of human Race; 
Thy Tygreſs Heart belies thy Angel FacPꝓwe 
Too wel thou ſhow'ſt thy Pedigree from Stone; 
Thy Grandame's was the firſt by Pyrrha thrown. Dr.Theec. 
Sure for my Sins I lov'd this haughty. Maid. © © 
What did I not her ſtubborn Heart to gain? 5 
Dryd. 


"Py 


Bur all my Vows were anſwer'd with Diſdain ; 
She ſcorn'd my Sorrows, and deſpis'd my Pain; 
| | (Boc. Theod. & Hon, 
I feel your Scorn, cold as the Hand of Death. Dryd. 
: | (Tyr. Love. 
O what a Deal of Scorn looks beautiful, | 
in the Contempt and Anger of her Lip! Shak. 12th Night. 
Thus with ſoft Words the weeping Hero ſtrove © 
To ſooth her Anger, and her Hate remove: 
Silent ſhe ſtood with a diſdainful Frown, | | 
And on the Ground her ſullen Looks caſt down: 
Fix'd as a marble Rock, which braves the Floods : A 
Then ſprung with Fury to the ſhady Woods, © _- 
To ſhun his hated Sight. | Laud. Virg. oy 


O what a Thing, ye Gods, is Scorn or Pity ? 5 
eap on me, Heav'n, the Hate of all Mankindz © + © © 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation: 


ES Let 


geance on t 
The Maſter frighted, 
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Let me be horrid te all Apprehenſion, | 
Let the World ſhun me, ſo I ſcape but Scorn. Lee. Theod. 
The Wages of ſcorn d Love is baneful ace Beann, 
| Ct. of Mak. 
Pay Scorn with Scorn, and make N Pleaſure 
| (Dryd. Love Trium. 


Love will not always laſt, Spot . Love. 
When urg'd with long Unkindneſs and Diſdain. Dryd, All 
*Tis ſweet to love, but when with Scorn we meet, (Ench. 
Revenge ſupplies the Loſs with Joys as great. Lanft Ern. 


SCORPION 
Who, that the Scorpion's Inſe@ Form ſurveys; _ 
Would think, that inſtant Death her Call obeys? 
Threat'ning ſhe rears her Knotty Tail on high, | 
The vaſt Orion thus ſhe doom'd to die, Pos 
And fix'd him, her proud Trophy, in the Sky. Rowe. Luc, 
You, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 
To Fury, ſting your {elf in mad Revenge. Dr. All for Love. 
Scorpions, that wound, have Blood thoſe Wounds to 
(cure. Otw, D. Cal, 


r 
He to the Rock can vital Inſtincts give | 
Which, thus transform'd, can rage, rejoice, or grieve: 
His skilſul Hand can marble Veins inſpire, 


Now with the Lover's, now the Hero's, Fire: 
So well th' imagin'd Actors play their Part, 


The filent Hypocrites ſuch Pow'r exert, 


* 


That Paſſions, which they feel not, they beſtow, (Blac. Ct, 
Affright us with their Fear, and melt us with their Woe, 
SFCTL LA 
Scylla, who, round with backing Monſters arm'd, 
The wand'ring Greeks, ah frighted Men! alarm'd: 
Whoſe only Hope on ſhatter'd Ships depends; 


While fierce Sea-Dogs devour the mangled Friends. Roſc.V, 
Why ſhou'd I ſing the double Scylla's Fate: 


The firſt by Love transform'd ; the laſt by Hate: 


A beauteous Maid above ; but magick Arts 
With barking 


s deform'd her nether Parts: 
What Ven e 


he paſſing Fleet ſhe pour'd; 
de the Mates — * br. Virg. 


Sus 


cod. 
um. 
flak. 
ſure, 
um. 
ove, 

All 
ich, 
it. 


f. 
e. 


With howling Dogs Join'd to her ag fen La Lad! YI 


SE 
Sqjlla and Charybdis. 

4 narrow Tojers, with impetnonus Courfe,. 
guns t wixt their Ciries and divided Shores, 
And with impetuous Eddies foamin {by of genes” 
Miſhapen Scylla on the Ri . — e 
Cruel Charyb is on the Left bee 0 a 
Thrice in her Sulig devours __ by. and then 
Thrice to the Stars ſhe bem up again. 


Scylla a Dungeon horrib bfe dee ſe — 
Her Head above the 7 e Ships $ on Rocks allure, . 


This triform Monſter has a humane Face; 
And Virgin Breafts her beauteous Body grace: 
Below, her Waift ſhe ends a hideous ; 


* 
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The vaſt a Kingdoms of hs Main! 


There ſcaly Monſters, of enormous Size, 
Flounce in the Waves, and daſh with Foam the Skies: Of 


Others, inclos'd in thelly Armour, creep 


Upon the Rocks, or feek the fimy yDexb- 
There, big with War or Traffick, Veſſels ride 


Driv'n by the Winds, and bound along the . Trapp, 
Behold the working Sea. 

When the now weary Waves roul Oer the Deep,” 

And faintly murmur, ere chey fall aſleep. je uk Autens! 
For, tho” the frrious Storm be now blown ofer 


The Sea's (till troubled, and the Warers roar, 7 * 


And cart upon the Winds that blew before. Creech. Ovid 
Me doſt thou bid to truſt the treach*rous Deep, | 

The Harlot Smiles of her diſſembling Face? 563 = 

Shalk I believe the Syren-South again, 1. 

And, oft betray d, not know the Monſter- Main? Dryd.Virg, 
Come, Galatea, come; the Seas forſake: | 

What Pleafares can the Tides with their hoarſe Murmurs 

Come then, and leave the Waves tumultuous Roar: Ake ? 


Let the wild Surges vainly beat the Shore. Dryd;\ irg. 
Sea, dividing for Paſſage for the Iſraeliter. 


And now a mighty Tempeſt, from the Eaſt 1989.4 
The Sea afſaild, and on the Biltows prefs —_— 
Li. aſtoniſh'd Ocean did its Force obey ;. 3 H 


Open'd his Wat“ Files, tlear's the el ways, al 
The Wayes gt ys an Ce] l ſtood; Aa ci 
As Fear and Wonder had benumb d the Food: 


Mm. 4. 
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N Racks, no Shame, 


—_— SE 

Then, Front to Front, they kept their Line e 

And thoſe, that-crowd behind, my Meck wards ſhov'd : 

Like a long Ridge of criſtal Hills t ey roſe; 

And the low Wonders of the weep. diſcloſe. Blac. P. Arth. 
The ſtiff ning. Waters hear the high Command. 

In craggy Rocks and criftal Mountains ſtand; | 

And leave an _ race of dry and naked Land. Blac: E. 


4 — 17 
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Fo fares * Sailor on the, ſtormy Main, 
When Clouds conceal Bootes“ golden Wain ; ; 
When not a. Star its friendly Luſtre NB 
Nor ie i ts glimmers on the 

ocks, and Shoals, and Seas = Skies; 
e Thunder roars, and Light' ning . him flies. 15 

Thus carnal Seamen, in a, Storm, 

Turn pied COPE and reform. Hud. 
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4". 4 4 Arie, 


et 9 Vi 


SECRET. Ke 6 12 


Secret as s plotting. Friends in Council: are. Oldh. 
Secrets are ho 'd Tools :--. - (A-la-mode, 
And muſt be kept fro bitdrey: 1 from Fools. Dr. M. 
he ſecret all; TE PE 
As Urns and 2 — — r blab. * wg Pa 
Be ſecret and diſcreet: {Love's fairy Been 
Are Joſh, wh deny nay conceal d. -; 14 Dryd. Span, Fry. 
will keep this Secret: © lig 
Hall ever force it Kom me. 
 ———- Your Thoughts are ſtill as much your own, 
As when you kept the Key of your own Breaſt. Dr. D. of Guiſe 
As ſafe in Jonathan's Truſt his Thoughts, remain, 
As when . rok dreamt them, er BAL, 925 (Gow: 
never 
Net whe 5 alone, for ay — Seth N how's 
Apa blab my Secret out. .'D 
mighty Secret labours i in my Oran 21 
404, e a ruſhing Stream, breaks down tie FI . 
10 End U a Vent. 3 yd. Love. Tri. 
hy wr has this Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt; (& Hip. 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd Boſom. Sm. 'Phad, 
— Tis Heav'n alone can tell, „ 
How fatally the Secret ſtruggles d 
þ what impetuous Force it beats my Breaſt; pl 
And tears 2 N pelo ates: in its Way. South. Bar 


4 


Qur faſteſt Corres z hea upon each ober Our 


SE 
Our tender'ſt Cares; and quite unbar thoſe Doors; 
Which ſhall be ſhut to all Mankind beſides. Lee. Thead: 


He who truſts a 88 his Servant. 
th Makes his own Man his Maſter. — Dryd. Amph. | 


SR RH erent 
; The Learned write, an Inſect Breeze 
Is but a Mungrel Prince of Bees, 
That falls, before a Storm, on Cows, 
And ſtings the Founder of his Houſe; 
From whoſe corrupted-Fleſh that Breed 
Of Vermin did at firſt proceed. 7 SY re 
So, &er the Storm of War broke out, 
Religion ſpawn'd' a various Rout 
3 Of petulant eapricious Sects, 
f The Maggots of corrupted Texts: 
Such as breed out of peccant Humours 
Of our own Church, like Wens and Tumours: --- 
And, like a Maggot in Sore, —_ 
Would that, which gave it Life, devour. 
For, as the Perſian Magt once 


Upon their Mothers got their Sons ; 


* 


— 


„ «i 
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Who were incapable renjoy * . - 
1 That Empire auy —— : 
8: So Presbyter begot the other 908 
. Upon the Good Old Cauſe, his Mother; 
| | That bore them like the Devil's Dam, 
| Whoſe Son and Husband are the ſame. Hud. 


4 Some are for ſetting up à King, 

| But all the reſt for no ſuch Thing, 

ſe. Except Kin * ——— — 
Some for fulfilling Prophecies, 

. And th' Extirpation o Exciſoe; 


And ſome againſtrh' Egyptian Bondage 

Of Holydays, and paying Poundage 

And ſome for finding out Expedientses 

Againſt the Slav'ry of Obedience: 

Some were for Goſpel. Miniſters, | 

And ſome for Red- Coat Seculars ;+ | 
b. As Men moſt fitt? hold forth the Word, 2 


1 And wield the one, and th* other Sword. 
7 Some for engaging to ſuppreſss p 


The Camiſado of Surplices, 

p That Gifts and Diſpenſations hind&rdy 
And turn d- to th? outward Man the Ind: 

|  Mms. More- 
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More proper for the cloudy Night 
Of Popery, than Goſpel- Light. 
Others were for aboliſhing  _ 
That Tool of Matrimony, 2 Ring, 
75 d Bridegr 


4 


With which th' unſancti ri oom 


Is marry'd only to a Thumb; 
The Bride, to nothing but her Will, 
Which nulls the After - Marriage ſtill. 
And ſome againſt all . ; 
The Croſs in Shop- Books, and Baptizing: 
Others, to make all Things recant 
The Chriſtian, or Surname, of Saint; 
And force all Churches, Streets, and Towns, 
The Holy Title to renounee. 6 
Some, gainſt a third Eſtate of Souls, 
Aud bringing down the Price of Coals: 
Some for aboliſhing blaek Pudding, 
And eating nothing with the Blood in; 
To te them Roots and Branches: 
While others were for eating Haunches 
Of Warriors, and now and then 
The Fleſh of _ and mighty Men: 
And ſome for breaking of their Bones 
With Rods of Ir'n, by ſecret ones ” 
For thraſhing Mountains, and wit Is 
For hallowing Carriers Packs and Bells: 
Things that the Legend never heard of, 
But made the wicked ſore afeard of. Hud. 
Thus Men are rais'd by Factions, and decry'd ; 7 
And Rogue and Saint diſtinguifſh'd by their Side: 
They rack ev'n Scripture to confeſs their Cauſe, 
And plead a Call to preach in Spite of Laws: 
But that's no News to the Poor injur'd Page: 
It has been us'd as ill in ev'ry Age; 45 5 f 
And is conſtrain'd with Patience all to take: þ 
For what Defence can Greek and Hebrew make? 
Happy who can this talking Trumpet ſci e, . WM \ 
That it may ſpeak whatever Senſe they pleaſe. 75 
*Twas fram'd, at firſt, our Oracle to enquire; Ez 0 
Bur ſince our Sects in 9 high'r, (Dryd. Med. 8 
The Text inſpires not them, but they the Text inſpire. 


SEMELE © A 


d unwary. Nymph defir'd of ſove, 
He wou'd, When next he courts the Red of Love, fend 


end 


peſcend triumphant from th etherial Sky, 
In all the Pe his Divinity 
Encompaſs'd roumd VE thoſe ele Charms, 
With which he fills t unos Arms: 
He granted her Regueſt; and ad, Rk r aſcending, rende 
His awful Brow in Whitlwinds and in Clou 
Whilſt all around, in terrible Array, 
His Thunders rattle, and bis Light ightnings lay: 4 
Thus terribly adorn'd, with Horrour vie High, 
Th illuſtrious God, deſcending from his 
Came ruſhing on her in a Flood of Light. 
The mortal Dame, too feeble to enga gage | 
The Lightning's Flaſhes and the Than r's "a 
Conſum'd amidſt the Glories ſhe defir'd, 3 
And in the Thunderer's Embrace expfrd. Add. Ovid. 
All ſhining in celeſtial Charms TIGE > 
love came triumphant to a MortaF's Arms: 5 
And all his Glories o'er her Limbs were ſpread 
And blazing Light'nings danc'd around her bed. Pope. Stat ” 
So Sem ©, conrented with the Rape 
Of jove, dilguiſed in a mortal Shape; 
When ſhe beheld his Hands with Lyghtning Alva, 12 
And his bright Rays, was with Amazement Küra. Wall 
Beauteous Semele does no leſs | 
Her crael Midwife Thunder bleſs, es 
Whilſt, ſporting with the Gods on high, T © 7 
Sh' enjoys ſecure their Company, 


2 i 


Plays with Light'nings as the | - 
Nor trembles ar the bright — of the Deity „ 
SERENITY of Mind. 
— The M 
In all Aſſaults FT Fortune row be {till rene: 7 
Not in the Pow'r of Accident or Chanes. Steele. LyingLovar. 
A Soul ſo calm, it knew not Ebbs or Flows; nA 


Which Paſſion cou'd: but curl, not diſcompoſe. Dryd. 
In cool del ib rate Thought ſhe views the Scene 


Of War; and in a Tempeſt ſhines ſerene. 


$0 when i impetuous Paſſions toſs the Soul, 
And Tides of boiling Blood reluctant roul ; 
Imperial Reaſon keeps her awful Throne, 
Above the Tumult 1 ns unmov'd alone: 

At her Command inteſtine Diſcords ceaſe ; 


And all th' inferiour Pow'rslie huſſd in Peace... * rg 
No Diſcord'in thy Soul did reſt. A 
Save what its Harmony increas'd; 


Thy: - 


796 8 
Thy Mind did with ſuch reg lar Calmneſs move, 
As held Reſemblance with the greater Mind above: . 

Reaſon there fix d its peacetul. cara 


And reign'd alone 
The Paſhons rais d 90 civil Wars, 
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As if Humanity were lull'd aſleep :> | 
So gentle was thy Pilgrimage =» Ai Nag 
Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make leſs Noiſe, 
Or tlie ſoft Journey, which a Planet goes: | 
Life — all calm as its la Breath ; 
A till Tranquilliry fo hufh'd-thy Breaſt, - 
As if ſome Halcyon were its Gueſt, 
And there had built her Neſt: —_ | 
As that ſmooth Sea, which wears the Name of Peace, 
Still with one even Face appears, 
And feels no Tides to change it from its Place, 
No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: 8 
As that unſpotted Sky, 
Where Nile does Want of Rain fopply, 
Is free from Clouds, from rm is ever free: of 
So thy unvary'd Mind was alw 7 — 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ' 
As caus'd thy little World to —— -— = oP Zone. Oldh. 


ns Ne N. 


The a Serpents, with collected Tail, 
Writhe on the Ground, — ral Volumes trail. Lavd: vng 
80 glides ſome trodden nt on the Graſs, © 
And long behind his wounded Volume trails. Dd.” 
So Serpents, thar, enrangled, lay afleep,” | 
From out their Beds, diſturb'd an waken'd, creep : 
They hiſs, and caſt their firy Eyes around; 
And with their loathfome Bellies mark the Ground : 
For Flight their pois nous Volumes they diſplay, 
And, urg'd with Fear and Anguiſh, haſte 2 Blac.P. Arth, 
Then two prodigious Serpents were defery'd, 
Whoſe co. Strokes the Seas fmoorth Face divide: 
Above the be Hod A raiſe their ſcaly Creſts, 
And ſtem the F od with: r enen Areaſts: 2 
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33 Nor diſcompas'd thee. with inteſtine Jars: 
174 All threw their reſty Tempers by, 
Fs | And gentle Figures drew; ** 
FRI tle as de in its Intency, "FO | 

5 5 whent elves in their fir w. 
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SK 
Their winding Tails advance, and ſteer their Courſe, 
And 'gainſt the Shore the breaking Billows force: © :- ©. 
Now landing, from their brandiſh'd Tongues there came 

A dreadful Hi „ and from their Eyes a Flame. Denh. Virg- 


Serpent ſlain by Cadmus. _— 3 

Deep in the Den a dreadful Serpent lies, | 
Bloated with Poiſon to a monſtrous Size: | | 
Bright is his Creſt, his Scales are burniſh'd Gold, 
Bloodſhot his Eyes, and 2 to behold: 
Three Tongues he brandiſhes: as many Rows 
Of jaggy Teeth his — 2 — diſcloſe: 
He (trait beſtirs him, and egins te ie, | 
And now with dreadful Hi 1ngs fills the Skies, 5 


c 


And darts his forky Tongues, and rouls his glaring Eyes. 
Above the talleſt Trees * his Face, 1 we 
His hinder Circles floating on the Graſs: | 

In winding Mazes then himſelf he ronl'd, 

And leap'd upon them in a mighty Fold. 

Of ſuch a Bulk, and ſuch a monitrous Size, [ 


* 


The Serpent in the Polar Circle lies, 

That ſtretches over half the northern Skies. 

Some die entangled in the knotty Train; 

Some are devour'd, or feeł a loathſome Death, 

Swoln up with Blaſts 2 Breath . + 

Cadmus prepir'd-.a pond'r 

And in a Whirlwind ſent ir at the Foe: - 

A batter'd Tow'r had ſcarce ſuſtain'd the Blow. 

But nothing here th' robo Rock avails, 

Rebounding hai mleſs from the plaited Scales: 

The Serpent's Hide preſerv'd him from a Wound, 

And native Armour cruſted him around: 

With more Succeſs'a pointed Jav'lin fle F ,,. 

Which at his Back the raging Cadmus threw: | 

Thro' the thick Scales and Fleſh. it took irs Courſe; 

And in the ſpinal Marrow ſpent its Force. 

The Serpent hiſs'd aloud, andrag'd in vain, - 

And writh'd his Body to and fro with Pain; 

And bit the Spear, and*wrench'd the Wood away; 

The Point (ill bury'd in the Marrow lay: 
d now his Rage encreaſing with his Pain, 

Reddens his Eyes, and beats in ev'ry Vein: 

His grinding Jaws are whiten'd into Foam, 

And from his Mouth the blaſting Vapours come: 

The Plants around him wither in the Blaſt, 

Such as th' infernal Stygian Waters caſt: 

Now in a Maze of Rings he lies enroul'd, 

Now all untwiſted, and without a Fold; Now, 
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Now, like a Torrent, with a mighty Force, | 
Bears down the Foreſt in his boill'rous Courſe: 1 
Cadmus gave back, and on a Lion's ſpoil . 


| Suſtain'd the Shock, then fore him to recoll : i 


The pointed Spear ſtill warded off his Rage: 
Mad with his Pains, and furious to engage, N 
The Serpent champs the Steel, and bites the Spear, 
Till Blood and Venom all the Point beſmear: | 8 
But ſtill the Hurt, he yet receiv'd, was flight : 
For, whilſt the — with redoubled Might, I 
Strikes home che Jo in, his retiring Foe 0 
Shrinks from the Wound, and diſappoints the Blow. 1 
The dauntleſs Hero ſtill * his Stroke, 
And preſſes forward, till a — Oak 

| Retards the Serpent's Flight, and ftops him in the Rear: 


Full in his Throat he plung'd the fatal Spear, 


That thro? the Serpent's Neck a Paſſage found, 1 
And pierc'd the knotty Timber thro* the Wound: 
Fix'd to the reeling Trunk, with many a Stroke 
Of his huge Tail, the Se t laſh'd the Oak; | g 
Till, ſpent with Toil, and lab'ring hard for Breath, 
He now lay twiſting in the Pangs of Death. Add. Ovid. 
Serpent turn d into Stone. 0 
The Serpent, who his Maw obſcene had filld, ä 
The Branches in his curFd Embraces held: 
Put, as in Spires he ſtood, he turn'd to Stone: ' 
he ſtony Snake rerain'd the Figure ſtill his own. Dr. Ovid. 


SESOSFRIS. 


| 
In Heart elate, | 
As erſt Seſoſtris, proud Egyptian King, | 
That Monarchs, harnefs'd, to his Chariot yok'd, 
Baſe Seryitude ! and his dethron'd Compeers 
Laſh'd furious: They, in ſullen Majeſty, 
Drew the uueaſy Load. Phil. 


SHADE 
| A ſpacious pleaſing Shade, . 
Which neither Heat can pierce, nor Cold invade. Dr. Ovid 
A ſecret Shade, 


Elms and Hazels mingling Branches made: 
here whiſtling Winds the bending Branches ſhake, 


And in their Play the Shades uncertain make. Duke. Virg- 


Beneath 
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Beneath the Shade, which beechen Bovghs diffuſe, 

you Tity'rus entertain your ſylvan Muſe. Dryd. Virg. 
Secure from Sight, beneath a pleaſing Shade, 8 

Where tufted Trees à native. Arbour made. Pryd. Virg. 
This gloomy Shade | . ; 

tems for Retreat of thoughtful Mufes made! Dr. Virg. 
This Place may ſeem for Shepherds Leiſure made; 

$ lovingly theſe Elms unite their Shade. _ 
Go ſeek ſome ancient Oak, whoſe Arms extend 

In 2 le n 3 | 

Or ſolitary Grove; or g 23 : 9 

To ſhield thee with its venerable Shade. Dryd. Virg. 


SHAME. 


Oer their fair Cheeks the glowing bluſhes riſe : 
Their down caſt Looks a decent Shame gonfeſs'd. Pope. Stat. 
There's none from their own Senſe of Shame can fly; 
And Dregs of Paſſions dwell with Miſery. How. 
The Wretch, that to a ſcorn'd Condition's thrown, 
With the World's Favour, loſes toe his own. How. 1 
Shame is but where with Wiekedneſs tis join d. Dr. Auren. 
I know not how to tell thee x 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts - | 
The Story of my Tongue. Otw. Orph. 
Moon ſtep behind ſome Cloud; ſome Tempeſt riſe; 
And blow out all the Stars that light the Skies, 
To ſhrowd my Shame. Ind. Emp. 
Oh! thou haſt known but little of Caliſta : 
If thou hadſt never heard my Shame; if only 
The midnight Moon and filent Stars had ſeen it; 
would not bear to be reproach'd by them; 
But dig down deep'to find a Grave beneath, 
And hide me from their Beams. Rowe. Fair Pen. 
No ſooner did the Knight perceive her, 
But ſtrait he fell into a Fever; 
Iuflam'd all over with Diſgrace, 
To be ſeen by her in ſuch à Place; 
Which made him hang his Head, and'ſcoul, 
And wink, and goggle like an Owl. Hud. 
SHEPHERD. 
Whilome did I, alk as this Poplar fair; 
Maile my heedleſs I jead, devoid of Care: 
ong ruſtick Routs the Chief for wariton Game; 
Nor cou'd they merry make, till Lobbin came: * 
; | 0 
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Who better ſeen than I in Shepherds Arts, | 
To pleaſe the Lads, and win the Laſſes Hearts? 
How deftly, to mine oaten- Reed ſo ſweet, 
Wont they upon the Green ro ſhift their Feet? | 
And, when the Dance was done, how wou'd they yearn 
Seme well deviſed Tale from me to learn? 
For many Songs and Tales of Mirth had Il, 
To chace the ling'ring Sun adown the Sky. Pope. 

A — pr now along the Plain he roves, 
And with his jolly Pipe delights the Groves: 
The neighb'ring Swains around the Stranger throng, 
Or to 4dmire,: or emulate, his Song's by ES. 2575 
While with ſoft Sorrow he renews his Lays, 
Not heedful of their Envy,” nor their Praiſe: 


But, ſoon as Emma's Eyes adorn the Plain, 


His Notes he raiſes to a nobler Strain, 

With dutiful Reſpect and ſtudious Fear, 

Left any careleſs Sound offend her Ear. Prior. 
Thus the good Shepherd tends his fleecy Care; 

Seeks freſheſt Paſtures, and the pureſt Air; 

Explores the loſt, the wand'ring Sheep directs; 

Py Day o erſees them, and by Night protects: 

The tender Lambs he raiſes in his Arms, 

Feeds from his Hand, and in his Boſom warms. —- 


S HAIE LBP. 
He bore a vaſt Cireumference of a Shield, | 
Moony and large, and cover'd o'er with Gold. Br. Hom. 
Like the Moon at full, his ſpacious Shield, 
Blaz'd on his Arm, and dazled all the Field. Blac.K.Arth, 
The Latians ſaw from far, with dazled Eyes 
The radiant Creſt, that ſeem'd in Flames to riſe, 
And dart diffulive Fires around the Field; 
And the N the golden Shield. 
So Sirius, flaſhing forth ſimiſter Lights, + (Dry. Virg, 


Pale human Kind with Plagues,and with dry Famine frights, 


— The ample Shield; | 
Pond'rous with precious Weight, and 2 with Coſt 


Of the round. World in riſing Gold embo d. Dryd. Ovid. 


_ Shield of Enea sp. 
He moſt admires the Shield's myſterious Mould : 
And Roman Triumphs:riling on — Geld; [ 9 5 * | 
For thoſe, emboſs d, the heay'nly Smith bad wrought 


» 7 | 3* ö 
Not in the Rolls of future Fame untaught; 1 
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SH 
The Wars in Order, and the Race divine ' + _ 
Of Warriours, iſſuing from the Julian Line: Dryd. Virg. 
In Mars his Cave, with maſſy Verdure dreſs'd, . 
The Wolf and royal Twins his Art expreſs'd : 4.1 
Sucking her Teats the Infants fearleſs hung, oy 
And play'd ſecure : ſhe, with her fawning Tongue, 
Their tender Bodies form'd ; they kiſs'd her Breaſt; 
Bending her Neck, ſhe one by one careſs'd-;.. Laud. Virg. 
Not far from thence new Rome appears; with Games, 
projected for the Rape of Sabine Dames: 
The Pit reſounds with Shrieks : a War ſucceeds, | 
For Breach of publick 1 ; and unexampled Deeds: 
Here for Revenge the Sabine Troops contend: | 
The Romans there with Arms their Prey defend: 
Weary'd with redious War, at length they ceaſe; 
And both the Kings and Kingdoms: plight the Peace: :- - 

ta 


fe friendly Chiefs before Jove's Altar ſtand; © -; - © 


Both arm'd ; with each a Charger in his Hang 
A fatted Sow for Sacrifice is led; rf 2 111 
With Imprecations on the per jur'd Head,  — 5 
Near this, the Traytor Metius, ſtretch'd between 

Four firy Steeds, is draggd along the Green, | 
By Tullus* Doom: The Brambles drink his Blood, 

And his torn Limbs are left, the Vulture's Foo. 
There, Porſena to Rome proud Tarquin brings ; 

And would by Force reſtore the banifh'd Kings: 

One Tyrant for his Fellow Tyrant fights : + 4 A 
The Roman Youth aſſert their native Rights: 01 T 
Before the Town, the Tuſcan Army lies; 2 
To win by Famine, or by Fraud ſurprize: 

Their King, half threat'ning, half diſdaining, ſtood; ' 
While Cocles broke the Bridge, and ſtem'd the Flood: . + 
The Captive Maids there tempt the raging Tide, 
'Scap'd from their Chains, with Clelia for their Guide. 
High on a Rock, heroick Manlius ſtood, Þ '« 
To guard the Temple, and the Temple's Gd. 
Then Rome was poor: and there you. might bchold -  . - 
The Palace, thatch'> with Straw, now roof*d with Gold-. 
The ſilver Gooſe before the ſhining Gate 5 
There flew ; and, by her Cackle ſav'd the State: * 
She told the Gauls Approach: th' approaching Gauls, 
Obſcure in Night, aſcend, and ſeize the Walls: 


| The Gold diſſembled well their yellow Hair; 


And golden Chains on their white Necks they wear; 

Gold are their Veſts : long Alpine Spears they wield; 

And their left Arm ſuſtains a Length of Shield : * £ 
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Agrippa ſeconds him, wit 


Is grav'd, and ftrides along the liquid Field: 


802 SH | 
Hard by, the leaping Salian Prieſts advance; 
. And Ic {1 | 2 


d thro' the Streets the mad Luperci dance, 
av'n: 


In Caps of Wooll: the Troy dropp'd from He 
Here modeſt Matrons, in ſoft Litters diivin, 


To pay their Vows in folemin Pomp appear; 


And od*rous Gums in their chafte Hands they bear: 


Far hence remov'd, the Stygian Sears are ſecn ; 
Pains of the Damm d; — puniſh'd Cariline : 
Hung on a Rock the Traitor; and around, 
The Furies hiſſing from the nether Ground. 

Apart from theſe, the happy Souls he draws ; 
And Cato's holy Ghoſt, diſpenſing Laws. 
Betwixt the Quarters flows a golden Sea: 

But foaming Surges, there, in Silver play :- 

The dancing Dolphins, wirh their Tails, divide 

AmiFthe M W l 

mid the Main, two mighty Fleets engage 
Their brazem Bea ks; pore with equal age: 
Actium ſurveys the well difputed Prize: 
Young Cxfar; on the Stern, in Armour bright, 
Here leads the Romans and their Gods to Fight: 
His beamy Temples ſhoot their Flames afar; 
And o'er his Head is por. Se Julian Star: 

1 proſp rous Gales z 
And, with propitious Gods, his Foes aftails : 
A naval Crown, that binds his manly Brows, 
The happy Fortune of the Fight forethows. 


Rang'd on the Line sd, Antonius brings 
Barbarian Aids; and Troops of Eaſtern Kings: 


Th' Arabians near, and Bactrians from afar, 
Of Tongues diſcordant; and a mingled War : 
And, rich in gawdy Robes, amidſt the Strife, 
His in Fate follows him; th*Egyptian Wife 


Moving they fight: with Oars, and forky Prows, 


The Frqth is gather'd; and the Water _M_ 

Fire-Balls are thrown; and pointed Jav'lins fly: 

The Fields of Neprane take a purple Dye : 

The Queen her ſelf, amidſt the loud Alarms, 
With Combi tofs'd her fainting Soldiers warms; 
Fool as the was; who had nor yet divin'd 

Her cruel Fate, nor ſaw the Snakes behind: 
Her Country Gods, the Monſters of the Sky 

Great Neptune, Pallas, and Love's Qgeen defic : 

The Dog Anubis barks, but barks in vain; 

— longer dares oppoſe th* ÆEtherial Train, 
Mars, in the Middle of the ſhining Shield. 


— 


Waves; and cut the precious Tide: 


Leucate's wat ry Plain, with foaming Billows, ſpies: 


The 
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The Diræ ſowſe from Heav'n, with ſwift Deſcent ; 
And Diſcord, dy'd in Blood, with Garments rent, 
Divides the Preace : Her Steps Bellona treads ; 
And ſhakes her iron Rod above their Heads. 
This ſeen, Apollo, from his 85 Heighe 

wW 


Pons down his Arrows g.at whole winged Flight, 
The trembling Indians and Egyptians:yield ; 


And ſoft Sabæans qun the war ry Field: 


The fatal Miſtreſs hoiſts her ſilken Sails; 

And, ſhrinking from the Fight, invokes the Gales: 

Aghaſt ſhe looks; and heaves her Breaſt for Breath; 

Panting, and pale, with Fear of future Death | 

The God had figur'd her, 3s driv'a along 

By Winds and Waves; and { ſcudding thro” the Threng: 

p oppolite, ſad Nilus opens wide. 
is Arms and ample Boſom to the % WY TOY 

And ſpreads his Mantle o'er the winding Co 1 

In which he wraps his Queen, and hides the 

The Victor to the Gods his Thanks expreſs'd : 

And Rome, triumphant, with his Preſence bleſs'd ; 

Three hundred Ternples in the Town he placid, . 


With Spoils and Altars ev'ry Temple grac'd : . 
Three ſhinin Nights god three ſuceeeding Js, Moy 
* c Praiſe * 


1 


ing Hoſt. \ 


The F ee the Tt © 8555 
e Domes wick 9 the Theatres Wh Flays: 
Al Altars flame: dens each Altar les N 
Drench'd in his Gore, the deſtin d Sacrifice. 
Great Cæſar firs ſublime u his Throne, 
Before Apollo's Porch of 185 Stone 3 

r 


The Fields refund wich Sh 


Accepts the Preſents, yow'd. for Victory; 

And hangs the monumental Crowns on high : 

Vaſt Crowds of vanquiſh'd Nations march alongs 

Various in Arms, in Habit, and in Tongue 

And here the tam'd Euphrates humbly glides ; 

And there the Rhine ſubmits her willing Tides; - 

And proud Araxes, whom go Bridge could bind ; 

The Danes unconquer'd Offspring march behind 5 5 

And Morini, the laſt oſ human Kind. 

Theſe Figures on the Shield, divipely wrought, _ 

With Joy and Wonder fill'd the Hero's Thought: 
Unknown the Names, yet he admires the Grace; (An. Mm 
And bears aloft the Fame and Fortune of his Race. Dryd. | 


SHIMEL 


The Wretch, who Heav'n's aneinted dar'd to curſe : 
bl 


Nimei, whoſe Youth did early Promiſe bring | 
Of Zeal to God, and Hatred to his Ring, : Did 
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Homage to thee, and Peace to all ſhe brings: 


804 SK 
Did wiſely from expenſive Sins refrain, 
And never broke the Sabbath but for Gain: 
Nor ever was he known an Oath to vent, 
Or curſe, unleſs againſt the Government : _ 
Thus, heaping. Wealth by the moſt ready Way 
Among the Jews, which was to cheat and pray, 
The City, to reward his pious Hate 
E. Maſter, choſe him Magiſtrate: 
His Hand a Vare of 2 did uphold, 
His Neck was loaded with a Chain of Gold : 
During his Office Treaſon wasno Crime; 
The Sons of Belial had a glorious Time: 
For Shimei, tho". not prodigal of Pelf, 
Yet lov'd his wicked Neighbour as himſelf:.. 
When two or three were gather'd to declaim, 
Agaiaſt the Monarch of 8 i as 
Shimei was always in the midft of tbem 
And if they curs'd the King, when he was by, 
Would rather curſe, than break good Company. 
If any durſt his factious Friends accuſe, 9 
He pack'd a Jury of diſſenting Jews, ,.. 
Whoſe E-low.feckinghtl the godly Cauſe 
Would free the ſuff ring Saint from human Laws: 
For r to puniſn thoſfſe 
Who ſerve the King, and to protect his Foes: 
If any leiſure Time he bad from POW, 
Becauſe tis Sin to mifemploy an Hour, 
His Bugnefs was by Writing to perſuade, 
That Kings were uſeleſs, and a Clog to Trade : 
And, that his noble Style he might refine, © 
No Rechabite more ſhun'd the Fumes of Wine : 
Chaſte were his Cellars, and his Shrieval Board 
The Groſneſs of a City Feaſt abhor d: 5. 4 
His Cooks, thro long Diſuſe, their Trade forgot: 
Cool was his Kitchin, tho“ his Brains were hor: 
Such frugal Virtue Malice may accuſe;  *' 
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But ſure twas neceſſary to the ſews: 5 
For Towns, once burnr, ſuch Magiſtrates require 
As dare not tempt Sod's Providence by Fire. 
With ſpir'tual Food he fed his Servants well; 
Bur free from Fleſh; that made the Jews rebel: 
And Moſes' Laws he held in more Account, i 
For forty Days of faſting in the Mount. Dryd. Abſ. & Ac 
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he French and Spaniards, when thy Flags appear, 
Forget their Hatred, and conſent to fear: | 
| 2 from Ida, did both Hoſts ſurvey, 
Ind, when he pleas d to thunder, part the Fray, 
dig heretofore on Seas, like Fiſhes, ſped ; 
e mightieſt ſtill upon the ſmalleſt fed: 
ou on the Deep impoſeſt nobler Laws, | 
And, by that Juſtice, haſt remov'd the Cauſe 
Of thoſe rude Tempeſts, which, for Rapine ſent, 
00 oft, alas! involv'd the Innocent. I 
Now ſhall the Ocean, as thy Thames, be free 
From both thoſe Fates, of Storms, and Piracy. 
Should Nature's ſelf invade the World again, 
And oer the Centre ſpread the liquid Main; 
hy Pow'r were ſafe, arid her deſtruQtive Hand 
Would but enlarge the Bounds of oy Command : 
Thy dreadful Fleet would ſtyle thee Lord of all, 
And ride in Triumph o'er the drowned Ball: 
Thoſe Tow'rs of Oak o'er fertile Plains might go, 
And viſit Mountains, where ey once did grow, 
The World's Reſtorer never could endure, 
That finiſh*d Babel ſhould thoſe Men fecure, _ 
Whoſe Pride deſign d that Fabrick to have ſtood 
Above the Reach of any ſecond Flood. 
To Thee, his Choſen, more indulgent He 
Dares truſt ſuch Pow?r with ſo much Piety. 
Thoſe which inhabit the Celeſtial Bow'r 
Painters expreſs with Emblems of their Pow'r: _ 
His Club Alcides, Phoebus has his BoW, (King, on his Navy. 
Jove has his Thunder, and your Navy you. Wall. To the 
They from afar | | 
View'd the wing'd Terrours and the floating War. Blac. 
The Billows ne' er ſo vaſt a Burden bore: 1 
The ſtraining Winds ne'er toil'd ſo hard before: 
Ships of prodigious Bigneſs load the Flood, 
Each ſeem'd a Caſtle, and her Maſts a Wood: 
The glorious Squadrons awful Order keep, 
And move in flow Proceſſion on the Deep: 
Their Enſigus proudly ſtreaming in the Air, | [ 


The Fleet half gilt, half painted, ſeem'd to wear 
Rather the Face of Triumph, than of War. Blac. Eliza. 
He bruſh'd the briny Flood. | | 
* his Stern a brawny Centaur ſtood. 
ho heav'd a Rock; and, threat' ning ſtill to throw 
With lifted Hands, alarm'd the Seas below W)) _ 
They ſeem'd to fear the formidable Sight. | 
And roul'd their Billows on to ſpeed his Flight. Dryd. 
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They ſtare, they lave, they pump, they ſwear, hey pray; | 


Then whirl and whisk it thro” the ſportive Air. 


306 1 H 
Their Heads to Sea, che Ships ſecurely nde; | 

Hemming the Shore, at Anchor, Side by Side. Laud. Virg 
- 1 


* 
2 


S HIPV RE CK. 
| Thus a well-fraught Ship 
500g {ail'd ſecure, or thro* th Agean Deep, 
Or thro” the Jonian, till, cruiſing near © 
The Lilybæan Shore, with hideous Crafh 
On Scylla, or Charybdis, dang*rous Rocks, 
She ſtrikes; rebounding whence the fhatter'd Oak, 
So fierce a Shock nah to withftand, Yo 
Admits the Sea in at the gaping Side 
The crowding Waves gu wei im petuous Rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, overwhelming: Horrours ſeize 
The Mariners, Death in their Eyes appears ; 


yy 


Vain Efforts! ſtill the batt ring aves ruſh in 

Implacable, till, delug'd by the Foam, | 

The Ship ſinks 0000 80g 18 the vaſt Abyſs, Phil, 
The cloudy Skies a gath'ring Storm preſage, _ 

And Auſter from the South began to rage: 

Full from the Land the ſounding Tempeſt roars, 

Repels rhe ſwelling Surge, and {weeps the Shores; 

The Wind purſues, drives on the rouling Sand, * 

And gives new Limits to {he growing Land:. 

Spite of the Seaman's Toil the Storm prevails, 

In vain with skilful Strength he hands the Sails; 

In vain the cordy Cables bind them faſt, | 

At once it rips arid rends them from the Maſt ; 

At once the Winds the flutt'ring Canvas tear 


Some, timely for the riſing Rage prepar'd, 

Furl the looſe Sheet, and laſh it to the Yard: 

In vain their Care; ſuddain the furious Blaſt 

Snaps by the Board, and bears away, the Maſt: 

Of Tackling, Sails, and Mait, at once berefr, 

The Ship a naked helplefs Hull is left: X 
Forc'd round and round, ſhe quits her purpos'd Way, 
And bounds uncertain o'er che ſwelling Sea. 

Some on the Shaltows ſtrike, and doubtful ſtand, 
Part beat by Waves, part fixt upon the Sand. 

Now, pent amidft the Shoals, the Billows roar, 

Daſh on the Banks, and ſcorn the new. made Shore; 
Now by the Wind driv'n on in Heaps they ſwell ; 
The ſtedfaſt Banks both Winds and Waves repel: gil 


Vn 


ay 
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Mill wich united Force they rage in vain, 
he ſandy Piles their Station fix d maintain, ; 3 
nd lift their Heads ſecure amidſt the wat'ry Plain. 


ith weeping Eyes the ſhipwreck*d Seamen ſtand, 
And, caſt aſhore, look vainly out for Land. Rowe. Luc. 


nd, bulging gainſt a Rock, was daſh'd in Pieces. Cong. 


SHOUT. 
With ſuch loud Shouts they made the Mountains ring, 


As funk the Winds: | 
o thund'ring Cannon, when two Fleets ingage 
ſith their loud Roar the raging Seas aſſuage, (K. Arth. 
Awe liſt'ning Winds, and calm their weaker Rage. Blac. 
A adam Shout ran thro' tapplauding Field. BI. P. Arth. 
| Hark, the triumphant Shouts from ev'ry Voice! 
The Skies with Acclamarions ring! 
Hark, how, around, the Hills rejoice, 
And Rocks reflected To's fing! 
a” and Feifs, and Trumpets join'd, - 
Heroick Harmony prepare, 
And charm to Silence ev'ry Wind, 
And glad rhe late tormented Air. - Cong. 
They both were parted on a ſuddain, 
With hideous Clamour and a loud one: 
As if all Sorts of Noiſe had been 
Contracted into one loud Din; 
Or that ſome Member to be choſen, 
Had got the Odds above a Thouſand ; 
And by the Greatneſs of his Noiſe | 
Prov'd fitteſt for his Countrey's Choice. Hud. 
Ne heard a dreadful Shout, © 
And loud as putting to the Rour, Hud. 
Their jocund Shouts th? Air, like a Storm, did tear; 


fit that a Peal of loud Applauſe rang our, 
and thinn'd the Air, till ev'n the Birds fell down 
Upon the Shouters Heads. — Dryd. Cleom. 
That Shour, like the hoarſe Peals of Vultores, rings, 
When over fighting Fields they bear 572M Wings. Dryd. 
e onq. o 
Hark, how they ſhout to the Battel! how the Air 
Totters and reels, ang rends a- pieces, Druſus, | 
ith their huge volly'd Clamours. — Beaum. Bonduca, 
— They with mighty Shouts A K 
00 


N. 
r 


There, ſcapd from Seas, upon the faithleſs Strand, 5 N 


— he Veſſel ſtruck the Shore, (M. Bride. | 


e Clouds, amaz d, fled ſwift away for Fear. Cowl. David. 
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| Force the whole Foreſt to the trembling Ground. Br,Hom, 
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Shook the tormented Heav'ns, and ſtedfaſt Earth. Br.How 
The tilting Armies ſhook with Shouts the Ground: 

The rowling Billows of the ſtormy Deep, 

When Boreas drives them tumbling to the Shores, 

Not ſo reſound : not ſo the furious Flames, 

Which on a Mountain lay a Foreſt waſte, _ 

Riſe to the Heav*ns, and bellow in the Clouds: 

Not the loud Winds, when, ruſhing from the Skies, 

They rend a Wood, and, with tempeſtuous Roar. 


Jack Straw, at London-ſtone, with all his Rout, 
Struck not the City with ſo loud a Shout; | 
Not when with Engliſh Hate they did purſue 
A French Man, or an Jew : | 
Not when the Welkin rung with one and all; | 
And Echos bounded back from Fox's Hall: 
Earth ſeem'd to fink beneath, and Heay'n above to fall. 
3 2 Chauc. The Cock, and the For 
The partial Crowd their Hopes and Fears divide; 
And aid, with eager Shouts, the favour'd Side: 
Cries, Murmurs, Clamours, with a mixing Sound, (Virg, 
From Woods to Woods, from Hills to Hills, rebound. Dr. 
The diſtant Cries come driving in the Wind. 
Shouts from the Walls, bur Shouts in Murmurs drown'd; 
A jarring Mixture, and a boding Sound. Dryd. Virg. 


"SHRIEXKS. 
Then from afar he heard a ſcreaming Sound, 
As of a Dame diſtreſs'd, who cry'd for Aid, 
And fil d with loud Laments che ſecret Shade. Dryd. 
| 1 | { Bocc. Theod, & Hon. 
At this, ſhe caſt a loud and frightful Cry. Dryd. Vig. 
She rent the Heav'n with loud Laments, imploring Aid, 
| „ (Dryd. Bocc. Theod. & Hon. 
Not louder Cries, when Ilium was in Flames, 
Were ſent to Heav'n by woful Trojan Dames; 
When Pyrrhus toſs'd on high his burniſh'd Blade, 
And offer'd Priam to his Father's Shade. Dryd. Chauc. The 
S | : (Cock and the Foy, 
With ſov'reign Shrieks ſhe wail'd her Captive Knight, 
Far louder than the Carthaginian Wife, 5 5500 
When Aſdrubal, her Husband, loſt his Life; 
When ſhe beheld the ſmould'ring Flames aſcend, | 
And all the Punick Glories at an 991 


Willing into the Fires ſhe plung'd her Head. 
With greater Eaſe than others cck their Bed. 


4 


Not 
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Not more aghaſt the Matrons of Renown, 

When Tyrant Nero burnt the imperial To-], 

Shriek'd for the Downfal in a doleful Cry, 582 

for which their guiltleſs Lords were doom'd to die. Dryd. 

( (Chauc. The Cock and the Fox. 

He, roaring, fills the flitting Air around: — 

Thus when an Ox receives a glancing Wound, 

He breaks his Bands; the fatal Altar flies; 

And with loud Bellowings breaks the yielding Skies. Dr.V. 
So a {ad Cry did wond'ring Nile affright, ( Arth. 

When Egypt's firſt . born Youth were ſlain, by Night. Bl. P. 
Now Screams of Horrour rend th' affrighted Skies: 

Not louder Shrieks by Dames ro Heav'n are caſt, - 

When Husbands or when Monkeys breathe their laſt : 

Or when rich China-Veſlels, fall'n from high, 

ln glitt'ring Duſt, and painred Fragments lie. Pope. 


SICKNESS. 


Diſeaſe ſollicits her with impious Care, 
And too, too faſt her precious Spirits wear; 
Not thus her Charms: Ev'n yielding, how ſhe reigns, 
And conquers others, while her ſelt's in Chains! 
Great, yet oppreſt ! Were Virtue's Image ſeen, 
Virtue could look but * : | 
In Pain ſhe proves the Promiſe of her Mind, | 
And only, when ſhe dies, deceives Mankind. 
Never did Sickneſs in ſuch Pomp appear, 
Diſeaſe it ſelf look'd amiable there. 
So Clouds, which would obſcurethe Sun, oft gilded be, 
And Shades are taught ro ſhine as bright as he. Oldh. 
Mean while all Means, all D:ugs preſcribed are, 
Which the Decays of Health, or Strength repair: 
But theſe in vain ! they Np ama Merhods try, 
And now you're martyr'd, that you may not die: 
dad dcenes of Fate, when Tortures were your Gain, 
And *twas a Kindneſs thought to wiſh you Pain! 
As if the ſlacken'd String of Life, rundown, 
Could only by the Rack be ſcru'd in Tune. Oldh. 
A Lethargy, like yours, each Breaft did ſeiz2, 
And all by Sympathy catch'd your Diſeaſe: | 
Around you, flent Imag'ry appears, 


And nought in the Spectators moves, but Tears. Oldh. . 

The Queen of Love we're told, once let us ſee, 7 
That Goddeſſes from Wounds could not be eig 7:53 hu 
And you, by this unwiſh'd Occafion, new. #7! 
Thar they, li * 


1751.2 ke mortal us, can * know. Oldb. 


The 
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The Fever, ev'ry Moment, more 1 
8: 


Its Rage her Body feels, and Tongue bewai Bel 
She, whoſe Diſdain ſo many Lovers prove, ; 
Sighs now for Torment, as they ſigh for Love. D. of Buck, 
. Like ſome well-fafhion'd Arch thy Patience ſtood, To 
And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load : Th 
Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint Th 
| ould make another faint, On 
Thou could'ft endure with true Reality, No 
And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee : 
Thoſe Indians, who their Kings by Torture chuſe, 
Subjecting all the royal Hue to that Teſt, 
Can neter thy Sway refuſe, ' 5 
If he deſerves to reign, that ſuffers beſt: Wh 
Had thoſe fierce — thy Patience view'd, Wit 
Thou adſt claim'd their Choice alone; - 
They with a Crown had pay'd thy Fortitude, | As 6 
And turn'd thy Death- bed to a Throne, 
Fate paus'd a while, with Wonder ftrook, 8 
A while ſhe doubted if that Deſtiny were thine, A pi 
And turned o'er again the dreadtul Book, | The 


And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line: 
But dire Neceſhty | 
Soon cry'd, *twas thee, 
And bad her give the fatal Blow : 
Strait ſhe obeys, and ſtrait the vital Pow'rs grow 
Too weak, to grapplc with a ſtronger Foe, 
And now the feeble Strife forego. 
Life's ſap'd Foundation ev'ry Moment inks ; 
And ev'ry Breath to leſſer Compaſs ſhrinks : 
Laſt panting Gaſps grow weaker each Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound : 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 
Ready to uſher in eternal Night. Odh. 
—— be Diſeaſe | 
Firſt on our Cattle ſeiz d: the gen'rous Horſe, 
That bore his Rider ſafe thro' armed Ranks, 
Snapping in ſunder Darts and Spears, then fel! 
Unhurt, untouch*d : from Beaſts it ſpread to Men: 
The merry Greeks, as at their Cups they fir, 


Drop in the Midft of Laughter. As ſome huge Tow'r, 9 
At which Men gaze, aſtoniſh'd at its Strength, 15 ! 
If Waters undermine, and Springs unſeen Lf ah 

Sap its Foundation, unawares comes down, — a at 

And covers with its Ruins all the Place: | nd fe 

So look our ſtrong Battalions, and fo fall (Lore. — 


Whole Ranks at once, and the Dead lic on Heaps, Lan. F 


SE - 38 


0 Chryſes, Chryſes, look on yonder Camp, 
Behold * Heaps of Dead without one Wound! 
behold how like the Dead the Living look! _ 
ck near their End, that they, who wait their F riends 
To the laſt Rites, are burnt on the ſame Pille: 
The ſturdy Greeks, unſinew'd by Diſeaſes, 
That firmly went, impreſſing deep the Ground, 
On which they trod, with their large luſty Strides, ; 
Now ſcarcely crawl, ſupported on their Spears. Lan. H. L. 


S IG H. 

He fetehes Sighs, Es 

Which, while he vainly ſtruggles to-xepreſs, — ' 

with terrible Revulſions ſhake his Soul. Den. Rin. & Arm. 

He figh'd, and groan'd ſo faſt, | 

As eviry Breath he drew would be his laſt. Dryd: Chauc. 

| (The Cock and the Fox. 

He drew ( Cock and Fox. 

A piteous Sigh, and took a long Adieu. Dryd. Chauc. The 

He, with a Sighrepreſs'd oe 

The mighty Sorrow in his ſwelling Breaſt. Dryd. Virg. 
He fetch'd a Groan, that {eem'd to rend 

His vital Thread aſunder. -— Den. Iphig. 

His Sighs did twitch the — Strings of Lite. Lee. L.] Br. 
His Sighs flow from him with ſo ſtrong a Gale, 

As if his Soul would thro' his Lips exhale. Lee. Sophon. 
——— He heay'dj with ſtifled Sighs, —— Phill. Diſ. Mot. 
Uncall'd for Sighs oft from her Boſom flew. Cowl. Day. 
Then, from the Bottom of her Breaſt, ſhe drew | 

A mournful Sigh, and theſe {ad Words enſue. Dr. Virg. 
Her Sighs, as Show'rs lay Winds, are calm'd by Tears. D Av. 
———- A Sigh heaves in my Breaſt, (Tamerl. 
nd ſtops the ſtruggling Acceuts on my Tongue. Rowe. 
Go, my Hearts Envoys, tender Sighs, make Haſte ; 

\nd with your Breath {well the ſoft Zephyr's Blaſt ; 
hen near that Fair One if you chance to fly, 445 
ell her in Whiſpers, 'tis for her I die. Steele. Tend. Huſ. 
| will be calm, preſs down the riſing Sighs, | 7 
nd ſtifle all the Swellings in my Heart. Lee. Cæſ. Borg. 

When my Heart | 

V3 ready with a Sighto-cleave in two, 

have, with mighty Anguiſh of my Soul, N | 

ut at the Birth, ſtifled this ſtill- born Sigh, (& Creſſ. 

nd forc'd my Face inte a painful Smil-, Shak. Troil. 

Each Sigh, each foft'ning Glance 

uls my loud Wrongs. Lee. Sophon. 
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The murm' ring Gale revives the drooping Flames, 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaſt: 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken ev'ry Plant and od'rous Flow'r, (Tamer 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new Life. Rowe, 


| en, 
Sight, thou Mother of Deſires, 
What charming Objects doſt thou yield? 
"Tis ſweet, when tedious: Night expires, 
To ſee the roſy Morning gild, | 
The Mountain Tops, and paint the Field, 
But, when Clorinda comes in Sight, 
She makes the Summer's Day more bright, 
And when ſhe goes away 'tis Night : 
Tis ſweet the bluſhing Morn to view, 
And Plants adorn'd with _— Dew : 
But ſuch cheap Delights to fee 
T Heav'n-and Nature | 
Gaye each Creature, 
They have Eyes as well as we. 
This is the Joy all Joys above, | | 
Jo ſee the only ſhe we love, Dryd. K. Artb. 
| ll feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With looking on her: tis a Sight indeed 
For the high mounted Sun, in all his Pride, 

To ſtop, and wonder at: let me fix here, 
Stretch wide the Gates of Sight to take her in, 
In the full Triumph of her conqu'ring Charms: 
My eager Eyes devour her Beauties up, (Capt 
- Infatiable, and longing ſtill for more. South. Fate od! And 

- _ YetI behold her — yet —— and now no more: 
Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and view my Thoughts, 
So ſhall you {till behold her : =——— will not be. 
O Impotence of Sight! Mechanick Senſe, 
Which to exteriour Objects ow'ſt thy Faculty, 
Not ſeeing of Election, but Neceſſity. | 
Thus do our Eyes, as do all common Mircours, 
Succeſſively reflect ſucceeding Images: 
Not what they would, but muſt; a Star, a Toad: 
To as the Hand of Chance adminiſters. 
Not fo the Mind, whoſe undetermin'd View 
- Revolves, and to the preſent brings the paſt ; 
Eſſaying farther to Futurity :' _ -/ LE: 
But that in vain. I have Almeria here | 

At once, as I before have ſeen her often. Cong. M. Brid 
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You ſee thro? Love, and that deludes your Sight, (Love. 

is, what is ſtrait, ſeems crooked thro the Water. Dr. All for 

Lyes and their Objects never mult unite : e 
dome Diſtance is requir'd to help the Sight. Dryd. Ovid. 


SI LEN OE. 
— All was in Silence hid, | 
;Heavins Deſigns before the Birth of Light. D'Aven. 
— dilent as Shadows glide, | 
r Clouds that skim the Air, while they divide. 
Sent as Thoughts, or what's yet uncreated. D*Aven. 
Love and Hon. 
She half conſents, who ſilently denies, Norm. Ovid. 
When Wit and Reaſon both have faiPd to move, 
ind Looks and Actions, from Succeſs, do prove 
Eyn Silence may be eloquent in Love. Cong. Old Batch.) 
Silence: coæval with Eternity | 
Thou wert, ere Nature firſt began to be : | | 
Twas one vaſt Nothing all, and all ſlept faſt in thee : 
Thine was the Sway, ere Heav'n was form'd, or 
Ere fruitful Thought conceiv'd Creations Birth, 
O Midwite Word gave Aid, and ſpoke the Infant forth. 
Then various Elements againſt thee join'd, 
In one more various Animal combin'd, 
And fram'd the clam'rous Race of buſy human Kind. 
The Tongue mov'd gently firſt, and Speech was low, , 
ill wrangling Science taught it Noiſe and Show, _ 
And wicked Wit aroſe, thy moſt abuſive Foe. 
But Rebel Wir deſerts thee oft in vain, 
Loſt in the Maze of Words, he turns again, 8 
And ſeeks a ſurer State, and courts thy gentler Reign- 
Afflicted Senſe thou kindly doſt ſer free, Do 
Oppreſs'd with r Tyraany, | | 
And routed Reaſon finds a ſafe Retreat in rhee.-- 
With thee in private modeſt Dulneſs lies; 
And in thy Daren lurks in Thoughts Diſguiſe . 
Thou Varniſher of Fools, and Cheat of all the Wiſe. 
Vet thy 3 is by both confeſt ; 
Folly by thee hes ſleeping in the Breaſt, | 
Azd "tis in thee at laſt that Wiſdom ſeeks for Reſ. 
Silence, the Knave's Repute, the Whore's good Name, 
The only Honour of the wiſhing Dame; eee, 2 
Thy very want of Tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 
ut, could'ſt thou ſeize ſome Tongues, that now are free, 
How Church and State would be oblig'd to thee, 
t Senate and at Bar, how welcome would'ſt thou be! 
Nut: 'Yet 


3 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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s Yor Speech, ev'n there, ſubmiſſively withdraws 
From Rights of Subjects, and the poor Man's Cauſe; 

Then pompous Silence reigns, and i{tills the noiſy Laws, 

aſt Services of Friends, good Deeds of Foes, 
What Fav'rites gain, and what th' Exchequer owes, 
Fly the forgetful World, and in thy Arms repoſe. 
The Counrrey- Wit, Religion of the Town, 
The Courtier's Learning, Policy o'th' Gown, 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd, and ſhine in thee alone, 
The. Parſon's Cant, the Lawyer's Sophiſtry, 
Lord's 5 Criticks Jeſt, all end in thee; 
eſt in Peace at laſt, and fleep eternally. Pope. 
Silence is Order's Help, and Markof Care. D'Aven. 


Young — and Mnaſylus chanc'd'to ſtray, 
Where, ſleeping in a Cave Silenus lay: 

Whoſe conſtant Cups fly fuming to his Brain, 

And always boitin each extended Vein 

His truſty Flaggpn, full of potent Juice, | 
Was hanging by him, thin with Age and Uſe: 

Dropr from bis Head, a Wreath lay on the Ground. Roſ. Vir. 
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He that once fins, like him that ſlides on Ice, 
Goes ſwiftly down the ſlipp'ry Ways of Vice. | 
Tho? Conſcience checks him, yet thoſe Rubs gone o'er, 
He ſlides on ſmoorhly, and looks back no more: 
What Sinners finiſh where they firſt begin, 
And with one Crime, content their Loſt to fin? 
Nature, that, rude; and in her firſt Eflay, 
Stood boggling at the e the Way, 
Us'd to the Road, unkno wing to return, 5 
Goes boldly on, and loves the Path when worn. Creec. ju. 
They who have once thrown Shame and Conſcience by, 
Ne'er after make a Stop in Villany: 

Hurry'd along, down the vaſt Steep = 85 
And find, tis all a Precipice below. Oldh, 
There is a Method in Man's Wickedneſs; 
It grows up by Degrees. Beau. King and no King, 

o man-e'er reach'd the Heights of Vice at firſt; 


For Vice, like Virtue, by degrees muſt grow. Tate. Juv, 


Our outward Act is prompted from within, 
And from the Sinner's Mind proceeds the Sin: 


by 
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zy her own Choice free Virtue is approv'd, 
ot by the Force of outward Objects mov'd. Prior. WW, 
But, when to Sin our biaſs'd Nature leans, & Ach. mM 
The careful Dev'l is ſtill at hand wirthy Means. Dr. Abſ. .- 
Hell gives us Art to reach the Depth of Sin, (of Corinth. 
But leaves us wretched! Fool 5 when we are in. Beaum. Qu. 
——  Heav'n ſometimes may bleſs 
An impious A& with undeſerv'd Succeſs : 
The Great, it ſeems, are privileg'd alone 
To puniſh all Injuſtice but their own. | N 
Bur here I ſtop, not daring to proceed; 
Yet bluſh to flatter an unrighteous Deed :; 3 
For Crimes are but permitted, not decreed, Dryd, Boce. 
49 4 Þ * (Cym. & Iphig. 
= In ſtrict Virtne, liſt'ning to a Crime, 
And not rejecting is it ſelf a Crime. Dr. Love. Trium. 
But when a Monarch fins it ſhould be ſecret, 
To keep exteriour Show of Sanckity, 
Maintain Reſpect, and cover bad . : 
For Kings and Prieſts are in a manner bound 
For Rev'rence ſake to be eloſe Hypocrites, 
Yet to be ſecret makes not Sin the leſs: 
'Tis only hidden from the vulgar View ; 
Maintains indeed the Rev'rence due to Princes 
But not abſolves the Conſcience from the Crime. Dr. Amph. 
Leſs Admiration to great Crimes is due, 
Which they thro? Wrath, or thro Revenge purſue : + 
But thoſe are Fiends, who Crimes from Thought begin, £8 
And, cool in Miſehief meditate the Sin. Dryd. Juv. 28 
Now ſcarce the Gods, or heav'nly Climes, Fi 
Are ſafe from our audacious Crimes : M3 
Wereach at Jove's imperial Throne, | 
And pull th' unwilling Thunder down. Dryd. Hor. 
Oy u have perpetrared ſuch a Crime 
As frighten'd Nature, made the Saints above, 
Shake Heav'n's eternal Pavement with their trembling, . 
To view that Act. Pryd. D. Seb. 
' ———- Heay*n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes: the rowlirig Stone 
And gnawing Vulture were ſlight Pains, invented 
When Jove was young, and no Examples known 
Of mighty Hs, but you have ripen'd Sin 


To ſuch a monſtrous Growth, *twill poſe the Gods et ,. 
To find an equal Torture. Pryd. All for Love. = 
| | £00 | : 1 
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%% CERSETN GS. 
Come Poetry, and with thee bring along, 
A rich and painted Throng 1-7 
Of nobleſt Words into my ray K a 
Into my Numbers let them gently flow, 
Soft and ſmooth, and thick as Snow, 
And turn the Numbers, till they prove 
Smooth, as the ſmootheſt Spheres above, 
And, like a Sphere, harmoniouſly move. 
Urania's {elf ſhall thee rehearſe, 
| And a juſt Bleſſing to thee give: 
Thou in her ſweet and tuneful Breath ſhalt live. 
Her pleating Tongue with thee ſhall freely play, 
hou on her Lips ſhalt ſtra,, 
And dance upon that roſie way: 
O how wilt thou thy Author crown, ; 
When fair Urania ſhall be known, 
To fing my Words, when ſhe but ſpeaks her own ! Cowl. 
When charming Teraminta ings, 
Each new Air new Paſſion brings : 
Now I reſolve, and now I fear, 
Now I triumph, now deſpair, 
Frolick now, now faint I grow, 
Now I freeze, and now I glow. 
The panting Zephyrs round her play, | 
And trembling on her Lips would ſtay ; 
Now would liſten, now would kiſs, 
Till, by her Breath repuls'd, they fly, 
And in low plealing Murmurs die. 
Nor do I ask that ſhe would give, 
By ſome new Note, the Pow'r to live: 
I would, expiring with the Sound, . 
Die on the Lips that gave the Wound. Burnaby. 
Both Eyes and Ears are Traitors to Repoſe, 
Looking, or Liſt' ning ends in am*rous Woes : 
For, wken we ſee, we're vanquiſh'd by her View, 
And, when we hear, her melting Notes ſubdue. 
Thy ſelf, O e to teach the Muſe incline, 
rte& Melody but thine: 
Then ſhe might haply boaſt a warbling Air; 
And form her Song as ſweet, as Nature orm'd thee fair. 
Such was the Force of thy enchanting Ton 
Thar ſhe for ever could have heard thy Song : 
She chid the Hours that did ſo ſwiſtly run, 
And thought the Sun too haſty to go down. Oldh, Moſc. 
The Sirens, once deluded, vainly charm'd, 
Ty'd to the Maſt, Ulyſſes ſail'd unharm'd: | Had 
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Had Myra's Voice entic'd his liſt ning Ear. 
The Greek had ſtopt, and would have dy d to hear: 
When Myra fings, we ſeek th' enchanting Sound, 
And bleſs the Notes, that can ſo ſweetly Wound: 
What Muſick needs muſt dwell vpon that Tongue, 
Whoſe Speech is tuneful as another's Song? - 
Who from her Wit, or from her Beauty flies 
If with her Voice ſhe overtakes him, dies. Lanſd. 
What moving Charms each tuneful Voice contains? 
Charms, that thro? the willing Ear 
A Tide of —.— Raptures bear, 


” 


And with diffuſive Joys run thrilling thro our Veins : 
The lifning Soul does ſympathize, 
And with each vary'd Note complies: 
While Bay and ſprightly Airs delight, 
Then, free from Cares, and unconfin d, 
It takes, in pleafing Ecſtaſies, its Flight: 
1 Wirh mournful Sounds a ſadder Garb it wears ; 
| Indulges Grief, and gives a Looſe to Tears. Yald. 
e rais'd his tuneful Voice aloud; _ 
The knotty Oaks their liſ'ning Branches bow'd, . . 
And ſavage Beaſts and ſylvan Gods did crowd. Roſc. Virg. 


Silenus fings ; the neighb'ring Rocks reply, Ro vi 
4 = rg. 


And fend his myſtick Numbers thro' 
To hear his Notes the Herds refuſe 


Their needful Food ; the ſavage Lynxes gaze, es 

And ſtopping Streams their preſſing Waters raiſe. Staff. Virg. 

— O ſing again, eos 

And I will liſten to your mournful Son | 

Sweet as the ſoft complaining Naghtin ales; 
hile every Note calls out my trembling Sou. 

And leaves me ſilent, as the midnight Groves. South. Oroon. 
[ was ſo raviſh'd with her heav aly Note, re 
ood intranc'd, and had no Room for Thought: 

But, all o'erpower'd with Extaſie of Bliſs, s. 

Was in a pleaſing Dream of Paradiſe. Dryd. Chauc. The 


(Flower and the Leaf. 
So on the tuneful wn irg Song, r 
Ie liſt ning Nymphs and raviſk'd Heroes hung: 


But Cits and Fops the Heav'n- born Muſick blame; 
And baw] and hiſs, and damn her into fame. 
lle her ſweer Voice is thy harmonious Song; 
4s high, as great, as eaſy, and as ſtrong. 'Smith....” - -. Wo 
But hark! the heav'nly Sphere turns roud YM 
And Silence now is drown'd | Eo 
1 In Ecſtaſy of Sound. | [7 | 
ow on a ſudden the ſtill Air is charm'd, 


A0 if all Harmony were juft alarm'd ! And 


VLour Loſs of Heav'n nor ſhall you need to fear ; 


To Notes which only ſhe can learn, and only you can teach 


By following her Deluſion, 
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And ev*ry Soul with Tran fd, 
Alternarely is thaw'd and chilbd. 
See how the heav'nly Choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what ſpeed and care 
Deſcending Angels cult the thinneſt Air! 
Haſte then, come all the immortal Throng, 
And liſten to her Song: 
Leave your loy'd Manſions in the Sky, 
And hither, quickly hither, fly ; 


While ſhe ings, tis Heaven here. 
See, how they crowd ; fee; how the little Cherubs skip 
While others ſit around her Mouth, and ſip | 
Sweet Hallelujabs from her — 
Thoſe Lips, where in pri of Bliſs they rove: 
For ne'er before did Angels taſte 
So exquiſite a Feaſt RW 
Of Mufick and of Love: s 
prepay then, ye immortal Choir, 
Each ſacred Minſtrel tune his Lyre, 
And with her Voice in Chorus join, 
Hey Folge, which next to yours, is moſt divine: 
Bleſs che glad Earth with heav'nly Lays, 
And to that Pitch th eternal Accents raiſe, 
Which only Breath infpir'd can reach, 


While we, charm'd with the lov'd Excefs, 
Are wrapt infweet Forgetfulnefs- | 
Of all, of all, but of theprefenr Happineſs; 
i 1 for ever in that State to lie; , 
For ever to be dying ſo, yet never die. Cong. 
481 NG L L A E. 
ener 
The Man that's ſingular; his Mind's unſound. 
His Spleen o'erweighs his Brain. — — Otw. Orph. 


—— ———  /The'falſeSiretyz 
No longer hiding her uncomely: Parts, - (Cleo, 
Struts on the Waves, and ſhevs the Brute below, Dryd, 
She *as-chafm'd-theei/ like a Siren, to her Bed, 


With Looks of Love, and wirh enchanting Sounds: Ani 
Too late the Rocks and Qpiekſands will appear, \ 
When thou art wreck'd upon the faithlefs Shore, 


Rowe. Fair Pen. 
5 SLA 
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SLANDER. 


Sander we Shepherds count the greateſt Wrong; 
For what wounds ſorer than an evil Tongue? 
is hard to bear the pinching Cold with Pain, 
And hard is Want to the unpractis'd Swain: 
But neither Want nor 22 Cold is hard, 
To blaſting Storms of Calumny compar'd-; 
Unkind as Hail it falls, whoſe pelting Show'rs 
Deſtroy the tender Herb, and budding Flow'rs. . 
— Ul Nature will prevail, 
And ev'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail. Phil. 
Virtue's defenſive Armour muſt be ſtrong, 12 
To ſcape the merry and malicious Tongue. D'Aven. Law 


| (againſt Lovers. 
It is a buſy talking World, | 
That with licentious Breath, blows, like the Wind, 
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. Rowe. Fair Pen. 
O where is Honour ſafe ? Not with rhe Living; 
They feed upon Opinions, Errours; Dreams, 
And make them Truths: They draw a Nouriſhment 
Out of Detamings, grow upon Diſgraces, Ab 
And when they ſee à Virtue fortiſy d Bhs | 
Strongly above the Batt'ry of their Tongues, 
Oh, how they eaſt to fink- it; and, defeared, 
Soul- ick with. Foiſon, ſtrike the Monuments 
Where noble Names lie ſleeping, 'till they ſweat, 
And the cold Marble melt. u. Phi. 
It is a kind of Slander to truſt Rumour. Johnſ. Can 
When it concerns himſelf, 035 
Who's angry at a Slander, makes it true. Johnſ. Ca ; 
Leſs the bright Goddeſs of the Nihat 5 
Fears thoſe loud Howlings that revile her Light; To 
Than thou malignant Tongues æhy Worth ſhould-blal{t;, 
Which was too great for Envy's Cloud to overcaſt: 
Twas thy brave Method to deſpife Contempt; 


And make what was the Fault the Puniſnment: 


What more Aſſaults could weak Detract ion raiſe, 
When thou could'ſt ſaint Diſgrace, 
And turn Reproach to Praiſe: 
So Diamonds, hen envious Night 


Would ſhrowd their Splendour, look molt bri ß. 


And from its Darkneſs . ſeem to borrow Ligbt. Oldh.. 


Virtue it ſelf ſcapes not calumaious Tongues. Sh, HamB. 


On Yes Fe : | 

HE ACHES IVY x « OR. PO ——ů— - - ® 2 — = 
<2 FORE” J lhe ems * 8 * — 7 PLE 
Cos 7 8 * 4 * 4 a WEL . 2 


Let ev'ry Tongue its various Cenſure chuſe; 


Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 
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And ſet'ſt tir'd Limbs, and fev*riſh Souls at Reſt; 


Lovers, the worſt of Slaves, ſtill finding Eaſe in 2 
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Let Emma's helpleſs Caſc be falſly told 
By the raſh Young, or the ill-natur'd Old: 


Abſolve with Coldnefs, or with Spight accuſe: 
Fair Truth at laſt her radiant Beams will raiſe; 
And Malice, vanquiſh'd, heightens Virtue's Praiſe. Prior, 
O, that the baſy World, at leaſt in this, 
ould rake Example from a Wretch like me: 
None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 


To tread the Mazes of fantaſtick Falſhood ; 

To haunt her idle Sounds and flying Tales 
Thro' all the giddy noiſy Courts of Rumour : 
Malicions Slander never would have Leiſure 
To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad; | 
If all, like me, confider'd their own Hearts, (Shore, 
And wept the Sorrows, which they found at home. Rowe. |. 
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"Twas then, when the firſt Sweets of Sleep repair 
Our Bodies ſpent with Toil, our Minds with Gare: 
The Gods beſt Gift Denh. Virg. 

Then Sleep's ſoft Wings my willing Eyelids clos'd, 
8 — my Sorrows, and my Cares compos'd. Adams. Prop 

was in the Dead of Night, juſt when ſoft Sleep 
Had ſeal'd my Eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul. Lee. 


3 | (L. J. Brut, 
All Creatures now forget their daily Care; a 
And Sleep, the common Gift of Nature, ſhare. Dr. Virg. 
Welcome, thou pleafing Slumber, - 
A while embrace me in thy leaden Arms, 
And charm my careful Thoughts. Den. Soph. 
Thou Peace of Mind, thou moſt propitious Pow'r ; 
Thou meekeſt Deity, that Men adore ; 
Thou, who giv'ſt Eaſe to ev'ry troubled Breaſt 
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Thou, at whofe Preſence Cares and Sorrows flee, 
Under whoſe Guard the fetter'd Slave is free 


i | Hopk. Ovid. 
O Sleep, thou ſweeteſt Gift of Heav'n to Man! 
Still in thy downy Arms embrace my Friend; 
Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent Trance 
To Senſe of Yeſterday, and Pain of Being. 
In 3 ſooth their angry Brow ; 
Ia thee th Oppreſſed forget Tyrannick Pow'r ; 


rior, 


ore, 


. 
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Ut. 


Where no Diſtreſs is ſnewn, nor Want betray' d: 


8 L. 
I thee -—— 
The Wretch condemn'd is equal to his Judge; 
And the ſad Lover to his cruel Fair: 
Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men purſue, 
When thou art wanted, are but empty Noiſe: 
Who then would court the Pomp of-guilty Pow'r, 
When the Mind ſickens at the weary-Shew, 
And flies to temporary Death for Eaſe; (Lovers. 
When half our Life's Ceſſation of our Being. Steele. Lying 
He found a welcome Heavineſs, go 
That ſeiz'd his Eyes; and Slumber, which forgot, 
When call'd before, to come, now came unſdught: 
He for approaching Sleep compos'd his Head; 
deep did his Office ſoon, and ſeal'd his Sight. 
| Dryd. Bocc. Sig. & Guiſc, 
— o Oppreſs'd with Grief, | 
He found in ſilent Slumber late Relief. Dryd. Virg. 
He ſnor'd ſecure *till Morn ; his Senſes bound (& Arc, 
In Slumber, and in long Oblivion drown'd. Dr. Chau. Pal; 
She feels the thick'ning Miſts begin to riſe, Ovid. 
And conqu'ring Sleep ſteal o'er her yielding Eyes. Hopk. 
O Sleep! Thou Flatterer of happy Minds, | 
How ſoon a troubled Breaſt thy Falſhood finds 
Thou common Friend, officious in thy Aid, 


But oh! how ſwift, how ſure thou art to ſhun 
The Wretch, by Fortune or by Love undone ! 
Where are thy gentle Dews, thy ſofter Pow'rs, 
Which us'd to wait upon my Midnight Hours? 
= doſt thou ceaſe thy hov'ring ings to ſpread, 
With friendly Shade arouad my reſtleſs Bed? 
Can no Complainings thy Compaſhon move? 
Is thy Antipathy ſo ſtrong to Love? _ 
O no! Thou art the proſp'rous Lover's Friend, 
And doſt, uncall'd, his pleafing Toils attend: | 
With equal Kindneſs, and with rival Charms, | 2 
Thy Slumbers Jull him in his Fair One's Arms; | El 
Or from her Boſom he to thine retires, = 
Where, ſooth'd with Eaſe, the panting Youth reſpires, = 
Till ſoft Repoſe reſtore his drooping Senſe, 
And Rapture is remov'd by Indolence: 
But oh | what Fortune does the Lover bear, | 
forlorn by thee, and haunted by Deſpair! Cong. 

No Wonder Sleep from careful Lovers flies, 
To bathe himſelf in Sachariſla's Eyes: 
As fair Aſtrea once from Earth to Heav'n, 


By Strife and loud Impiety, was driv'a ; 


, 
2 


ö So, with our Plaints offended, and our Tears, 


Sleep can cure Fevers, why not Miſeries? 


I'll bury t 
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Wiſe Somnus to that Paradiſe repairs, 
Waits on her Will, and Wretches does forſake 
To court the dun for whom thoſe Wretches wake. 
More proud than Phoebus of his Throne of Gold 
Is the ſoft God, thoſe fofter Limbs to hold ; | 
Nor would exchange with Jove, to hide'the Skies 
In dark*ning Clouds, the Pow'r to cloſe her Eyes: 
Eyes, whieh ſo far all other Lights controul, 
They warm our mortal Parts, but theſe our Soul. Wal. 
| (Of a Lady who can ſleep when ſhe pleaſes, 
—— Death's Brother Sleep. je | 
Sweet, pleaſing Sleep, the King of Men and Gods! 
With his {oft Chain weigh'd down the Eyes of Jove. 
With ſoft . and with ſlumb'rous Weight, 
He ſeal'd the Thund'rer's Eyes in balmy Reſt. Br. Hom, 
What means this Heavineſs that hangs upon me ? 
This Lethargy, that creeps thro? all my Senſes? 
Nature, oppreſs'd, and harraſs'd out with Care, 
Sinks down to reſt. This once I'll favour her, 
That my awaken'd Soul may take her Flight, 
Renew'd in all her Strength, and freſn with Life, 
An Off! ring fit for Heaven. Let Guilt or Fear 
Diſturb Man's Reſt, Cato kriows neither of them; 
Indifi*rent in his Choice to fleep or die. Add. Cato. 
My Soul is quite weigk'd down with Care, and asks 
The {oft Refreſhment of a Moment's Sleep. Add. Cato. 
Quite tir'd I ſeem, like a hard hunted Beaſt, 
That does not ſeem to 80, bur ſinks; to reſt: 
Spent Nature's Weight hangs heavy on my Eyes: 


A Soul's Diſeaſe can few'Phyficianstind-: H 

For Emp'ricks only practiſe on the Mind. How. Veſt, Virg. I. 
Come gee Slumbers, in yoor ſfatt'ring Arms Sh 

e Diſquiets of my Mind. Roch. Valent. 

— Old Archelaus, 

With Grief and Watching ſpent, in Spite of all 


Thoſe Tidesof Care, that fwelPd erewhile ſo high, 


Lies like a Child, that braulct himſelf to ſleep: | 37 

Iſmenes too, that wept to ſee me mourn; _ 

Falls his Breaſt, and- nods his Fears away: 

So ſleeps the Sea-Boy on the cloudy Maſt, 

Safe as a drowrzy Triton, rock'd with Storms, 

While toſſing Princes wake on Beds of Down. Lee. Mithr. 
Sweet are the Slumbers of the virtuous Man. | 

A kind refreſhing Sleep is fall'n upon him: 


22 


Law 


&. 


o 


By whiciuan-alabaſter Fountain ood : 


| ſaw him ſtretch d at Eaſe ; his Fanſy loſt 


lu pleaſing Dreams. — Add. Cato. 

ye immortal Pow'rs, that guard the ſuſt, 
Watch round his Couch, and ſoften his Repoſe, 
Baniſh his Sorrows, and becalm his Soul 
With eaſy Dreams: remember all his Virtues ! 
And ſhew Mankind that Goodneſs is your Care. Add. Cato. 

—— Sleep ſeal thoſe Eyes; | 
And tie thy Senſes in as ſoft a Bond, 

As lnfants, void of Thought. Dryd. Troil. & Creſ. 

O may the ſofteſt Down of ſweer Repoſe | 
Receive thee gently on the Bed of Peace, (Capua. 
And fold thee cloſe in the kind Arms of Reſt. South. Fate of 

—— — O may the ſofteſt Arm 
Of downy Slumber rock thee to Repoſe; 

Lull all thy Senſes faft : and may no Thought, 

Tointerrupt the Quiet of thy Bed, 

In the looſe Revel of a Dream, preſent 

Thoſe Images, that keep me waking here. South. Diſap. 
cannot reſt to Night: Ill. boding Thoughts (C. Mar. 

Have chac'd ſoft Sleeps from my unſettled Brains. Otw. 


4s in Bed | lay, 

And fought in Sleep to paſs the Night away, 

Iturn'd my weary Side; bar {til-m vain, 

Tho' ful] of youthful Health, and/voichof Pain. 

Cares I had none to keep me from my Reſt ; 

for Love had never enter'd in my Breaſt: 

wanted nothing Fortune could ſupply, 

Nor did ſhe Slumber *rilt that Hour deny: 

| wonder'd then, but after found it true, 

Much Joy had dry'd away the balmy Dew: 1 
Seas would be Pools without the bruſhing Atr, 8 


To curl the Waves; and fare ſome little Care 
Should weary Nature ſo, to make her want Repair. 2 
| Dryd. Bocc. Cym. & Iphig; 
The balmy Slumber fled his wakeful Eyes. Dryd. Bocc. 
| (Sig. & Guiſc. 
The Tide of Grief, which ſwell'd his Breaſt, 
Broke Sleep's foft Fetters, and diffolv'd his Reſt. Bl. P. Arth. 


Defecription of 4 beawtiful-Lady aſleep. 
By Chance conducted, or by Thirſt conſtrain'd, 
The deep Receſſes of the Grove he gain d: 5 
Where, in a Plain defended by the Wood, | 
Crept thro? the matted Graſs à criſt al Flood, 7 


— * —— — — * 
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And on the Margin of the Fount was lay'd, 
Attended by her Slaves, a fleeping Maid: | 
Like Dian, and her 38 when, tir'd with Sport, 
To reſt by cool Eurotas they reſort: | 

The Dame her ſelf the Goddeſs well expreſs'd ; 

Not more diſtinguiſh'd by her purple Veſt, 

Than by the charming Features of her Face, 

And ev'n in Slumber a ſuperior Grace : 

Her e e ge compos'd with decent Care; 

Her Body ſhaded with a flight Cymar; . 

Her Boſom to the View was only bare: 
Where two beginning gs were ſcarcely ſpy'd ; 


For yet their Places were but fignity'd : | 
The fanning Wind upon her Boſom blows, 

To meet the fanning Wind the Boſom roſe: (po. 
The fanning Wind and purling Streams continue her Re. 


Dryd. Bocc.'Cym. & Iphig. 
O may no wakeful Thoughts her Mind moleſt; 
Soft be her Slumbers, and ſincere her Reſt. 
For her, O Sleep, thy balmy Sweers prepare: 
The Peace I loſe for her, to her transfer: | 
Huſh'd as the falling Dews, whoſe noiſeleſs Show'rs 
Impearl the folded Leaves of ev'ning Flow'rs, 
Steal on her Brow : And as thoſe Dews attend, 
*Till warn'd by waking Day, to reaſcend, 
So wait thou for her Morn ; then gently riſe, | 
And to the World reſtore the Day-break of her * Cong, 
What is ſo hard, which Numbers cannot force | 
So ſtoops the Moon, and Rivers change their Courſe. 
The bold Mzonian made me dare to ſtee 
Jove's dreadful Temples in the Dew of Sleep. 
And, fince the Muſes do invoke my Pow'r, 
J ſhall no more decline that ſacred Bow'r, 
Where Gloriana, their great Miſtreſs, lies; 


But, gently raming thoſe victorious Eyes, 


Charm all her Senſes, till the joyful Sun, 

Without a Rival, half his Courſe has run: 

Who, while my Hand that fairer Light confines, - 
May boaſt himſelf the brighteſt Thing that ſhines. Wall. 


Deſcription of the God of Sleep and his Palace. 
The drowſy God of Sleep, the {lothful God, 
Remote from Day ſtill keeps his dark Abode. Hopk. Ovid. 
Near the Cimmerians, hid from human Sight, 
Lies a vaſt hollow Cave, all void of Light; 
Where, deep in Earth, the God his Court maintains, 
And, undiſturb'd, in Eaſe and Silence reigns ; - iu 


"bas 


ot ſeen by Phoebus at his Morning Riſe, 
or at Mid-day, with his moſt piercing Eyes, 

or when, at Ev'nin g, he deſcends the Skies: 
tick, gloomy Miſts, come ſteaming from the Ground, 
nd the Fog ſpreads a dusky Twilight round: 

"2 crefted Fowls foretel the Day's "TONE 

or with ſhrill Notes call forth the ſpringing. Morn : 

o watchful Dogs the ſacred Entry keep, 

or Geeſe, more watchfal, guard the Court of Sleep : 
otarne, nor ſalvage Beaſt dwells there; no Breeze 

hakes the ſtill Boughs, or whiſpers. thro” the Trees: 

o Voice of Man is heard, no humane Call - 
bounds thro* the Cave: deep Silence reigns o'er all: 

et from a Rock a ſilver Spring flows down,. _ 
nich, purling o'er the Stones, glides gently on: 
er eaſie Streams with pleaſing Murmurs creep. 
t once inviting and aſſiſting Sleep. 

t the Cave's Mouth ſpring verdant Po = up, 

nd hide the Entrance with their baleful Top ; 
Whoſe drowſy Juice affords the nightly. Birth 
Df all the Sleep, diffus'd and ſhed on Earth: 

o Guards the Paſſage to this Court ſecure, 

o jarring Hinge ſuſtains a creaking Door: 
let, in the mid{t, with fable Covirings ſpread, 
igh, but unſhaken, ſtands 'a downy Bed; 

here his ſoft Limbs the ſlothful Monarch lays, 
Viſloly'd in endleſs Luxury and Eaſe :* . 
antaſtick Dreams lie ſcatter'd on the Ground, 
And compaſs him in various Figures round; | 
More num'rous than the Sands that bind the Seas, N 
Ur Ears of ſtanding Corn, or Leaves on Trees. Hopk. Ovid. 
The God his'Eye-lids ſtruggles to unlooſe, 21135 
dead, by his deep unbroken Slumbers, cloſe: | 
alf way his Head he rears, with fluggiſh Pain, 

hich heavily, anon, ſinks down again: 
requent Attempts without Succeſs he makes, 
put, at the laſt, with long Endeavour, wakes ; 
Half rais'd, and half reclining on his Bed, 
ind leaning on his Hands, his nodding Head. Hopk. Ovid. 
He ſtagg'ring, ſeeks his Bed, | 

a whoſe ſoft Down he tinks his drooping Head: 
gain his Eye-lids are with Sleep oppreſt, 

1d the whole God diſſolves again to reſt. Hopk. Ovid. 
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SMILE. 
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Now ler thy Eyes ſhine forth in their full Luſtre: 
Inveſt them with thy lovelieſt Smiles. Denh. Sophy, 
Smiles, not allow'd to Beaſts, from Reaſon move, 
And are the Privilege of human Love. Dryd. State of Inn 
rl O the ſweet Intercourſe 
Of Looks and Smiles: for Smiles from Reaſon flow, 
To Brutes deny'd, and are of Love the Food. Milt. P. Loft, 
| — -—— A gloomy Smile aroſe 
p From his Bent Brows ; and ſtill, the more he heard, 
A more ſevere and ſullen Joy appear'd. Dryd. C. of Gra, 


DE 


——— A gloomy Smile, 
That ſhow'd a ſullen Loathneſs to be kind. Dryd. Cleom, 
a—n_—n——n_ _—— He draws 

Into a hideous Smile his ſquallid Jaws. Blac. King Arthur 
= (Spoken of Satan 
n SNAKE. | 
5 Ye Boys, who pluck the Flow's, and ſpoil the Spring; 
F Beware the wad x Snake, that ſhoots a Sting. Dryd; Vie 
1 As when ſome Peafant, in a buſhy Brake, 
; Has with unwary —— preſsd a Snake; | 
He ſtarts aſide, aftonifſh'd when he ſpies | 
1 His riſing Creſt, blue Neck, and roulipg Eyes. Dr. Virg. 
' So frets the Snake, and throws his Venom round, 

= Severely damag'd by the Shepherds Wound: 

0 Diſabled, maim'd, he twiſts his ling' ring Spires, 


5 And; forc'd to yield, malicioufly retires, 
j Collecting all his Strength, that Rage can give, 
| Hardy to die, yet impotent to live; $554) 
4 At length lies {tretch'd; and, all his Struggles paſt, 
= In faint imperfect Hiſſes breathes his 1a. Trapp. 
So when the wriggling Snake is ſnatch'd on high 
In Eagle's Claws, and hiſſes in the Sky : | 


= Around his Foe his twirling Tail he flings, (Ovid, 
; And twiſts her Legs, and Writhes about her Wings. Add. 


| Like a Snake, his Skin new-grown, 
Who, fed on pois*nous Herbs, all Winter lay 
Under the Ground, and now reviews the Day, 
Freſh in his new Apprel, proud and young, - 
Rouls up his Back, and brandiſhes his ns n 
And lifts his ſcaly Breaſt againſt the Sun. Denh. Virg. 


SOFT. 
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SOFT. 
Soft as the Murmurs of a weeping Spring. D'Aven. 
Soft as a Lovers Wiſh. Den. Rin. & Arm. 


— — oft as the balmy Air, 
That gently bends the Herbage ; and that calmly breathes 
The Morning Sweets. Johnſ. Viet. 
Soft as thoſe gentle Whiſpers were, 
Loft In which th'Almighty did appear: 
"MW 51 the till Voice the Prophet knew him there. Dryd. 
Softer than Snow, that falls in downy Feathers. D'Av. 
— — ofter far, | 


Than ſofteſt Hours of ſweeteſt Slumbers are. Adams. Virg. 
SOLDTES 


— — Canſt thou love a Soldier? 
One born to Honour, and to Honour bred ; 
One that has learnt to treat even Foes with Kindneſs, 
To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelf. 


Inn 


Now Polydore, methinks we might ruſh on 
In War together; thou ſhould*ft be my Guard, 
And I be thine, what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the Vouth of Europe are in Arms, 1 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, i 
And die of rank Diſeaſes here ar Home? | 4 
No: let me purchaſe in my Youth Renown, 4 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when Pm old: | b 
| would be buſy in the World, and learn, | | 
Not, like a coarſe and uſeleſs Dunghill-Weed, | 
Fixt to the Spot, and rot juſt as grow. Otw. Orph. KJ 
Could all our Care elude the greedy Grave, | | 
Which claims no leſs the Fearful than the Brave, 9 
for Luſt of Fame I ſhould not vainly dare | TH is 
In fighting Fields, nor urge thy Soul to War: | Tk 
But tince, alas! ignoble Age maſÞ come, 
Diſeaſe, and Death's inexorable Noom ; 
The Lite, which others pay, ler us beſtow, 
And give to Fame what we to Nature owe: 
Brave, tho' we fall; and honour'd, if we live; 
Or let us Glory Gain, or Glory give. Pope. Hom. 
Let's bravely on, 'till they, or we, or all, 
A common Sacrifice to Honour fall. Denh. Hom. 
. O let Hours be ſhort, 
„Til Fields, and Blows; and Groans, applaud our Sport. 
| 7 Shak. Hen. 4. 0 
0 
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Flames in your Eyes: our Souls too are a- kin, 


His martial Blood begins to warm apace, 


My Ears, and reach the Heav' ns. Cong, M. Bride. 


828 SO 
To me the Cries of Fighting Fields are Charms : 
Keen be my Sabre, and of Proof my Arms. 


I ask no other Bleſſing of my Stars: | Hl 
No Prize bur Fame, nor Miſtreſs but the Wars. Dr. Auren, Hi 
dure I was born to War: | It 
Early in rugged Arms 1 took Delight, Te 
And ſtill have been the foremoſt in the Fight: | 
With Dangers dearly have I bought Renown, (Hey, Ti 
And Loſs of Honour is my only Fear. Dr. Hom. Spoken by BMW A 
I'll wade thro? Seas of Blood, and walk o'er Mountains 0 

Of ſlaughter'd Bodies to immortal Honour. Lee. Thead, - 


A Soldier's Honour is dearer than his Life. Hig.Gen.Cong, 
- Metbinks the warring Spirit, that inſpires 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome, 

That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 

And drives my dating Soul to Acts of Honour; 


Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory. Lee. Theod, 
Thus when the Warriour his loved Trumpet hears, 


And boils and fluſhes in his kindling Face; ö 

And much he longs to ſtrive in Glory's Race. Lee. Soph, 
Kindling at Death, and panting to deftroy. 
War was my OY and I lov'd her long; 

She lov'd my Muſick ; Shoutings were my Song, 

And claſhing Arms, that echo'd thro? the Plain, 

Neighings of Horſes, Groans of dying Men; 

Notes which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords, 

And dying Sounds riſing from Falls of Swords. Lee. Glor, 
What means that Shout, big with the Sounds of War? 

What new Alarm? a ſecond, louder: yet | 

Swells in the Wind, and comes more full upon us. 

O for ſome glorious Cauſe to fall in Batrel! 

— O Marcus, I am warm'd; my Heart | 

Leaps at the Trumpets Voice, and burns for Glory. Add.Cato, 
To live and conquer 1s the nobleſt Fate ; | 

But the next Glory is a gallant Death: 

Succeſs, O Jove, and Victory, are thine ; 

Fortune is thine ; my Honour is my own : 

Facing my D-om, with my drawn Sword I'll ſtand, 

Nor turn my Back upon thy wrathful Bolt. Lanſd. H. Love 
O my Antonio! I am all on Fire: | 

My Soul is up in Arms, ready to char 

And bear amidſt the Foe, with conqu'ring Troops: 

I hear them call to lead them on to Liberty ; 

To Victory: their Shouts and Clamours rend 


— Ao) 


jeg ts”. Eat 


— — A Joy ſhoots thro' EE 

My drooping Breaſt ; as often, when the Trumpet 

Has calld my youthful Ardour forth to Bartel, 

High in my Hopes, and raviſh'd with the Sound, 

[have ruſh'd eager on amidſt the foremoſt, 

To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death. Rowe. Tamerl. 
Let's join our Battel with a Force may glut 

to. The Front of Death, and choak him with himſelf; 


Iren, 


1 by WY 45 fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds riſe, (Mar. C. 
$ Or as Clouds daſh, when Thunder ſhakes the Skies. Otw. 
E How much 'tis ſafer at the noiſy Bar 


ong, With Words to flouriſh, than engage in War! 
| By diff'rent Methods we maintain our Right; 
Nor am I made to talk, nor he to fight: 
In bloody Fields I labour to be great; 
His Arms are a ſmooth Tongue, and ſoft Deceit : 
| Nor need I ſpeak my Deeds; for thoſe you ſee; 
"0d, The Sun and Day are Witneſſes for me: 
Let him, who fights unſeen, relate his own; 
And vouch the filent Stars and conſcious Moon. Dryd. Ovid. 
This downright fighting Fool, this thick-skull'd Hero; 
This blunt — Inſtrument of Death, re 
With plain dull Virtue has outgone my Wit. Dryd. All for 
His Courage ſuch, as it no Stop can know, 
And Vict'ry gains by, aſtoniſhing the Foe ; 
With Lightning's Force his Enemies it confounds, 
And melts their Hearts ere it the Boſom wounds: 
Yet he the conquer'd with ſuch Sweetneſs gains, 
As Captive Lovers find in Beauties Chains : 
In War the adverſe Troops he does aſſail, 
Like an impetuous Storm of Wind and Hail. Cowl. David. 
- — In Batte] brave, | 
Bur ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War; 
Like Heav'n above the Clouds: and after Fight 
As merciful and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, | 
As a forgiving God. ryd. K. Arth. 
O when I ſee him arming for his Honour, 
His Countrey, 'and his Gods, that martial Fire 
That mounts his Courage, kindles even to me: 
And when the Trojan Matrons wait him out 
With Pray'rs, and meet with Bleſſings his Return, 
The Pride of Virtue beats within my Breaſt, 
To wipe away the Sweat and Duſt of War, 
And dreſs my Hero glorious in his Wounds. 
Has he not met a thouſand lifted Swords? _ 
There's not a Day but he encounters Armies; 
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"Then ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, 


Roul in thy eager Mind: thy plumy Creſt 


With long Reſiſtance held the Combat doubtful ; 
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And yet as ſafe, as if the broad-brim'd Shield, | 
That Pallas wears, were held *rwixt him and Death, Dryg, 
"  (Troil. & Cref. Spoken of He&or: 
Thou can'ſt fight well and bravely ; thou can'ft - 
Endure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, Hungers, 
Heaven's angry Flames are not ſuddainer, 
Than I have Ee thee execute, nor more mortal: 
The winged Feet of flying Enemies 
I've ſtood and ſeen thee mow away like Ruſhes, 
And till kill the Killer: O were thy Mind (Valent, 
But half ſo ſweet in Peace, as rough in Dangers! Roch. 
O mighty Warriour, in the Heat of Broils 7 
How terribly did'ft thou become the Field ! Lee. Mafl. of 
Alas! thou know'ft not Cæſar's active Soul; 
With what a dreadful Courſe he ruſhes on 
From War to War; in vain has Nature form'd 
Mountains and Means to oppoſe his Paſſage; 
He bounds o'er all vidorious in his March: 
The Alpes and Pyreneans ſink before him: | 
Thro' Winds, and Waves, and Storms, he works his Way, 
Impatient for the Batte}. Add. Cato. 
Oh for a Muſe of Fire: 


Aſſume rhe Port of Mars; and, at his Heels, | 
Leaſh'd in, like Hounds, ſhould Famine, Sword, and Fire, 
Crouch for Imployments. Shak. Hen. 5. 

Immediate Sieges, and the Fire of War, 


Nods horrible; with more terrifick Port | 
Thou walk'ſt, and ſeem's already in the Fight. Phil. 
All bare to View, amid ſurrounding Friends, 
With Godlike Grace, he from the Tow'r deſcends ; 
Exulting in his Strength, he ſeems to dare 
His abſent Riva), and to promiſe War. Dryd. Virg. 
Like one of Anak's mighty Sons he ſtalk'd; 
Or ſome tall Oak, that after Orpheus walk'd: 
Fix'd, like a vaſt Coloſſus, by his Weight, 
He ſtood, expecting his approaching Fate: 
Lowring, like Tempeſts, riſing from afar, 
He rages, and invites th'advancing War, Blac. Pr. Arth. 
O had'ſt thou ſeen him, like the God of War, 
While grieſly Terrour perch'd upon his Plume, 
Severely ſhining in his dreadful Helmet, (& Arm. 
And thund'ring thro' the Tempeſt of the Field. Den. Rin. 
This brave Man | | 


His Party, preſs'd with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, * 
| 1 


And would have left their Charge an eaſy Prey; 
Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the Odds, 
Tho! hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firm; 
Nor yielded, till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, (Tam. 
lle ſeem'd to ſhame our Conqueſt, while he own'd it. Rowe. 
Now ruſhing in the furious Chief appears 
Gloomy as Night, and ſhakes two ſhining Spears: 
A dreadful Gleam from his bright Armour came, 
And from his Eye-balls flaſh'd the living Flame: 
He moves a God, reſiſtleſs in his Courſe, 
And ſeems a Match for more than mortal Force. Pope. Hom. 
Now puſh we on, diſdain we now to fear, | 
Athouſand Wounds let ev'ry Boſom bear, 
Til the keen Sword be blunt, be broke the pointed Spear. 3 
| 5 7 7 Rowe. Luc. 
Methinks from Ida's Top with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Conduct led, 
And him the bluſhing Gods outdo : 
Where-e'er he does his dreadful Standards bear, 
Horrour ſtalks in the Van, and Slaughter in the Reer: 
Whole Swarths of Enemies his Sword does mow, 
And Limbs of mangled Chiefs his Paſſage ſtrow, 
And Floods of reeking Gore the Fields o'erflow : 
While Heav'ns dread Monarch, from his Throne of Stare, 
With high Concern upon the Fight looks down, 
And wrinkles his majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 
To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. Oldh. 
See the fond Wife, in Tears of Tranſport drown'd, 
Hugs her rough Lord, and weeps o'er ev'ry Wound: 
Hangs on the Lips, that Fields of Blood relate ; 
And ſmiles, or trembles, at his various Fate : 
Near the full Bow] he draws the fansy'd Line ; 
And marks feign'd Trenches in the flowing Wine; 
Then ſets th'inveſted Fort before her Eyes, | 
And Mines, that whirPd Battalions to the Skies: 
His little liſt'ning Progeny turn pale, a 
And beg again to hear the dreadful Tale. Tickell. 
But his chief Strength the Gathite Soldiers are; 
Each fingle Man able Co'ercome a War: | 
dwift as the Darts they fling thro? yielding Air, 
And hardy all as the ſtrong Steel they bear: 
A Lion's noble Rage fits in their Face, 
Terrible comely, arm'd with dreadful Grace. Cowl. Dav 
Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers met. 
Thro Fields with armed Troops and pointed Haxveſts ſer ; 
Nothing could tame their Rage, or quench m_ gen'rous 
| * (Heat. 
Like 


ö 8 


Their Soil was barren, and their Hearts were hard. Dr. Vicg 


* 
* 


Like thoſe, they march'd undaunted, and, like thoſe, 
Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppoſe, 
So to Reſiſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate Fors, 
| | | Old 
They daily thruſt their Loves and Lives thro' Hazards, 
And, fearleſs, for their Countries Peace, march hourly 
Thro' all the Doors of Death, and know the darkeſt: 
What Labour would theſe Men neglect, what Danger? 
Where Honour fits, tho? ſeated on a Billow, | 
Riſing as high as Heav'n, would not theſe Soldiers, 
Like to ſo many Sea-Gods, charge up to it? 
Behold their Swords: Time's Scythe was ne'er ſo 
Nor ever, at one Harveſt, mow'd ſuch Handfuls ; 
Thoughr's ne'er fo ſuddain, nor Belief fo ſure, 
When they are drawn: and, were it not ſometimes 
E ſwim upon their Angers to allay them, | 
And, like a Calm, depreſs their fell Intentions, 
They are ſo deadly ſure, Nature would ſuffer. Beaun 
| | Iu Subjed 
Hunting their Sport, and Plund'ring was their Trade: 
In Arms they plough'd, to Battel ſtill prepar'd : 


O Citizens, we wage unequal War 
With Men, unconquer d in the liſted Field ; 5 
Or conquer'd, yet unknowing how to yield. Dryd. Vir, 

Where, where is now the gen'rous Fury _ | 
That thro' thick AGE! the wing'd Warriour on? in 
Where now the Spirit, aw'd the liſted Field, | J 
Created to command, untaught to yield? Duke. he 
| The Soldiers grieve 


Jo ſee the Nations, whom our antient Virtue 


Are both unedg'd and old, with Eaſe and Women. 
And then they cry again, Where are the Germans, 
Lin'd with hot Spain or Gallia? Bring them near, 
And let the Son of War, ſteel'd Mithridates, 


With many a weary March and Hunger conquer'd, 
With Loſs of many a daring Life ſubdu'd, _ 

Fall from their fair Obedience; and ev'n murmur 
To ſee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours 
In obſcure Towns, that us'd to prey on Princes: 
They cry for Enemies; and tell the Captain, 

The Fruits of Italy are luſcious: Give us Egypt, 


Or ſandy Africk to diſplay our Valours, | E 
There, where our Swords may get us Meat and Dangers; 0 
Digeſt our well-got Food; for here our Weapons, 1 


And Bodies that were made for ſhining Braſs, 


Pour on us his wing'd Legions, like a Storm; 
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8 O 
ding the Face of Heav'a with Show'rs of Arrows; | 
ct we dare fight as Romans: then, as Soldiers | f 
i'd with a weary March, they tell their Wounds, - 

Vn weeping ripe, they are no more nor deeper; 

nd glory in thoſe Scars, that make them lovely; 

id, litting where a Camp was, like (ad Pilgrims, 

hey reckon up the Times and loading Labours 

If ſulius or Germanicus 3 and wonder, | 

1 Rome, whoſe Turrets once were topp'd with Honour, 
in now forget the Cuſtoms of her Conqueſts. 

hus they repine; and then cry out? Who leads us? 

hall we ſtand here like Statues ? Were our Fathers 

he Sons of lazy Moors? Our Princes Perſians ? + 

bthing but Silk and Softneſs ? Roch. Valent. 

The Brave abroad fight for the Wiſe at home: 

ou e but Camp-Camelions, fed with Air, 

hin Fame is all the braveſt Heroc's Share. Blac. K. Arth. 
—--- Doſt thou not know the Fare of Soldiers ? 


b. 


aum 


be bey are but Ambition's Fools, to cut a Way 
de: o her unlawful Ends; and, when they're worn, 


ack'd, hewn with conſtant Service, thrown aſide, 

o ruſt in Peace, or rot in Hoſpitals. South. Loy. Bro. 
. For, Slaves to Pay, 

hat Kings decree, the Soldier mult obey : 

Vag'd againſt Foes; and, when the Wars are o'er, 

t only to maintain Deſpotick Powr : 

Dang vous to Freedom; and defir'd alone 

y Kings, who ſeek an arbitrary Throne: 

hey're Men inur'd to Blood, and exercis'd in Ill. | 
Dryd. Bucc. Sig. & Guiſc. 


S LITT 


Bleſs'd Solitude! O harmleſs eaſie State! | 
trench'd in Wiſdom from the Storms of Fate! Dryd. Juv. 
Sweet Solitude! when Life's gay Hours are paſt, © 
owe'er we range, in thee we tix at laſt: i 
oss d thro' tempeſtuous Seas, the Voyage o'er, 
ale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly Shore: 
rs; or own ſtrict Judges, our paſt Life we ſcan, 
nd ask if Glory has enlarg'd the Span: 
| bright the Proſpect, we the Grave defie; 
ult füture Ages, and contented die. Tickell. 
- l am alone: 33 
0 was the Godhead ere he made the World, (A. la- m. 
nd better ſerv'd himſelf, than ſerv'd by Nature. Dr. Mar. 
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834 5 
If Solitude were beſt, th' All- wiſe above 
Had made no Creature for himſelf to love: 
He would not be alone, who all Things can; (of Inn, 
But peopled Heav'n with Angels, Earth with Man. Dr. State 
Few wiſe Men's Thoughts e er yet purſu'd 
That which their Eyes had never view'd ; 
And fo our never being ſeen, 5 
ls the ſame Thing, as not t have been: 
Grandeur it {elf and Poverty - 
Were equal, if no Witneſs y : 
And they, who always ſing alone, 
Can ne er be prais'd by more than one. Hud, 


Immortality of the SOUL N 

Ir muſt be ſo: Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well: Hh 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 
This Longing after Immortality? | 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, and inward Horrour, 
Of falling into Nought? Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on her ſelf, and ſtartles at Deſtruction ? 
»Tis the Divinity that ſtirs within us; 
»Tis Heav'n it ſelf, that points out an Hereafter, 
And intimates Eternity to Man. 
Eternity, thou pleaſing, dreadful Thought! 
Thro' what Variety o x? Being, 
Thro' what new Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs? 
The wide, th'unbounded Proſpect lies be fore me; 
But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs, reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Pow'r above us, 
And that there is, all Nature cries aloud 
Thro' all her Works, he muſt delight in Virtue ; 
And that, which he delights in, muſt be happy. 
But when? * 8 ? | 
Pmweary of Conjectures, - . 
II ou ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmiles 
At the drawn Dagger, and defies its Point: 
The Stars ſhall fade away; the Sun himſelf 
Grow dim with Age ; and Nature fink in Years: 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth 1 
Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, (Cato, 
The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds, Add, 


S NO. 


Speech is the Morning to the Soul; | 
It ſpreads the beauteous Images abroad. (Guiſ⸗ 
V hich elſe lie furl'd, and clouded in the Soul. Dryd. 5 


a N 
| S P 835 
Why are thy doubtful Speeches dark and troubled, - 
Cretan Seas when vex'd by warring Winds? Smith. 
[nn, . (Phæd. 2 Hip. 
tate fear not to ſpeak it: thy harmonious Voice, 
Fill make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleatiog, ; 
\nd charm the Grief it brings. hus let me hear it; 
hus in thy Sight, thus gazing on thoſe Eyes, 
| can ſupport rhe utmoſt Spire of Fate, 5 
ind ſtand the Rage of Heav'n. Smith. Phæd. & Hip. 
— t- Thou ſpeak'it 
if there were ſome Monſter in thy Thoughts, 
loo hideous to be ſeen. Shak. Othel. 
0 while you ſpgak, methinks a ſuddain Calm, 
1Sright of all the Horrour that ſurrounds me, 
als upon ev'ry frighted Faculty, 
Ind puts my Soul in Tune. —— Lee. L. J. Brut. 
— Prophetick Truth dwells in thee ; 
or evry Word thou ſpeak'ſt ſtrikes thro my Heart, 
ts in new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd. _ 
7 Otw. Ven. Preſ. 
Wheneer you fpeak, with what Delight we hear! 
ou call vp ev'ry Soul ro ev'ry Ear. Duke. 
Oh! thou haſt utter'd Sounds of ſuch a Strain 
s Nate cannot bear: Like inmoſt Muſick, 
Vhich, while it charms the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
(Lee. Cæſ. Bor. 
Blaſt me not with ſuch Sounds : —— 
here's not one fatal Sentence, one dread Word, 
ut runs, like Ir'n, thro? my freezing Blood. Lee, Cæſ. Borg. 
What myſtick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
hich thou would'ſt ſeem unwilling to expreſs ? 
Iway with this ambiguous ſhuffling Phraſe, 
nd let thy Oracle be underſtood. Rowe. Fair Pen. 
Speak this again : 
ut ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeſt : 
Pr to the * they'll hear as ſoon, : 
Ind ſooner will believe. Dryd. OEdip. 
O Heart! Oh bleeding Love! but ſpeak, Semandra, 
oe there is wondrous Reaſon, mighty Senſe, 
$4488 ©! you fay ; and I could hear you ever. Lee. Mithr. 
Oh thy charming Tongue 
but too well acquainted with my Weakneſs ; 
news, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
ſolves within my Breaſt, *cill with clos'd Eyes 


zul reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten. Otw. Ven. P 
D, Thy pleaſing Accent thrills ws, my Breaſt: des 
ner the parch'd Earth, when the hot Dog. Star reigns, 
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| And fling the brandiſh'd Sabre from his Hand. Tickel|, 


Stand ſtill, and loſe their Fierceneſs but to hear thee, 


Held by thy Voice, thy potent Voice, he hears; 


Sucks up xeficſhing Show'rs, with half the Eagerneſs, 
As I thy well-tun'd Speech. — | 
— — ) ſpeak that again: 4 | 
Sweet as the Syren's Song thoſe Accents fall, 
And charm me to my Ruin. = South. Loy Bro. 7 
Methinks to hear thee talk, Heav'n ſhould ſmile; [ 
| A 


The jocund Orbs roul on in better Order; 


The Earth be wrapt in Quiet. O, go on! 


Speak yet a little more, a little longer ; - 8 
For, by the Gods, that liſten to our Talk, T 
Tis Heav'n to me to hear you: not the Tongues | L 
Of Deities plead ſo well: my Heart leaps up, N 
And pants at all you utter: each pointed Syllable, A 
From thoſe dear lovely Lips, runs to my Soul, Sf 
And circles in my Blood. Hopk. Pyrrhus. 8 

A Voice like thine alone might then aſſwage & 
The Warrior's Fury, and controul his Rage: Fr 


To hear thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand; 


— Ol! ͤ know 
Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Tempers; 
Herds would forget to graze, and ſalvage Beaſts 


As if they had Reflection; and, by Reaſon, | 

Forſook a leſs Enjoyment for a greater. Rowe. Tamerl, 
For while I fit with thee I ſeem in Heav'n ; 

And ſweeter thy Diſcourſe is ro my Ear 

Than Fruits of Palm-tree pleaſanteſt ro Thirſt 

And Hunger both, from Labour, at the Hour 

Of ſweet Repaſt: they ſatiate, but ſoon fill, 

Tho' pleaſant : But thy Words, with Grace divine (Laſt, 
Imbu'd, bring to their Sweetneſs no Satiety. Milt. Par, 
And the great Light of Day yet wants to run 
Much of his Race tho' ſteep ; ſuſpenſe in Heav'n, | 


And longer will delay to hear thee tell 

His Generation, and the riſing Birth 

Of Nature from the unapparent Deep : 

Or if the Star of ** and the Moon 

Haſte to thy Audience, Night with her will bring 

Silence; and Sleep liſt'ning to thee will watch; 

Or we can bid his Abſence, till thy Song 

End, and diſmiſs thee ere the Morning ſhine. Milt. P. Lol. 
| (Spoken by Adam to the Angel Raphael 

— — He then 1 to ſpeak ; | 
Thrice he aſſay'd, and thrice, in Spight of Scorn, 


rl, 


Laff, 


Par, 


ol. 
ac 


Tears, ſuch as Angels weep, burſt forth; at laſt (Loft, 

Words interwove with Sighs found out their Way. Milt. P. 
Whene'er he ſpeaks, my Flocks unheeded ſtray; 

To hear him I could linger out the Day; 

Vntir'd till Night, *rill all the Stars were gone; 

And o'er the Eaſtern Hills the Sun came on. 
And when ſhe ſpeaks, O Angilo, then Muſick, 

duch as old Orpheus made, that gave a Soul 

To aged Mountains, and made rugged Beaſts 

Lay by their Rages, and tall Trees, that knew 

No Sound bur Tempeſts, to bow down their Branches, 

And hear, and wonder; and the Sea, whoſe Surges 

Shook their white Heads in Heav'n, to be, as Midnight, 

Still and attentive; ſteals into our Souls 

do ſuddainly and ſtrangely, that we are (Captain, 

From that Time no more ours, but what ſhe pleaſes, Beaum, 
Virtue has tun'd her Heart, and Wit her Tongue. D*'Aven, 
5 | | (Siege of Rhodes. 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him; 

Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſwade. 

Impaſſive Spirits and An elick Natures 

Might have been charm'd, like yielding human Weakneſs, 

Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liſten'd to his Talking. 


1 Rowe. J. Shore. 

—— OT have head him talk | | 

Lke the firſt Child of Love, when ev'ry Word 

Spoke in his Eyes, and wept to be believ'd. South, Diſap. 
Then, with a kind compaſſionating Look, 

And Sighs, 3 Piry ere he ſpok 

Few Words he ſaid; 

More ſlow than Hybla Drops, and far more ſweet, Dryd. 
When Lesbia firſt I ſaw, ſo heav'nly fair, 

With They ſo bright, and with that awful Air; 

[thought my Heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 

As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial Fire: 


hut, ſoon as e*er the beauteous Ideot ſpoke, 

forth from her coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 

Like Balm, the trickling Nonſenſe heal'd my Wound; 
and, what her Eyes enthrall'd, her Tongue unbound. Cong, | 


SPHYNMX 
Then Sphynx began to rage; 


The Monſter Sphynx laid your rich Countrey waſte, 


our Vineyards ſpoil'd, your lab'ring Oxen flew : 
our ſelves, for Fear, mew'd up within your Walls: 
ie, taller than your Gates. oferlook'd your Town: 
| Oo. 3 Bur, 
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But, when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her, like a Whirlwind, 
And ſhaded all beneath ; *till, tooping down, 

She clapt her leathern Wings againſt your Tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors, 
You durſt not meet in Temples, 
Tiinvoke the Gods for Aid: the proudeſt He, 

Who leads you now, then crouch'd like a dar'd Lark: 
This Creon ſhook for Fear: — b 
The Blood of Laius curdled in his Veins, Dryd. OEdip. 


8 dE K. 


So the falſe Spider, when her Nets are ſpread, 
Deep ambuſh'd in her ſilent Den does lie: 
And feels, far off, the Trembling of her Thread, 
Whoſe filmy Cord ſhould bind the ſtruggling Fly: 
Then, if at laſt ſhe find him faſt beſer, 
She iſſues forth, and runs along her Loom : 
She joys to touch the Caprive in her Net, 
And drags the little Wretch in Triumph home, Did. 
So her diſembowel'd Web 
The Spider in a Hall or Kitchen ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant Flies, ſhe ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven Cell: the preps HEAL 
Regardleſs of their Fate, ruſh on the Toils 
Inextricable; nor will ought avail 
Their Arts, or Arms, or Shape of lovely Hue. 
The Waſp inſidious, and the buzzing Drone, 
And n of expanded Wings, 
Diſtinct with Gold, entangled in her Snare, 
Uſeleſs Reliſtance make: with eager Strides 
She tow'ring flies to her expected Spoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd Jaws, the vital Blood 
Drinks of re luctant Foes ; and to her Cave 
Their bulky Carcaſles triumphant drags. Phil. 
The Spiders, in the Vault their ſnary Webs have ſpread, 
Dryd. Ving. 


Thus Spiders travel, by their Bowels. ſpun 
Into a Thread, and, when the Race is run, 
Wind up their Journey in a living Clue. Cleavl. 

The Spider at the Entrance ſets 

Her Snares, and ſpins her Bowels into Nets. Add. Virg. 


351 


S 
ek [Ys os 
4.x REACTS 
SOIT 
A "ts Yi", WR A 
hs 4 * 0 2 2 
N 1 
l . » 
PO = * 4 
** 9 
Tay, FAY f 
_ r 1 a 
= —_ LIES os 1 
23 = wh = A" 
4 o TED 2 
* x wa. of 24 
— 7 r N Wo 
- l F157 = 
» 47" r 
. 1 r 2h 
3 
J LAS 
ip 1 
* 3. 
n 1 


— — — 2 - ” 7 * 

"* 8 AE 

— * Ld 

2 i»»*'} N 1 N of 
e r 
r 

TY " = 
ONS TE ni 2 


9 
n 
. ” 


—_ — 


> 


——  — 


SPIRITS. 


Some Aſtral Forms I muſt invoke by Pray'r; 

kram'd all of pureſt Atomes of rhe Air: 

ln airy Chariots they together ride, : 

And fip the Dew, as thro* the Clouds they glide. 

Vain Spirits, you, that ſhunning Heay'as high Noon; 
, Swarm here beneath the Concave of the Moon: 
: Hence, to the Task aſſign'd you here below; 
b. pon the Ocean make loud Tempeſts blow; 
Into the Wombs of hollow Clouds repair, _ 
And cruſh out Thunder from the bladder'd Air: 
From pointed Sun-beams take the Miſts rhey drew, 
And ſcatter them again in — Dew: 5 
and, of the bieger Drops they drain below, ove. 
Some mould in Hail, and others ſtamp in Snow. Dryd. Tyr. 


Animal SPIRITS. 


Th' An'mal Spirits, govern'd by the Will, | 
Shoot thro? their Tracks, and diſtant Muſcles fill; 
This Sov'raign, by his arbitrary Nod, 
Reftrains, or ſends his Miniſters abroad. 
Swift and obedient to his high Command, 
They itir a Finger, or they lift a Hand ; 
They tune our Voices, or they move our Eyes; 
By theſe we walk, or from the Ground ariſe ; 
Dy theſe we turn, by theſe the Body bend; 
Contract a Limb at Pleaſure, or extend. 
Uaguided they a juſt Diſtinction make, 
This Muſcle ell, and leave the other ſlack: 
And when their Force this Limb or that infles, 
Our Will the Meaſure of that Force directs; 
The Spirits, which diſtend them as we pleaſe, 
Exert their Pow'r, or from their Duty ceaſe : 
Theſe Out- guards of the Mind are ſent abroad, 
And ſtill patrolling beat the neighb'ring Road; 
Or to the Parts remote obedient fly; 
Keep Poſts advanc'd; or on the Frontier lie : 
The watchful Centinels, at ev'ry Gate, 
At ev'ry Paſſage to the Senſes Wait; 
Still travel to and fro the nervous Way, 
And their Impreſſions to the Brain convey ; 

here their Report the vital Envoys make, 
And with new Orders are remanded back. 
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840 SP 
Quick, as a darted Beam of Light, they go, 
Thro' diff' rent Paths to diff rent Organs flow; 


Whence my reflect as ſwiftly to the Brain, 
To give it Pleaſure, or to give it Pain. Blac. 


» 


SE LEE N. 


| Umbriel, a dusky melancholy Spright, 

As ever {ully'd the fair Face of Light, 

Down to the central Earth, his proper Scene, 
Repairs to ſearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen, 
Swift on his ſooty Pinions flitts the Gnome, 

And in a Vapour reach'd the diſmal Dome. 

No chearful Breeze the ſullen Region knows; 
The dreaded Eaſt is all the Wind that blows: 
Here, in a Grotto, ſheltei'd cloſe from Air, 

And skreen'd in Shades from Day's deteſted Glare; 
She ſighs for ever on her penſive Bed; | 

Pain at her Side, and Languor at her Head. 

Two Handmaids wait the Throne; alike in Place, 
But diff ring far in Figure and in Face. 

Here, ſtood Ill-Nature, like an antient Maid, 

Her wrinkled Form in black and white array'd ; 


With Store of Pray'rs, for Ty. Nights, and Noon, 


Her Hand is fill'd; her Boſom with Lampoons. 

There, Affectation, with a ſickly Mien, 

Shews in her Cheek the Roſes of fifteen, 

Practis'd to lifp, and hang the Head aſide, 

Faints into Airs, and languiſhes with Pride 

On the rich Quilt ſinks with becoming Woe, 

Wrapt in a Gown, for Sickneſs, and for Show: 

The Fair One feels ſuch Maladies as theſe 

When each new Night-dreſs gives a new Diſeaſe. 

A conſtant Vapour o'er the Palace flies, 

Strange Phantoms riſing as the Miſts a1iſe : 

Dreadful, as Hermits Dreams in haunted Shades, 

Or bright as Viſions of expiring Maids : | 

Now glaring Fiends, and Snakes on rouling Spires, 

Pale Spectres, gaping Tombs, and purple Fires: 

Now Lakes of liquid Gold, Elyſian Scenes, 

And cryſtal Domes, and Angels in Machines. 

Unnumber'd Throngs on ev'ry Side are ſeen, 

Of Bodies chang'd to various Forms þy Spleen. 

Here living Tea-pors ſtaud, one Arm held out; 
One bent ; the Nandle this, and that rhe Spour : 

A Pipkin there, like Homer's Tri =_ walks; 

Here lighs a Jar, and there a Goole-pye talks. 
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Men prove with Child, as pow'rful Fanſy works, 
ind Maids, turn'd Bottles, call aloud for Corks. 
aſe paſs?d the Gnome thro' this fantaſtick Band, 
\ Branch of healing Spleenwort in his Hand. 

Then thus addreſs'd the Pow'r._— Hail mighty Quzen, 
Who rule the Sex from = to fifteen. 

parent of Vapours and of female Wit, 

Who give th* Hyſterick or Poetick Fir ; 

On various Tempers act by various Ways, 

lake ſome take Phyſick, other ſcribble Plays: 

Whocauſe the Proud their Viſits to delay, 

id ſend the Godly, in a Pett, to pray. Pope. 


| S 
Spring, the ſweet purple Dawn and Morning of the Lear. 
The Snows are melred, and the kindly Rain 
Deſcends on ev'ry Herb, and ev'ry Grain; 
dot balmy Breezes breathe along the Sky: 
ne bloomy Seaſon of the Year is nigh. 
ſhe Cuckoo tells aloud her painful Love 
he Turtle's Voice is heard in ev'ry Grove; 
he Paſtures change; the warbling Linnets ling : 
repare ro welcome in the gawdy Spring. Phil. 
And now the weſtern Winds, with vital Pow'r, 
all forth the tender Graſs, and budding Flow'r. 
and now the vernal Breezes warm the Sky. Add. 
For now the ſullen Winter's paſt, 
No more we fear the Northern Blaſt : 
No Storms, nor threat'ning Clouds appear, 
No falling Rain deforms the Year : 
Already, ſee ! the reeming Earth 
Brings forth the Flow'rs, her beauteous Birth: 
The Dews, and-ſoft deſcending Show'rs 
Nurſe the new-born tender Flow'rs : 
Hark! the Birds melodious ſing, 
and {weetly uſher in the Spring : 
Cloſe by his Fellow fits the Dove, 
And, billing whiſpers her his Love. 
—— Now the ſnowy Hills 
well their Tops, and ſwell the gentle Rills : | 
he weltern Winds diſſolve the mellow Soil. Laud, Virg. 
When firſt the Weſtern Breeze 
aims the Year, and ſmooths the troubled Seas: 
tore the chatt'ring Swallow builds her Neſt; 
Felds in Spring's Embroidery are dreſt. Add, Virg. 
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The kindly Spring | 
Began to cloath the Ground, and Birds to fing. Dryd. Virg 
n the moiſt Ground the Sun ſerenely ſhines ; 
The Winter Winds their bjut'ring Rage forbear ; 
And in a ſilent Pomp proceeds the mighty Year. Dr. Virg, 
The Spring was in the Prime: rhe neighb'ring Grove 
Supply'd with Birds, the Choriſters of Love: 
Mulick unbought, that miniſter'd Delight, 
To Morning Walks, and lull'd his Cares by Night. Dryd. 
5 | | (Boc. Theod. & Hon, 
When the Sun's Orb, to ſolace ſouthern Seats, 
Inverts his Courſe, and from the North retreats ; 
As he advances, his indulgent Beam 
Makes the glad Earth with freſh Conceptions teem ; 
Reſtores their leafy Honours to the Woods, 
Flow'rs to the Banks, and Freedom to the Floods; 
Unbinds the Turf, exhilerates the Plain; 
Brings back his Labour, and recruits the Swain ; 
Thro' all the Soil a gen'rous Ferment ſpreads, 
Regenerates the Plants, and new adorns the Meads. 
The Birds, on Branches dn, or on the Wing, 
a 


At Nature's verdant Reſtauration fing, 

And with melodious Lays ſalute the Spring. Black. 
In Spring, when all Things prove 

The Stings of Pleaſure, and the Pangs of Love: 
Etherial Jove then glads, with genial Show'rs, | 
Earth's mighty Womb, and ſtrews her Lap with Flow'rs: 
Hence Juices mount; and Buds, embolden'd try 
More kindly Breezes, and a ſofter Sky: 

Kind Venus revels: Hark! on ev'ry Bough, 

In lulling Strains the feather'd Warblers woo : 

Fell Tigers {often in th' infectious Flames; 

And Lions, fawning, court their brinded Dames 
Great Love pervades the Deep: To pleaſe his Mate, 
The Whale, in Gambols, moves his monſtrous Weight: 
Heav'd by his way ward Mirth, old Ocean roars; 
And ſcatter*d Navies bulge on diſtant Shores: 

All Nature Smiles: Come now, my Fair, my Love, 
To taſte the Odours of the Woodbine Grove; 

To paſs the Ev'ning Glooms in harmleſs Play; 


And, {weetly 1 languiſh Life away: 


An Altar, bound with recent Flow'rs, I rear 

To thee, beſt Seaſon. of the various Lear: 

All hail: Such Days in beauteous Order ran, 

So ſoft, ſo ſweer, when firſt the World began? 
be early Linnets ſin 


The warbling Philomel ſalutes the Spring. 
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Now laviſh Nature points the purple Year: * 
Here on green Banks the bluſhing Vi'lets Poe 
Here weſtern Winds on breathing Roſes blow. 
Now Hawthorns bloſſom, now the Daiſies {pring, b: 
Now Leaves the Trees, and Flow'rs adorn the Ground: 
All Nature laughs, the Groves freſh Honours wear; 
The Sun's mild Luſtre warms the vital Air. Pope. 
The Land, O Sun, revives at thy Approach, 
She Blooms and quickens ar thy Touch: 
Her kindled Atoms Life receive; 
The Meadows and the Groves begin to ſtir and live: 
Mixt with thy Beams, the ſouthern Breezes blow, 
And help the ſprouting Births below: 
Th' infant Flow'rs in Haſte appear, 
And gratefully return Perfumes to the kind Air: 
The Trees and Fields again look freſh and gay: 
The Birds begin their ſofter Play; HT 
Thou haſt their Life, nay more, their Love, reſtor d; 


Their late and early Hymns praiſe thee, their welcome Lord: 


The ſpreading Fire glides thro the Plains and Woods: 
It even 3 the cold Floods: | 
The duller Brutes feel the ſoft Flame, 
The Fiſhes leap for Joy, and wanton in their Stream. 
Now active Spring awakes her tender Buds, 
And genial Life informs the verdant Woods. 
Now potent Nature ſheds her kindly Show'rs, 


And decks the various Mead with op'ning Flow'rs. Prior, = 


SOUIRE. 


As ſome raw Squire, by tender Mother bred, 
"Till one and twenty keeps his Maidenhead: * 
(Pleas'd with ſome Sport, which he alone does find, 
And thinks a Secret to all Humane Kind:) 5 
Till mightily in Love, yet half afraid, 
He firſt attempts the gentle Dairy-Maid: 
ducceeding there, and led by the Renown | 
Of Whetſtone's Park he comes at Length to Town ; 
Where, enter'd by ſome Schoolfellow or Friend, 7 
He grows to break Glaſs- Windows in the End: 
His Valour too, which with the Watch began, 
Proceeds to Duel, and he kills his Man. Dryd. 
So the young Squire, when firſt he comes 
From Countrey-School-to Will's or Tom's, 
And equally, G- d knows; is fit 
To be a Stateſman, or a Wit; 
Without one Notion of his own, 


8 


Still ſaunters wildly up and down; _ 


844 8 
Till ſome Acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes Notice of a ſtaring Lad, 
Admits him in amongſt the Gang : 
They Jeſt, reply, diſpute, harangue : 
He acts and talks as they befriend him, 
Smear'd with the Colours which they lend him. 
Thus, meerly as his Fortune chances, 
His Merit or his Vice advances, 
It haply he the Sect purſves, 
That read and comment upon News, 
He takes up their myſterious Face; 
He di inks his Coffee without Lace. 
His Wiſdom ſets all Europe right, 
And teaches Marlb'rough when to fight. 
But if it be his Fate to meet A 
With-Folks that have more Wealth than Wit 
He loves cheap Port, and double Bub, | 
And fertles in the Hum-drum Club; 
| He learns how Stocks will fall or rife, 
Holds Poverty the greateſt Vice; 
Thinks Wit the Bane of Converſation, 
And ſays, that Learning Spoils a Nation. - 
But if ar firſt he minds Ris 8 
And drinks Champaign among the Wits, 
Five deep he toaſts the tow'ring Laſſes, 
Repeats you Verſes writ on Glaſſes; 
Is in the Chair, preſcribes the La-“; 
And lies with thoſe he never ſaw. Prior. 
S AUIRRE L. 
| Haſt thou never ſeen 
A Squirrel ſpend his little Rage, 
In jumping round a rouling Cage? 
The Cage, as either Side turn'd up, 
Striking a Ring of Bells a-top : | 
Mov'd in the Orb, pleas'd with the Chimes, 
The fooliſh Creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn Wood or Wire, 
He never gets two Inches higb'r. 
So fares it with thoſe merry Blades, 
That frisk it under Phœbus Shades; 
In noble Songs, and lofty Odes, | 
They tread on Stars, and talk with Gods 
Still dancing in an airy Round; 
Still pleas'd with their own Verſes Sound; 
Brought back, how faſt ſoe*cr they go; 
Always aſpiring, always low. Prior. S TAG. 
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gyn thus, a mighty Stag, that long has ſtood 
The unmoleſted Monarch of the Woo : 
dae in its Coverts and protecting Shade, 
tat an ancient Oak he ſtands at laſt 
At Bay, by furious Dogs too cloſely chas'd ; 
Fearleſs he looks; and, to his clam*rous Foes 
Does his thick Grove of native Arms oppoſe ; 
The Dogs with diſtant Cries infeſt his Ears; 
And from afar the Huntſmen caſt their Spears; 
None daring to approach the gen'rous Beaſt, 
project aloot their Darts againſt his Breaſt. Blac. P. Arth. 
Under an Oak, whoſe antique Root peeps out 
Upon the Brook, that brawls along this Wood, 
A poor ſequeſter'd Stag. 
That from the Hunter's Aim had ta'en a Hurt, 
Did come to languiſh : 
The wretched Animal heav'd forth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharges ſtretch'd his learhern Coat 
Amott to burſting ; and the big round Tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent Noſe (yon like it. 
in pireous Chaſe, and ſwell'd the running Brook. Shak, As 
So flies the wounded Stag, provok'd with Pain, 
Bounds o'er the ſpacious Downs in vain ; 
The feather'd Torment ſticks within his Side; 
And from the ſmarting Wound a purple Tide 
Marks all his Way with Blood, and dies the grafly Plain. 
| (Hughes. Hor. 
A mighty Stag grew Monarch of the Herd, 
By all his ſavage Slaves obey'd and fear'd: 
And, while the Troops about their Sov'reign fed, 
They watch'd the awful Nodding of his Head: 
Fill, as he paſſes by, they all remove, 
Proud in Dominion, prouder in his Love: 
One Subject moſt did his Suſpition move, 
That ſhew'd leaſt Fear, and counterfeited Love: 
n the beſt Paſtures by his Side he fed, 
Arm'd with two large Milit as on his Head: 
Asif he practis'd Majeſty he walk'd, 
And, at his Nod, he made not Haſte, but ſtalk'd: 
By is large Shade he ſaw how great he was, | 
And his vaſt Layers on the bended Grafs: 
His Thoughts as large as his Proportion grew; 
And judg d himſelf as fir for Empire too: 
Thus to rebellious Hopes he {well'd at length, 
Love and Ambition growing with his trength: Thi 
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This hid Ambition his bold Paſſion ſhews, 

And from a Subject to a Rival grows: 

Solicites all his Princes fearful Dames, 

And in his Sight courts with rebellious Flames : 
Stands by his Miſtreſs' Side, and ſtirs not thence, 
But bids her own his Love, and his Defence. 

The Quarrel now to a vaſt Height is grown, 
Both urg'd to fight by Paſſion and a Throne; 
The ſov*raign Stag, ſhaking his loaded Head, 

On which his Sceptre with his Arms were ſpread,” 
Wiſely by Nature there together fix'd, 

Where with the Title the Defence was mix'd: 
Their Heads now meet; and, at one Blow, each ſtrikes 
As many Strokes, as if a Rank of Pikes 
Grew on his Brows ; as thick their Antlers ſtand, - 
Which ev'ry Year kind Nature does disband: 
With equal Strength they met, as if two Oaks 
Had fall'n, and mingled with a thouſand Strokes: 

While thus with equal Courages they meet, 

The wounded Earth yields to their ſtruggling Feet, 
And while one ſlides, th* other purſues the Fight, 
And thinks, that forc'd Retreat looks like a Flight: 

But then, aſham'd of his Retreat, at length 
Drives back his Foe : -his Rage renews his Strength 
As even Weights, into a Motion thrown, | 
By equal Turns, drive themſelves up and down; 
So ſometimes one, then th' other, Stag prevails, 
And Victory, yet doubtful, holds the Scales. 

The Prince, aſham'd to be oppos'd ſo long; 

With all his Strength united ruſhes on: 

And with one furious Puſh his Rival throws. 

Yet then he rais'd his Head, on which there grew 
Once all his Pow'r, and all his Title too; 

Unable now to riſe, and leſs to fight, 

He rais'd thoſe Sceptres to demand his Right: 

But ſuch weak Arguments prevail with none, 

To plead their Titles, when their Pow'r is gone. 
His Head now ſinks, and with it all Defence; 

Not only robb'd of Pow'r, but all pretence : 
Wounds upon Wounds the Conqu'rour till gives, 
And thinks himſelf unſafe, while t'other lives. 
Now to the moſt {corn'd Remedy he flies; 

And for ſome Pity ſeems to move his Eyes. 
The flatt'ring Troops ſtrait to the Victor fly, 
And own his Title to the Victory, | 
The Victor now, proud in his great Succeſs, 
Haſtes to enjoy his fatal Happineſs ; 


8 


forgot. bis mighty Rival was deſtroy'd, 

By that, which he ſo fondly now enjoy'd. 

I Paſſions thus Nature herſelf enjoys, 

Smetimes preſerves, and then again deſtroys : 
Yetall Deſtruction, which Revenge can move, 
Time, or Ambition, is ſupply'd by Love. How. 


Tame Stag. 


The ſtately Beaſt the two Tyrrheidz bred, 
Snarch'd from his Dam, and the tame Youngling fed; 


Their Siſter Silvia cheriſh'd with her Care q 


The little Wanton ; and did Wreaths prepare. 

To hang his budding Horns: with Ribbons ty'd 
His tender Neck, and comb'd his ſilken Hide; 
And bath'd his Body: Patient of Command 

In time he grew; and growing us'd to hand: 

He waited at his Maſter's Board for Food; 

Then ſought his ſalvage Kindred in the Wood: 
Where grazing all the Day, at Night he came 
To his known — s, and his Countrey Dame. 
This Houſhold-Beaſt, - 

Was view'd at firſt by the young Hero's Hounds, 
As down the Stream he ſwam, to ſeek Retreat 

In the cool Waters, and to quench his Heat: 
Aſcanius, young, and eager of his Game 

Soon bent his Bow, uncertain in his Aim: 

But the dire Fiend the fatal Arrow guides, 

Which pierc'd his Bowels thro' his panting Sides: 
The bleeding Creature iſſues from the Floods, 
Poſſeſs'd with Fear, and ſeeks his known Abodes; 
His old familiar Hearth, and Houſhold Gods : 

He falls, he fills the Houſe with heavy Groans, 


implores their Pity, and his Pain bemoans. Dryd. Virg. 


STALLION. 


Now, whilſt their Youth is fill'd with kindly Fire, 


Submit thy Females to the luſty Sire: : 
Watch the quick Motions of the frisking Tail, 
Then ſerve their Fury with the ruſhing Male, 
indulging Pleaſure leſt the Breed ſhould fail. 
When worn with Years ; when dire Diſeaſes come, 
Then hide his not ignoble Age at home : 

For, when his Blood no youthful Spirits move, 

He languiſhes, and labours in his Love: 

And, when the ſprightly Seed ſhou'd ſwiftly come, 
Dribbling he drudges, and defrauds the Womb: 


. 


at us'd the woodland Grounds, 
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In vain he burns, like hafty Stubble Fires; 

And in himſelf, his former Self requires. 

Then, once again the batter'd Horſe beware: 

The weak old Stallion will deceive thy Care. 

As for the Females, with induſtrious Care, 

Take down their Mettle; keep them lean and bare; 
When their hot pouting Vent declares their Pain; 

When conſcious of their paſt Delight, and keen I 

To take the Leap, and prove the Sport again: 

With ſcanty Meaſure then ſupply: their Food; 

And, when athirſt, reſtrain them from the Flood: 

For Fear the Rankneſs of the ſwelling Womb 

Shou'd ſcant the Paſſage, and confine rhe Room : 

Leſt the fat Furrows ſhou'd the Senſe deſtroy 

Of genial Luſt, and dull the Seat of Joy: | 
But let them ſuck the Seed with Py Force; 

And there incloſe the Vigour of the Horſe. Dryd. Virg. 


ST AR, 


The wakeful Palinurus roſe, to ſpy 

The Face of Heav'n, and the nocturnal Sky: 

Obſerves the Stars, and notes their ſliding Courſe ; 

The Pleiads, Hyads, and their wat'ry Force; 

And both the Bears is careful to behold ; 

And bright Orion, arm'd with burniſh'd Gold. Dr. Virg. 
The radiant Galaxies of blended Stars, 

Whoſe Influence governs Mortals here below. Hig.G.Cong. 
The Stars rowl adverſe, and malignant ſhine. 
The Stars ſhine bright, and keep their Place above, 

Tho” ruffling Winds deform this lower World. Rowe. Tar, 
Were all the Stars, thoſe beauteous Realms of Light, ) 

At Diftance ovly . to ſhine by Night, (Blac. 

And with their twinkling Beams to pleaſe the Sight ? 
Behold the pleaſing Pleiades appear, 

All ſpringing upward from the briny Seas: 

But ſoon as their affrighted Quire ſurveys 

The wat'ry Scorpion, mend his Pace behind, 

With a black Train of Storms, and Winter Wind; N 

They plunge into the Deep, and ſafe Protection find. Dr. 

; Virg. 
Pale they wau'd look, as Stars that muſt be —_ , 

When from the Eaſt the riling Sun comes on. Wall. 
————- Adieu, each glimm'ring Light, 5 

Adieu, ye gay Attendants on the Night, Bowles. Theoc. 


Morning 
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Morning Star. 


Sar of the Morning, why doſt thou delay? ; 
Come, Luciter ; drive on the lagging Day. Dryd. Virg. 
And now the rifing Star did Heav'n adorn, 
Whoſe radiant Fires foretel the bluſhing Morn. Pope. Hom. 
do the glad Star, which Men and Angels love, | 
Prince of the . N Hoſt, that ſhines above, 
No Light of Heav'n ſo chearful, or ſo gay, : 
Lifts up his ſacred Lamp, and opens Day. Cowl. David. 
So ſinks the Day-Star in the Ocean Bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping Head, | 
And tricks his Beams, and, with new-ſpangled Ore, 
Flames in the Forehead of the Morning Sky. Milt. 
Evening Star, 
—— Now glow'd the Firmament 
With living Saphires : Heſperus, that led 
The ſtarry Hoſt, rode brighteit.—— Milt. Par. Loſt. 
Bright Star, by Venus fix'd above 
To rule the happy Realms of Love: 
Thou, in the dewy Rear of Day, 
Advancing thy diſtinguiſh'd Ray, 
Doſt other Lights as tar outſhine, 
As Cynthia's Silver glories thine, — 
And now the Ev'ning Star, 
Lore's Harbinger appear'd. Milt, Par. Loſt. 


Falling Star. 


When wand'ring Stars adorn the Night, 

The falling Meteors draw Jong Trains of Light : 

Like Arrows, ſhot from the celeſtial Bow, 1 99 

They cut the Air, and ſtrike our Eyes below. Creech. Manil. 
There ſhot a ſtreaming Lamp along the Sky, | 

Which on the winged Lightning ſeem'd to fly: 

from o'er the Roof the Blaze began to move 

and trailing vaniſh'd in th? Idæan Grove: 

It ſwept a Path in Heav'n, and ſhone a Guide; 

Then in a ſteaming, *tench of Sulphur dy'd. Dryd. 
Swift as a ſhooting Star 

In Autumn thwarts the Nig r, when Vapours f11'd ] 

Impreſs the Air, and ſhews the Mariner | 

from which Point of his Compaſs to beware 

impernous Winds. Milt. Par, Loſt. 
—— Like a falling Star, 

Which in a cloudleſs evning from the Top 

t Heav'n drops down, or ſeems at leaſt to drop. Add. Ovid, 
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A deſcending Star, | 
Which warns the Tempeſt, ruſhing from afar: 
The headlong Planet glides in firy: Streams, 
And ſhoots thro? Darkneſs with its radiant Beams: 
It cuts the Shadows with a Trail of Light, 
And makes a Medley of the Day and Night. 
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Stateſmen are 
The Workmanſhip of inconſid'rate Favour: 
The Creatures of raſh Love: one of thoſe Meteors, 
Which Monarchs raiſe from Earth ; —— _ 
And People, wond'ring how they came ſo high, 


Fear, from their Influence, Plagues, and Wars, and Fe. 


| (mine. Dryd. Maid, Queen 

Th' ambitious Stateſman labours dark Deſigns, 

Now open Force employs, now undermines: . 

By Paths direct his End he now purſues, 

By {ide Approaches now, and ſlanting Views. Blac. 
They Meaſure not the Compaſs of a Crown, 

To fit the Head that wears it, but their own. D'Aven, 

| (Siege of Rhodes, 

| His Tongue was made ang 

Smooth, ſoft and fluent; fitted ro perſuade : 

For courtly Arts, and fine Intrigues of State. Blac. P. Arth, 
He was a Man created in the Dark : 

He walks inviſibly, and dwels in Labyrinths : 

Silence he loves; but, when he talks, his Language 

Bears more promiſcuous Senſe than antient Oracles : 

So various in his Shapes, that oft he is diſguis'd 

From his own Knowlege : — | : 

An Errour incident to modern Politicians. (Albovine: 

Who labour to know others more than themſelves. D'Ayen, 
So, oft a Stateſman lab'ring to be good, 

His Honeſty's for Treaſon underitood : 

While ſome falſe flatt'ring Minion of the Court 


Shall play the Traitor, and be honour'd for't, 


For as two Cheats, that play one Game, 
Are both defeared of their Aim ; 
So thoſe, who play a Game of State, 
And only cavil in Debate, 
Altho' there's nothing loſt nor won, 
The publick Buſineſs is undone, 
Which ſtill the onger tis in doing, 
Becomes the ſurer Way to Ruin, Hud. 


zt 


8 7 
But Faith is all in Miniſters of State; 
for who can promiſe to be fortunate: Dryd. Ovid. 
Great Sateſmen Kings ſhou'd watch, while they imploy, 
left, what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. Lee. Soph. 
- Valiant Fools 5 
were made by Nature for the Wiſe to work with, 
They are their Tools; and *tis the Sport of Stateſmen, 
When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together, 
And fall by one another. —— Rowe. Amb. Step. 
Thus Wit ſtill gets the Maſt'ry o'er Courage: 
Long time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battel won; | 
ill one fine Project of the Stateſman's Brain | 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 
And renders all his boaſted Proweſs vain. Rowe. Amb.Step. 
Thy boiſt'rous Hands are then of Uſe, when I 
With this directing Head thoſe Hands apply: 
Brawn without Brain is thine : my prudent Care 
Foreſees, provides, adminiſters, the War. 
Thy Province is to fight; but, when ſhall be 
The Time to fight, the King confults with me: 
No Dram of Judgment with thy Force is join'd ; 
Thy Body is of Profit ; and my Mind : 
But how much more the Ship her Safety owes 
To him wid ſteers, than him who only rows; 
By how much more the Captain merits Praiſe, 
Than he who fights ; or, fighting, bur obeys; 
By ſo much greater is my Worth than thine, 
Who canſt but execute what I deſign. 
What gain'ſt thou, brutal Man, if 1 confeſs * 
Thy Strength Superior, when thy Wit is leſs ? 
Mind is the Man: I claim my whole Deſert 
From the Mind's Vigour, and th* immortal Part. Dr. Ovid. 
The Bold are but the Inſtruments o'th Wiſe, | 
They undertake the Dangers we adviſe : : | 
And, whilſt our Fabrick with their Fame we raiſe, ( * : 
We take the Profit, and pay them with Praife. Dr. C. of 
Unhappy Miniſters to cheated Princes ; | 
Who make new Quarrels, new Pretences find, (Conq. 
To pleaſe us Wretches, who deſtroy Mankind. Hig. Gen. 
But change in Stateſmen is moſt natural: 
They're Weathercocks of Time, and face about 
To ev'ry veering Wind. Tate. Loy. Gen. 
As old Sinners have all Points 
O'th' Compaſs in their Bones and Joints, 
Can by their Pangs and Aches fin 
All Turns and Changes of the Wind: 
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So guilty Sinners in a State 
Can by their Crimes prognoſticate; 
And in their Conſciences feel Pain 
Some Days before a Show'r of Rain, Hud, 
He, that ſeeks Safety in a Stateſman's Pity, 
May as well run a Ship upon ſharp Rocks, 
And hope a Harbour. How. Duke of Lerma, 
O couldſt thou charm the Malice of a Stateſman, 
And make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge, 
Thy Preaching might reform the guilty World, 
And Vice would be no more. — Rowe. Amb. Stepm, 
— Art thou a Stateſman, | 
And canſt not be a js — ani Impoſſible ! 
Do not diſtruſt thy Virtues. - Dryd. D. Seb 
—— Thy reaſons were too ſtrong, | 
And d iv'n too near the Head, to be but Artifice: 
And after all I know thou art a Stateſman, 
Where Truth is rarely found. Dryd. D. Seb. 
Love and Intereſt ſometimes 
May make a Stateſman Honeſt. — Dryd. Cleom. 
This 'tis to ſerve a Prince too faithfully ; 
Who, free from Laws himſelf, will have that done, 
Which, not perform'd, brings us to ſure Diſgrace; 
And, if perform'd, to Ruin. 
This 'tis to councel Things that are unjuſt, * 
Firſt to debauch a King to break his Laws, 
Which are his Safety, and then ſeek Protection 
From bim they have endanger'd. - 
f Princes not protect their Miniſters, 


What Man will dare to ſerve them 


None. will dare 
To ſerve them ill, when they are left to Laws: 
But when a Counſellor, to ſave himſelf, 
Would lay Miſcarriages upon his Prince, 
Expoſing him to publick Rage and Hate; 
O, tis an Act as infamoufly baſe, 
As ſhould a common Souldier skulk behind, 
And thruſt his Gen'ral in the Front of War: 
It ſhews he only ſerv'd himſelf before, 
And had no Senſe of Honour, Countrey, King; 
But centred on himſelf; and us'd his Maſter, 


As Guardians do their Wards, with ſhews of Care, 


But with Intent to ſell the publick Safety, 
And pocket up his Prince. Dryd. Span. Fryar. 
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Still to new Scenes my wand'ring Muſe retires ; 

ind the dumb Show of breathing Rocks admires ; 

Where the fam'd Chiſſel all its Force has ſhewn, 

And foften'd into Fleſh the rugged Stone : 

In ſolemn Silence, a maj: ſtick Band, | 

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Conſuls ſtand: 

gern Tyrants, whom their Cruelties renown, 

And Emperours, in Parian Marble frown : 

While the bright Dames, to whom they humbly ſu'd, 

Sill how their Charms, that their proud Hearts ſubdu'd.Ad. 
The Parian Marble there ſhall ſeem to move, 

h breathing Statues, not unworthy Jove. Dryd. Virg. 


S TEE RN. 


A Steer of two Years old they take, whoſe Head 


Now firſt with burniſh'd Horns begins to ſpread. Dr. Virg. 


A Snow- white Steer, 

Who like his Mother bears aloft his Head 

Bus with his threat'ning Brows, and bellowing ſtands, 

And dares the Fight, and ſpurns the yellow Sands. Dr. Virg. 
As itubborn Steers, by brawny Plowmen broke, 

and join'd, reluctant, to the gauling Yoke, 

Alike diſdain with ſervile Necks to bear, 

Tt! unwonred Yoke, or drag the crooked Share; 

but rend the Reins, and bound a diff'rent Way, 

And all the Furrows in Confuſion lay. Pope. Stat. 


STENZUTK 


Loud Stentor to th' Aſſembly had Acceſs ; 
None aim'd at more, and none ſucceeded leſs: 
True to Extreams ; yet to dull Forms a Slave : 
With Indignation and a daring Air, 


He paus'd a while; and thus addreſs'd the Chair, Garth. 


STERIITY of Sexes. 


Tis not the vain Decrees of Pow'rs above 
Deny Production tothe Acts of Love; 
Or hinder Fathers of that happy Name; 
r with a barren Womb the Matron ſhame ; 
As many think, who ſtain with Victims Blood 
The mournful Altars, and with Incenſe load, 
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Have fill'd a Family with prattling Boys; 


In which the genial Feat of Love we do: 


For active Motions only break the Blow; | 


a DT 

To bleſs the ſhow'ry Seed with future Life ; 

And to impregnate the well-labour'd Wife: 

In vain they weary Heav'n with Pray'r; or fly 

To Oracles ; or magick Numbers try : 

For Barrenneſs of Sexes will proceed, 

Either from too condens'd, or wat'ry, Seed: 

The wat'ry Juice too ſoon diſſolves away, 

And, in the Parts projected, will nor ſtay : 

The too condens'd, unſoul'd, unwieldy Maſs 

Drops ſhort; nor carries to the diſtant Place ; 

Nor pierces to the Parts; nor, tho' injected home, 
Will mingle with the Kindly Moiſture of the Womb. 
For Nuprials are unlike in their Succeſs ; 

Some Men, with fruitful Seed, fome Women bleſs; 
And from ſome Men ſome Women fruittul are, 
Juſt as their Conſtitutions join or jar: 

And many, ſeeming barren Wives have been, 
Who, after march'd with more prolifick Men, 


And many, not 1 at Home with Joys, 

Have found a Friend abroad to eaſe their Smart, 

And to perform the ſapleſs Husband's Part: 

So much it does import, that Seed with Seed 

Should of the kindly Mixture make the Breed; 
And thick with thin, and thin with thick, ſhould join, 
So to produce and propagate the Line. 

Of ſuch Concernment too is Drink and Food, 

T' incraſſate, or attenuate, the Blood: | 

Of like Importance is the Poſture too, 


For, as the Temales of the four-foot Kind 

Receive the Leaping of rhe Males behind, 

So, the good Wives, with Loins uplifted high, . 
And leaning on their Hands, the fruitful Stroke may try 
For, in that Poſture they will beſt conceive : 

Not when, ſupinely laid, they frisk and heave: 


And more of Strumpets than of Wives they ſhow; (flow. 
When, anſw'ring Stroke for Stroke, the mingled Liquors 
Endearments eager, and tao brisk a Bound, 

Throw off the Plongh ſhare from the furrow'd Ground: 
But common Harlots in Con junction heave, 

Becauſe tis leſs their Bus'neſs ro conceive, 

Than to delight, and to * the Deed: 

A Trick, which honeſt Wives but little need. Dr. Lucr. 
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— The Stork on high | 

G&ms to ſalute her infant Progeny, 5 

preſaging pious Love with her auſpicious Cry. Dr. Juv, 
The Stork's the Emblem of true Piety ; 

Becauſe, when Age has ſeiz'd, and made her Dam, 

Vrfit for Flight, the grateful young One takes 

lis Mother on his Back, provides her Food, 

Repaying thus her tender Care of him, 

lte he was fit to fly, by bearing her. Beaum.Span.Curate. 


S TOR A. 


A Murky Storm, deep low'ring o'er our Heads 
Hung imminent, and with imperious Gloom 
Oppos'ditſelf ro Cynthia's ſilver Ray, 
And ſhaded all beneath. ——+— Add. Virg. 
Firſt from a gentle Blaſt the Winds ariſe, 
Whoſe infant Voice in whiſp'ring Murmurs flies, 5 
And with loud Clamours fills the troubled Skies: 
Then thro' the jarring Zones it frets and roars, 
And lifts the ſwelling Billows to the Shores: 
Vaſt wat'ry Mountains roul upon the Sand 
And angry Surges beat the trembling Land: 
A harſh, ſhrill Noife the echoing Caverns fills ; 
And ſtrikes the Ear from the reſounding Hills; 
Whoſe rev'rend Tops, with aged Pine-trees crown'd, 
Rock with the Wind, and tremble with the Sound. . 
The rattling Eurus, and loud Boreas fly, 
And with outrageous Tempeſts fill the Sky: 
The Sailor's Clamour, and enormous Cries, 
The Crack of Maſts, mix'd with the dreadful Noiſe, 
Of Storms and Thunder, rending all the Air, - 
form the laſt Scene of Horrour and Deſpair. Blac. P. Arth. 
A lowring Cloud, freighted with Storms and Night, 
Came rouling on ; the gloomy Waves affright : | 
dwell'd by the bluſt'ring Winds huge Seas ariſe ; 
Tempeſt and humid Night obſcur'd the Skies: 
Redoubled Claps of Thunder burſt the Clouds; 
Diſpers'd, we wander'd thro' the raging Floods, 
n Palinurus no Diſtinction foun | U irg. 
Twixt Why Swe Night ; ſuch Darkneſs reign'd around! Laud. 
——— The gath'ring Clouds amain | 
four'd down a Storm of rattling Hail and Rain; 
And Lightning flaſh'd betwixt : the Field and Flow'rs, | 
urnt up before, were bury'd in the Show'rs : The 
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With equal Rage their airy Quarrel try, 
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The Ladies and the Knights, no ſhelter nigh, 


| Bare to the Weather and the wintry Sky, 


Were dropping wet, diſconſolate and wan, 
And thro' their thin Array receiv'd the Rain. Dr. Chaue. 
(The Flower and the Leaf. 
Mean time, the gath'ring Clouds obſcure the Skies; 
From Pole to Pole the forky Lightning flies; 
The rattling Thunders roul; and Juno pours 
A wint'ry Deluge down; and ſounding Show'rs, 
The rapid Rains, deſcending from the Hills, 
To rouling Torrents raiſe the creeping Rills. Dryd. Virg, 
Now ſouthern Storms arile ; | 
Loud Rattling ſhakes the Mountains, and the Plain: 
Heav'n bellies downward, and deſcends in Rain: 
Whole Sheets of Water from the Clouds are fent. Dr. Virg, 
——— The Storms arile, 
Which ſouthern Winds drive ratrling thro? the Skies; 
The Heav'n and Sun their Eyes behold no more ; | 


The Clouds flaſh all their Day: loud Tempeſts roar : 


The Mountains tremble; and the Plains refound ; 

And ſhoreleſs Oceans deluge on the Ground. Laud. Virg. 

 Thro all the Sky ariſe outrageous Storms, 

And Death ſtands threat'ning in a thouſand Forms: 

Clouds, charg'd with loud Deſtruction, drown the Day, 

And airy Demons in wild Whirlwinds play : 0 

Thick Thunder-Claps, and Lightnings livid Glare, 

Diſt urb the Sky, and trouble all the Air: 

Outrage, Diſtraction, Clamour, Tumult, reign 

Thro' the Dominions of th' unquiet Main. Blac. P. Arth. 
At once the ruſhing Winds, with roaring Sound, 

Burſt from th' Æolian Caves, and rend the Ground; 

And win by Turns the Kingdom of the Sky: 

But with a thicker Night black Auſter ſhrouds 

The Heav*ns, and drives on Heaps the rouling Clouds; 

Then down on Earth a _—_—_ empeſt pours, 

Which the cold North congeals to haily Show'rs : 

From Pole to Pole the Thunder roars aloud, 

And broken Light'nings flaſh from ev'ry Cloud: | 

Now ſmokes with Show'rs the miſty Mountain-Ground, 

And floated Fields lie undiſtinguiſh'd round: 


TY Inachian Streams with headlong Fury run, 


And Eraſinus rouls a Deluge on. 

The foaming Lerna {wells above its Bounds, 
And ſpreads its antient Poiſon o'er the Grounds : 
Where late was Duſt, now rapid Torrents play, 


Ruſh thro' the Mounds, and bear the Dams away: 00 
= 7 
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04 Limbs of Trees, from crackling Foreſts torn, 
ire whirl'd in Air, and on the Winds are borne : 
The Storm the black Lycean Groves diſplay'd, 
Ind firſt to Light expos'd the venerable Shade: 
the Prince with Wonder did the Waſte behold, 
While from-torn Rocks the maſly Fragments roul'd ; 
Ind heard, aſtoniſh'd, from the Hills atar 
The Floods deſcending, and the wat'ry War, | 
That, driven by Storms, and pouring o'er the Plain, : 
Swept Herds, and Hinds, and Houſes to the Main. Pope. Stat: 
Horrour, Confuſion, Uproar, Strife and Fear, 
hall their wild amazing Shapes appear. Blac. P. Arth. 

But now the gath'ring Clouds began to riſe; | 
And lab'ring Winds convey'd them up the Skies: 
A dreadful Storm enſu'd: Fire, Hail and Rain 
Beat with an unknown Fury on the Main: 
Such Thunderclaps, ſuch Winds, ſuch Billows roar, 
As never trembling Sailors heard before: 
Experienc'd Captains, grey in Danger grown, 
Stand now amaz'd, an all their Terrour own : 
In vain to ſtop the leaking Ships they e's ; 
n vain the Pump, in vain the Rudder p y'd; 
In vain they cut their Maſts, or furl'd their Sails; 
The Sea's reſiſtleſs, and the Storm prevails: _ 
dome Veſſels, with inevitable Shocks, 
Were daſh'd to pieces on the craggy Rocks: 
dome over{et ; ſome founder'd, {ome the Sand (Arth, 
wck'd in; and ſome were loſt upon the Strand. Blac. K. 
As when a loud Autumnal Tempeſt moves 
Ir inclining Pines, and ſhakes the golden Groves: 
The Leaves and Fruit from bending Boughs fall down(Arth. 
In yellow Show'rs, and all the Mountains crown. Blac. K. 
With painted Oars the Youths begin to ſweep 
Veptune's ſmooth Face, and cleave the yielding Deep, 


hich ſoon becomes the Seat of ſuddain War 
tween the Wind and Tide, that fiercely jar. 
when a Sort of luſty Shepherds try . 
heir Force at Foot-Ball, Care of Victory 
Makes them ſalute ſo rudely Breaſt to Breaſt, 
hat their Encounter ſeems too rough for Jeſt; 
bey ply their Feet, and (till the reſtleſs Ball, 
oſs'd to and fro, is urged by them all: 
o fares the donbrful . *twixt Tide and Winds; 
1 like Effect of their Contention finds. | 
* preſſed Veſſel does the Charge abide, 
ily becauſe affail'd on ev'ry Side: | 
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80 Men, with Rage and Paſſion ſet on Fire, 


Trembling for Haſte, impeach their mad Deſire: 
_ Great Maro could no greater Tempeſt feign, 

When the loud Winds, uſurping on the Main 

For angry Juno, labour'd to de roy £ 

The hated Reliques of confounded Troy, Wall. 

Now, far from either Shore, they plough'd their Way, 

And all behind them, and before, was Sea: 

When,with the growing Night, the Winds roſe high, 

A ſwelling Sea preſag'd a Tempeit nigh : | 

Aloud the Maſter cries, Furl all your Sails; 

No longer ſpread to catch the flying Gales: | 

But his Commands are borne unheard away, | 


Drown'd in the Roar of a far louder Sea : 
Yet, of themſelves, their Tasks the Sailors know, | 
And are, by former Storms, inſtructed now: 0 
Some to the Maſts the ſtruggling Canvas bind, 4 
And leave free Paſſage to the raging Wind: \ 
Some ſtop the Leaks, while ſome the Billows caſt f 
Back on the Sea, which rouls them back as faſt D 
Thus in Confuſion they their Parts perform, Tl 
While fighting Winds increaſe th impetuous Storm: T 
Amaz'd, the Pilot ſees the Waves come on, U 
Too thick and faſt, for his weak skill to ſhun : i 
On ev'ry Side the threat'ning Billows fall, Ar 
And Art is at a Loſs to *ſcape them all. Ne 
The Cries of Men, the Rattling of the Shrouds, | An 
Floods daſh'd on Floods, and Clouds encount'ring Clouds, {Wis 
Fierce Winds beneath, above a thund'ring Sky, An 


Unite their Rage to work the Tempeſt high: 
Vaſt Billows, after Billows, tumbling come, 
And rouling Seas grow white with angry Foam : 

4 To mountain * the ſwelling 1 riſe, 

4 Waves, pil'd on Waves, ſeem equal to the Skies; 
Co Nov, ruſhing headlong with a rapid Force, 


5 Look black as Hell, to which they bend their Courſe: 
"iS The Ship on tifing Seas is lifted up, 
= And now ſeems ſeated on a Mountain-Top, 
= Surveying thence the Stygian Lakes that flow 
5 And roul their diſtant Waters far below 1 
| Now, downwards with the tumbling Billows driv'n, 
From Hell's profoundeſt Depth looks up to Heav'n : 
Waves after Waves the ſhatter'd Veſſel cruſh, | 
All Sides alike the care, on all they ruſh : 
While with a Noiſe th' a Arbing Billows roar, 
As loud as batt'ring Rams, that force a Tow'r : 
As Lions, fearleſs, and ſecure from Harms, 
Ruſh with prodigious Rage on pointed Arms; = Chuf' 


2 
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Chaf'd, if repuls'd, they run the fiercer on, daigis 
And laſh themſelves to Fury, as they runn 45 
& roul the Seas, with ſuch reſiſtleſs Force, n 360.4 
ind gather Strength in their impetuous Courſe: | 
Now {tart the Planks, and leave the Veſſel's Sides 
Wide open, to receive the conqu'ring Tides: 
ay; h at the Breach, the raging Waters come, 
Il preſſing to purſue their Conqueſt home: z45 
| Fierce Neptune now, Who long alone had ſtrove, 
if too weak himſelf, ſeeks Aid from Jove: 

Whole Heav'n diſſolves in one continu'd Rain, 
Deſcending, in a Deluge, to the Mainz 


Whoſe mounting Billows toſs it back again; ei £4] 

Fkeming by Turns each other to ſupply, 

The Sky the Seas, and now the Seas the Sky: © - 

Show'rs join with Waves, and pour in Torrents down, . 


And all the Floods of Heav'n and Earth grow one: 

No Glimp'e of Light is ſeen, no Sparkles fly, 

from friendly Stars, thro? the benighred Sky: 

Double the Horrour of the Night is grown, 

The Tempeſt's Darkneſs added to her own ; 

Till thund'ring Clouds ſtrike out a diſmal Light, 

More dreadful than the Depth of blackeſt Night: 

Upwards the Waves, to catch the Flames, aſpire, 

And all the rouling Surges ſeem on Fire : 2 . 

Now, mad with Rage, they o'er the Hatches tow'r, 

And ſtrive, poſſeſs'd of them, to conquer more 

A brave Soldier, whom the * Deſire, | 

And burning Thirſt of Glory ſet on Fire, | f 1 

With more than common Ardour in his Breaſt, 9550 

And higher Hopes, ſpur d farther than the reſt, M61 

Ott ſcales in vain a well defended Town, 1 

Dit mounts at length, and leaps victorious down, 

lone of all, the dreadful Shock abides, 

hile thouſand others periſh by his Sides: 

do the tenth Billow, rouling from-afar, [A 

lore vig'rous than the reſt, maintains the War; 

ow gains the Deck, and, with Succeſs grown bold, 

ours thence, in triumph down, and ſacks the Hold: 

at, ſtill without, the batter'd Sides affail, * 

nd, where that led the Way, attempt to ſcale: 

in a Town, already half poſſeſs de. 

es within it, and without it, preſs' d. 

ll tremble, of their laſt Defence bereft, HE , 

nd fee no Hope of any Safety left 

0 Aid their oft ſucceſsful Atrs'can boaſt, - 

t once their Courage and their Skill is loſt: 
Ppz Nelpleſs 
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— they ſee the raging Waters come, 

Each threatens Death, and each preſents a Tomb: 

One mourns his Fate in loud Complaints and Tears; 

Another, more aſtoniſtvd, quite forbears 

From _ and Words, too faint to tell his Fears: 

This calls them bleſs'd, who fun'ral Rites receive, 

Poſleſs'd in Quiet of a peaceful Grave: | 
This rears his ſuppliant Hands unto the Sky, 
And vainly looks for what he cannot ſpy : 
This thinks upon the Friends he left behind, 

1 his, now orphan, Children rack his Mind: 

Alcyone alone could Ceyx ſtir, . a 
Bie anxious Thoughts ran all alone on her: 

ne farewel View of her was all his Care; 
And yet he then rejoic'd, ſhe was not there: 
For a laſt Look, fain wou'd he turn his Eyes 
On her Abode, but knows not where it lies: 

The Seas ſo whirl, with ſuch prodigious Might, 
While pitchy Clouds, obſcuring Heav'n from Sight, 
Increaſe the native Horrour of the Night : ks 
Now ſplits the Maſt, by furious Whirlwinds torn, 

And now the Rudder to the Seas is borne : 

A Billow, with thoſe Spoils encourag'd, rides 

Aloft, in Triumph o'er the lower Tides: 

Thence, as ſome God had pluck'd up Rocks, and thrown 
Whole Mountains on the Main, ſhe tumbles down; 
Down goes the Ship, with her unhappy Freight, 
Unable to ſuſtain the preſſing Weight : 
Part of her Men along with her are borne, 

Sunk in a Gulph, whence they muſt ne'er return: 
Part catch at Planks, in hopes to float to ſhore, 

Or ſtem the Tempeſt, till its Rage be o'er : 

Ev'n Ceyx, of the like Support poſſe ſs'd, 

Swims, undiſtinguſh'd now, among the reſt : 

To his Wite's Father, and his own, prefers 
His ardent Vows for Help; but neither hears : 

To both repeats his {till neglected Pray'r; 

Calls oft on both, but oft*ner calls on her: 

The more his Danger grew, the more it 45.50 ug 

Her dear Remembrance to his reſtleſs Thought ; 
Whoſe dying Wiſh was, that the friendly Stream 
Wou'd roul him to thoſe Coaſts, whence late he came, 
To her dear Hands, to be interr'd by them: 

Still, as the Seas a breathing Space afford, 

Halcyone, rehears'd, forms ev'ry word: 

Half of her Name his Lis, now finking, ſound, 
When the remaining Halt in him was drown'd: 
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buge black Arch of Waters, which had hung 
lich in the gloomy Air, and threaten'd long, 


hurlting aſunder, hurls the dreadful Heap, | 4 
lon his Head, and drives him down the Deep. Hop. Ov. - 
A violent Wind roſe from his ſecret Cave, ; | 

ind Troops of frighted Clouds before it drave; _ 
Whilt with rude Haſte the confus'd Tempeſt crowds, 
wift dreadful Flames ſhot thro? th knCount e 2 
om whoſe torn Womb th' impriſon'd Thunder broke, 
ind in dire Sounds the Prophets Senſe it ſpoke: 
uch an impetuous Show'r it downwards ſent, 
ksif the Waters bove the Firmament 
Vere all let looſe. Horrour, and fearful Noiſe 
Fild the blaek Scene, till the great Prophet's Voice, 
Sift as the Wings of Morn, reduc'd the Day, (David. 
Wind, Thunder, Rain and Clouds fled all at once away. 
Jove gave th* Alarm to Nature: Strait the Thunder 
rom diffrent Quarters roar'd, and the blue Lightning 
Thwarted the Light'ning in its ſlanting Flight: 
The Sea-Gods in a Moment turn'd the Seas 
Y from their deep Foundation 
They, roaring out, in liquid Mountains roul'd, 
rowü Vith Intervals of horrid Vales between them; 
Mile ſcreaming Monſters echo'd to our Shrieks: 
Death in a thouſand Shapes at once appear'd, 
And each of them amazing : 
Three Days and Nights wriſt before the Storm 
Wein the Deep lay rolling. — Den. Iphig. 
dee! How the louds, like angry Surges, fly, (Jeruf. 
And daſh the cryſtal Beaches of the Sky] Crown. Deſt. of 
| Now, far at Sea, they ſaw no Land around, 
bile diſtant Skies and Waves the Proſpect bound: 
how ring Storm ſtands low'ring o'er their Heads, 
And Night and Horrour on the Billows ſpreads. Laud. Virg, 


On the Earl of STRAFFORD's Trial 
and Death. | 


Great Strafford ! worthy of that Name, tho! all 
V! thee could be forgotten, but thy Fall: 
uch was his Force of Eloquence, to make. 
e Hearers more concern'd, than he that ſpake; 
ach ſeem'd to act the Part he came to ſee, | 
ad pone Was more a Looker-on than he: | 
- did he move our Paſſion, ſome were known 
o wiſh, for the Defence, the Crime their own. ns 
Pp3 7 Now 
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Now private Pity ſtrove with publick Hate, 

Reaſon with Rage, and Eloquence with Fate: 
Now they could him, if he could them, forgive; 
He's not too guilty; but too wiſe to live. 

This Fate he could have ſcap'd, but wou'd not loſe, 
Honour for Life, but rather nobly choſe 

Death from their Fears, than Safety from his own, 
That his laſt Action all the reſt might crown. Denh. 


S TRE A M. 


Proud and fooliſh, noiſy Stream 
Who to ſome muddy Plaſh thy Birth doſt owe, 
Which caſually a Brook became, 
Aſſiſted by the Rain, and melting Snow: 
Tho nom thou boaſt'ſt thy ſwelling Tide, 
Auguſt will ſoon be here, and end thy ſhort-liv'd Pride, 
Thou foam'ſt and boiPft along the Plain, 
The Flocks and Shepherds threat'ning by the Way, 
Thro borrow'd Waters baſely vain, 
Lift'ſt up thy Head, and doſt regardleſs ſtray; 
Troubled, oblique, and this alone, 
Thy noiſy Pride is all, which thou canſt call thy own. 
Thy upſtart Stream will ſoon be gone, 
No Drop remain of thy inſulting Flood; 
But the worſt Cattle of the Plain | 
Tread o'er the duſty Sand, and ſpurn it with Diſdain. 
Sweet Stream, that doſt with equal Pace, 
Both thy ſelf fly, and thy ſelf chaſe, —— 
Like fliding Streams, impoſſible to hold, 
Like them fallacious, like their Fountains cold. Dr. Ovid, 
See that: fair lovely Stream, which down along 


From yonder Hillock's gently riſing Side, | 11 
Pours the ſmooth Current of its eaſy Tide. Theoc, Th 

Thus Streams, that beat againſt their Banks in vain, Wi 
Retreatin {well into 2 Flood again. Otw. D. Carl. 5 
— When Tides againſt the Current flow, (of Gran. pl. ie 
The native Stream runs its own Courſe below. Dr. Cong. 7 

Thus little Streams rowl on with filent Waves; Th 
They bubble thro? the Stones, and ſoftly creep, 1 
As fearful to diſturb the Nymphs that ſleep: Wt 
The Moſs, ſpread oer the Marble, feems to weep: No 


Whilft other Streams no narrow Bounds contain; (Luc: C 
They break ſuch Banks, and ſpread o'er all the Plain. Cie., 

The Thracians have a Stream, if any try 95 Th 
To taſte, his barden'd Bowel petrity : = 
Whate'er it touches it converts to Stone, 


And 
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ind a Marble Pavement where it runs. 

Crathis, and Sybaris her Siſter- Flood, 
That {lide thro' our Calabrian Neighbour-Wood, 
Vith Gold and Amber dye the ſhining Hair: 1 
Ind thither Youth reſort: For who would not be fair? 

But ſtranger Virtues yet in Streams we findz 
tome change not only Bodies, but the Mind: 
Who has not heard of Salmacis obſcene, 
Whoſe Waters into Women {often Men? 
r Ethiopian Lakes, which turn the Brain 
To Madneſs, or in heavy Sleep conſtrain ? 
Clytorian Streams the Love of Wine expel : 
duch is the Virtue of th” abſtemious Well! | 
For there the colder Nymph, that rules the Flood, 
Exinguiſhes, and balks the drunken God. 
Unlike Effects Lynceſtis will produce 
Who drinks his Water, tho* with mod'rate Uſe, 7 
Reels as with Wine; and ſees with double Sight; 
His Heels too heavy, and his Head too light. Dr. Ovid. 


S.T: Y-L Bs 


His incoherent Style, like fick Men's Dreams, 
Varies all Shapes, and mixes all Extreams, Roſe, Hor. 
Chuſe a juſt Style, be grave without Conſtraint; . 
Great without Pride, and lovely without Paint. Soam. Boil. 
A Verſe was weak, you turn it much too' ſtrong, 
And grow obſcure, for fear you ſhould be long: 
dome are not gawdy, but are flat and dry; 
Not to be low, another ſoars too high : 
4, WT ould you of ev'ry one deſerve the Praiſe ? 
In . vary your Diſcourſe, and Phraſe: 
A frozen Style, that neither ebbs nor flows, 
Inſtead of pleaſing, make us gape and doze: 
Thoſe tedious Authors are eſteem'd by none, 
"ho tire us, humming the ſame heavy Tone: 
, Happy, who in his Verſe can gently ſteer '* 1 
q from grave to light, from pleaſant to ſevere. Soam. Boll. 
n all you write, be neither low nor vile; . 
The meaneſt Theme may hade a proper Style. Soame. Boil. 
There is a kind of Writer pleas'd with Sound, 4 
Whoſe fuſtian Head with Clouds is compaſs'd round; 
„Vo Reaſon can diſperſe them with irs Light 
r. arn then to think, ere you pretend to write: 1 
as your Idea's clear, or elſe obſcure, | | 3 Ng 
V Expreſſion follows perfect, or impure : . "I 
Pp 4 What 
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What we conceive, with Eaſe we can expreſs; _ 
Words to the Notions flow with Eaſineſs. Soame. Boil. 
Obſerve the Language well in all you write, 
And ſwerve not from it in your loftieſt Flight: 
The ſmootheſt Verſe, and the exacteſt Senſe 
Diſpleaſe us, if ill Engliſh give Offence: 
A barb'rous Phraſe no Reader can approve, 
Nor Bombaſt, Noiſe, or Affectation, love: 
In ſhort, without pure Language, what you write, 
Can never yield us Profit, or Delight. Soame. Boil. 
Gently make Haſte, of Labour not afraid : 
A hundred times conſider what you've ſaid ; 
Poliſh, repoliſh, ev'ry Colour lay; 
And ſometimes add, bat oft'ner take away: 
Tis not enough, when {warming Faults are wrir, 
That here and there are ſcatter'd Sparks of Wit. Soam.Boi}, 
Keep to "= Subject cloſe in all you ſay, 
Nor for a {ounding Sentence ever ſtray. Soame. Boll, 


Wiſe Nature by Variety does pleaſe : | 
Cloath diff*ring Paſſions in a diff ring Dreſs : 
Bold Anger in rough haughty Words appears, 
Sorrow is humble, and diflolves in Tears: 
Make not your Hecuba with Fury rage, 

And ſhew a rattling Grief upon the Stage: 


Or tell in vain how the rough Tanais bore 
His ſeven-fold Waters to the Euxine Shore: 
Theſe ſwol'n Expreſſions, this affected Noiſe 
Shows like ſome Pedant, that declaims to Boys: 
In Sorrow you muſt ſofter Methods keep, 
And, to excite our Tears, your ſelf muſt weep : 
Thoſe noiſy Words, with which ill Plays abound, 
Come not from Hearts that are in Sadneſs drown'd. 
To pleaſe you muſt a hundred Changes try; 
Sometimes be humble, then muſt ſoar on high: 
In nobie Thoughts muſt ev'ry where abound, 
Be eaſy, pleaſant, ſolid, and profound: 
To theſe you muſt ſurprizing Touches join, 
And ſhew us a new Wonder in each Line; 
That all, in a juſt Method, well deſign'd, 2 
E leave a ſtrong Impreſſion on the Mind. Soame. Boil. 
thers for Language all their Care expreſs ; 
And value Books, as Women Men, tor Dreſs : 
Their Praiſe is ſtill, —- The Style is excellent; 
The Senſe they humbly rake upon Content: 
Words are like Leaves; and, where they moſt aboynd, 
Much Fruit of Senſe beneath is rarely found. Pull 
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Fae Eloquence, like the Priſmatick Glaſs, - 

Is gawdy Colours ſpreads on ev*ry Place: 

The Face of Nature we no more {urvey ; 

Al glares alike, without Diſtinction gay : 

But true Expreſſion, like th' unchanging Sun, 

| Clears, and improves, whate'er it ſhines upon: 
| gilds all Objects, bur it alters none, 
Expreſſion is the Dreſs of Thought; and fill 
Appears more decent, as more ſuitable : 

A vile Conceit, in pompous Words expreſs'd, 
like a Clown, in regal Purple dreſs d: 

for diff *rent Styles with diff*rent Subjects ſort, 
; feral Garbs with Country, Town, and Court. Pope. 


SF: : 
Ye awful Stygian Waves, by which when Gods 
Hare ſworn, the Oath inviolable ſtands. Brom. Hom, 10. 
— Behold the Stygian Floods : 
Afacred Stream, which Heav'ns imperial State 
Atteſts in Oaths, and fears to violate. Dryd. Virg. 


What have the People done, the Sheep of Princes, 
That they ſhould periſh for rhe Shepherd's Fault? 
They bring their yearly Wooll, to cloath their Owners, 
And yet, when bare themſelves, are cull'd for Slaughter. 
: (Dryd. Love Trium. 
Safety and equal Government are Things, 
Which Subjects make as happy as-their Kings. Wall. 
The Vulgar, Greatneſs too much idolize, Gran. p. 1. 
but haughty Subjects it too much deſpiſe. Dryd. Cong. of 
When Subjects cannot pay they ſoon rebel. Dr. Auren. 


SUCCESS 


—— For the ſame Fact, we've often known 
One mount the Cart, another mount the Throne: 
and fouleſt Deeds, attended with Succeſs, 7 


No longer are reputed” Wickedneſs | | 

Diſguis'd with Virtue's Livery and Dreſs. Oldh, 
lt is Succeſs make Innocence a Sin: b « 
If th” End be glorious, glorious is the Way; (Dar. 
They always have the Cauſe, who have the ay. Crowne: 
ho {Mow Fortune Kill are in the Right, 85 Cong -· 
(of Gran. p. 1. 
Pp 5 uc 
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Succeſs no more can laſt than Beauty can. Dryd. 

Had ] miſcarry'd, I had been a Villain; 

For Men judge Actions always by Events: 

Bur, when we manage by a juſt Foreſight, 

_ Succeſs is Prudence, and Poſſeſſion Right. Hig. Gen. Con, 
If all gs. by Succeſs are underſtood, | 

Men, that make War, grow wicked to be good. How. In. Q. 
We cannot anſwer for unborn Events: 

The Gods have plac'd them in the Hands of Fate, 

To ſhape and fafhion for their high Decrees ; 

At their appointing Time to bring them forth, 

To baffle human Wit and Induſtry. South. Fate of Capus. 
Fate holds the Strings; and Men like Children move, 
But as they're led: Succeſs is from above. Lan. Her. Love. 

*Tis not in Mortals to command Succeſs: (Cato, 
But we'll do more, Sempronius, we'll deſerve it. Add. 


SUMME R. 


Twas now the ripen'd Summer's higheſt Rage, 
Which no faint Cloud durſt mediate to aſſwage: 
Th Earth, hot with Thirſt, and hot with Luſt for Rain, 
Gap'd, and breath'd feeble Vapours up in vain, (David, 
Which ſtrait were ſcatter'd, or devour'd by th' Sun. Cowl. 
Now both the Lion and the Dog conſpire, 
With furious Rays to ſet the Day on fire. Staff. Hor. 
Now ſprouting Births, and beauteons vernal Bloom, 
BESR Suns warmer Rays to ripe Perfect ion come; 
* auſtere and ppnd'rous Juices they ſublime, ; 


Make them aſcend the porous Soil, and climb 

The Orange- Tree, the Citron, and the Lime : 
Which, drunk in Plenty by the thirſty Root, 
Break forth in painted Flow'rs, and golden Fruit: 
They explicate the Leaves, and ripen Food 

For the ſilk Lab'rers of the Mulberry Wood : 

And the ſweet Liquor on the Cant beſtow, 

From which, prepar'd, the luſcious Sugars flow. 
With gen'rous Juice enrich the ſpreading Vine, 
And in the Grape digeſt the fprightly Wine. 

The fragrant Trees, which grow by Indian Floods, 
And in Arabia's aromatick Woods, 

Owe all their Spices to the Summer's Heat, 
Their gamey Tears, and odorif rous Sweat. 
Now the bright Sun compacts the precious Stone, 
Imparting radiant Luſtre, like his w ww. 
He tinctures Rubies with their roſy Hue, . 
And on the Saphire ſpreads a heav'nly Blue; 


= = — = =] — — — 


For 
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for the proud Monarch's dazling Crown prepares 
Rich orient Pearl, and adamantine Stars. Black. 
Now — burnt the thirſty Moors, 
. And Seas contracted left their native Shores; | 
on. The Earth lay chopt, no Spring ſupply'd his Flood 3; - 
And Mid-day oe boil'd up the Streams to Mud. Cre: Vir. 
Q Nou ſultry. Sirius reigns, 2 
Glows in the Air, and fires the thirſty Plains. Broome. 
And now the raging Dog-ſtar mounted high, 
Cleaves the parch'd Earth, and blaſts the ſultry Sky. 
— The firy Suns too fiercely play, „ 
2U2. And ſhrivel'd Herbs on with'ring Stems decay. Dr. Virg. 
——— The Farmer, now ſecure of Fear, Sree 
ve. Wl Sends in the Swains to ſpoil the finiſh'd Year : | 
aro. WY And now the Reaper fills his greedy Hands: „ 
g and binds the golden Sheafs in brittle Bands. Dryd: Virg. 
For now the Sun to th' Arctick Line returns, 
And with a ſcorching Ray the Harveſt burns; 


Empties the Rivers, and the Marſhes dries, | (Arth, 
Chaps the hard Plain, and ruſſet Meadows fries. Blac. K. 
, AD 
id, | S UN. | 
wi. Great Eye of all, whoſe glorious Ray, SOLO WT 
Rules the bright Empire ofthe Day 49 
O praiſe his Name, without whoſe purer Light; © a 


Thou had'ſt been hid in an Abyſs of Night. Roſc. 
Such, and ſo bright, an Aſpect now he bears, 
As when thro* Clouds th* emerging Sun appears, 
And, thence exerting his refulgent Ray, 
Diſpels the Darkneſs, and reveals the Da 
_ God of Verſes and of Days, © 
Light of the World, and Ruler of the Year! 
Great in Wiſdom as in Power z » | JOY 
When, clad in rifing:'Majefty, ' :- $07: © x 
Thou marcheſt down o'er Delos? Hills confeſs d. 
With all thy Arrows arm'd, in all thy Glory dreſs'd. Priars 
Thus Motion, Light, and Heat; combin'd in one, 1 4 
Make up the glorious Eſſence of the Sun.. ihe 
The Sun too from above his Vigour yields 
Tous below, and cheriſhes our Fields. Creech. Luer. 


. 


y. Pope. Ovid. 


The Sun, whoſe Bounty does each Spring reſtore 7 
What Winter from the rifled Meadows tore; 112 
Who ev'ry Morning, with an early Rar 
Paints the young bluſhing Cheeks of infant Dy; 
Whoſe Skill, inimitable here below, lde 


* 


by The. 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds, which form Heaw'nscolourd Bow: A. 


mts 


. 
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The Sun, bright Orb that bleſſes all above, 


The ſacred Fire, that real Son of Jove, 
Rules not his Actions by capricious Will; 
Nor by ungovern'd Pow'r declines to 111 : 
Fixt by jutt Laws he goes for ever right; 


Man knows his Courſe, and thence adores his Light. Prior. 


Behold th' indulgent Father of the Day, 
Ne er covetous of Reſt, behold the Sun 
His Courſe diurnal and his annual run 

W in his glorious Race he moves along, 
Gay as a Bridegroom, as.a Giant ſtrong : 
How his unvary'd Labour he repeats, | 
Returns at Morning, and at Eve retreats ; 
And, by the Diſtribution of his Light, 


ives to: Man the Day, and now the Ni 
when the Morning climbs the Eaſtern 


And tuneful Birds ſalutes her early Riſe ; 
In ev'ry Groveand Wood with Joy appear, 


And gild the diſtant Globe with 

As when the Sun proves from 
A glorious Deluge on the Face of Ni 
His golden Rays, ſhot from the roſy 


And fill with rav'ſhing Sounds the yielding Air; 
From Heav'n to Earth the Sunbeams take their Flight, 


dy Light. Cre. Luc. 
Orbot Light 


ht; 
alt, 


Reach, in a Moment, the remoteſt Weſt; 
on the Mountain- Tops are ſeen, 


And ſmilin 
Th' immen 


Expanſion paſt, that lies between. 
— The Sun, that conſtant Spring of Light, 
Still cuts the Heav'ns with Streams of ſhining white; 
And the decaying Old with new ſu 
For ew ry Portion of the Beam, that 


plies: 
les, 


f 


Is but ſhort-liv'd : it juſt appears, and dies. 


For, when an envious Cloud ſtops up the Stream, 
The conſtant Stream of Light, and breaks the Beam, 


diſmal Shade, 


The jow*r Part is loſt, a | 
O'erſpreads the Earth; where'er the Cloud's convey'd : 
So from our Li 


ts, our meaner Fires below, 


Our Lamps, or 


righter Forches, Streams do flow, 


t: they ſtill ſupply 
as ſwiftly as the former die, 
Il tremble in the low'r Sky: 


And drive away the Nigh 
New Flames ; 
New Beams | 
No Space is free; but a continu'd Ra 
Stills keeps a conſtant, 
So faſt, ev'n Hydra-like, 


tho? a feeble 
the fruitful Fires 


ay; 


ra new Beam, as the Old expires: 


n and Moon, with many a num'rous Birth, - 
Bring forth new Rays, and ſend them down to Ea 
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Such is the Ray; the Vapour of the Sun : 
How ſwift its Race? 'ris finiſh'd when begun. 
They cut the parted Air with greateſt Speed: 
No Lets to ſtop ; but, when one Part is gone, 
lnother lows, and drives the former on- 
10r. rde Rays ſtill riſe in a continu'd Stream: 
we following laſhes on the lazy Beam. Creech. Lucr, 
For {till new Rays ſpring from the glorious Sun; 
The former dying when their Race is run: 
and therefore Earth is ſoon depriv'd of Light; 
And Rays as ſoon come on, and ehace the Night: 
The Negro Darknefs, waſh'd, becomes a white. Cr. Luc. 
do ſhews the — diſcontented Sun, 
from out the firy Portal of the Eaſt, 
When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 
Todim his Glory, and to ſtain the Tract 
(fhis bright Paſſage to the Occident. Shak, Rich. 2. 
The Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
ind, with abated Hear, leſs fiercely ſhines, 
ems to grow milder, as he goes away, | 
ö ealing himſelf with the Remains of Day. Dryd. Auren. 
do, when from weſtern Hills, the burning Sun 
Deſcends, and leaves his Empire to the Moon, 
File Meteors glare, and ſcatter'd Drops of Light, 
With Glow-worm Spangles, dreſs the Gloom of Night! 
dat, as the radiant God remounts his Car, 
he borrow*d Vapours fwiftly diſappear : 
Xl fly the Force of his celeſtial Ray, 
Ur their pale Fires are loſt in Floods of Day. Johnſ, ViR. 
Now Phoebus mounts triumphant in the Skies; 
e Clouds diſperſe, and gloomy Horrour flies: 
Parkneſs gives Place to the victorious Light; (Ench, 
Ind all around is gay, and all around is bright. Lanfd. Br. 
Now thro' the Gates of Light the radiant Sun 
ſues, and leads the circling Minutes on: 
s firy Courſers, bounding from the Main, 
urry the Chariot thro” th* etherial Plain; 
efiry Courſers and the Coach diſplay 
Stream of Glory, and a Flood of Day. Broome, 
You, who are vers'd ſo much in Cauſes, tell, 
tat from the Tropicks can the Sun repel Z 
What vig'rous Arm, what repercuſſive Blow, 
andies the mighty Globe ſtill to and fro, 
et wich ſuch Conduct, ſuch unerring Art, 
e never did the trackleſs Road deſert ? 
by docs he never, in his ſpiral Race, 
de Tropicks, or the Polar Circles paſs ? 
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As oft the Moon had ſhot her paler Light, (Arth. B. 2. 
In filver Threads, thro* the brown Veſt of Night. Blac. Pr. 


| Had run his Race, and reach'd the falling Weſt, Blac. Pr. 
His flaming Orb around th'enlighten'd World. Blac. P. Arch. 
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| Be Anti-Perſians, and adore his Fall: 


. 


What Gulphs, what Mounds, what Terrours can controul 
The 1 Orb, and make him backward roul? 
Why ſhould he halt at either Station, why 

Not forward run in unobſtructive Sk, 

Till he has gain'd ſome unfrequented Place, 

Loſt to the World, in vaſt unm̃eaſur'd Space? Blac. 


Diurna] Courſe of the Sun. 
Thrice the ſwift Sun his radiant Chariot drove 
O'er the blue Hills, and out-ſtretch'd Plains above: 


And now the Sun, twice ſtarting from the Eaſt, (Arth. 
Twice the great Ruler of the Day had'hurl'd 


Twice had the Sun with dawning Glories bleſs d 


The World, and call'd the Lab'rer from bis Reſt : kt 
As oft the ay 6. her fable Veſture, ſer | * 
With pearly Dew aſcends her Throne of jet. Blac. P. Arth. le 

Sum riſe. | Net 

The riſing Sun the Throne of Night invades ;. An 
Fenc'd with thick Darkneſs, and intrench'd in Shades: 

His radiant Wings break thro' ch* Horizon's Line; 
And on the heav'nly Plains triumphant ſhine. Bl. K. Arth. 

And now kind Nature ſhews her infant Ray; - 
And the new Sun peeps forth with trembling Ray; An 
And, loth or fearful to begin his Race, Th 
Looks o'er the Mountains with a bluſhing Face. Cree. Lucr. WW An 

Now Morn with — had ſtreak d the Sky, Ani 
Up-roſe the Sun. Dryd. Chauc. Pal. & Arc. Son 

The Sun his riling Light diſplays; Th 
And gilds the World below with purple Rays. Dr. Virg, 5 
Sun. ſet. - 

And now the riſing Sun's victorious Light, Ant 
Had ſcal'd and paſs'd the 1 Mounds of Night. Bl. K. A An 

As when the. glorious Magazine of Light 0 
Approaches to the Canopy of Night; Ye 


He with new Splendour cloaths his dying Rays,. 
And double Brightneſs to his Beams conveys ; 
And, as to brave and check his ending Fate, 
Puts on his higheh Look in's loweft State; 
Dreſs'd in ſuch Terrour, as to make us all 


4 


SU 


ul en quits the World, depriving it of ts 4, 4 
Fhilt ev'ry Herb and ev'ry Plant droop all away. Orinda. 
& bright a Track ſtill leave the ſetting Suns, 
at vaniſh in a Fe 5 --——— Dryd: Riv. Lad. 
So the bright Globe, that rules rhe Skies, 
0 with a glorious Riſe he gild the Heav'ns, 
Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Set, 
And then he looks moſt grear, | 
And then in greateſt Splendour dies. Oldh. 
And now the Sun drew off his radiant Train ; : 
8. 2. ad left the Empreſs of the Night ro reign. Blac. P. Arth. 
Pr Mean while, in utmoſt Longitude, where Heav'n, 
rh. Vith Ea th and Ocean meets, the ſetting Sun 
Pr. Po deſcended, and with right Aſpect, 
Apainſt the Eaſtern Gate of Paradiſe 
th. lerebd his Ev'ning Rays. Milt. P. Loſt. 
The ſetting Sun, all curtain'd round by Night, 
at his Departure gives a larger Light. Lee. Sophon. 
Mean Time the Sun deſcended trom the Skies; 
urch 4nd the bright Ev'ning Star began ro rife. Dryd. Virg. 
——— .. -.- The bright Sun, 
Deſcends into the Ocean's watry Bed, (Hom.. 
AdNighro'erſpreads the Skies with mantling Clouds, Oldiſ. 


4 SURPRIZK 


— We came, like bold intruding Gueſts, 
And took *em unprepar'd to give us Welcome: 
The Scouts we kill'd, then found their Body ſleeping; 
ucr. And, as they lay confus'd, we ſtumbled ofer em, 
And took what Joint came next; Arms, Heads, or Legs, 
Some what undecently: but when Men want Light, 
They make bur bungling Work. —- Dryd. Span. Fry. 
g A Battel blindly fought, | 
Where Darkneſs and Surprize made Conguelt cheap! 
Where Virtue borrow'd but the Arms of Chance, 
And ſtruck a random Blow. TwWas Fortune's Work, 
Aa Fortune take the Praiſe. ——— Dryd. Span. Fryar. 
All guard themſelves, when ſtronger Foes invade; 
let, by the weak, Surprizes may be made. Dr. Tyr. Love, 


SUSFIUTEM 

Sufpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue. Otw.Ven.Preſ. 

Oh! what a ready Tongue Suſpicion had! 

he, that but fears the Thing he would not know, 
n,, by Inſtinct, Knowledge from others Eyes, 
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That what he fear'd is chanc'd. Shak. Hen. 4. p. 2. 
Suſpicion always haunts the guilty Mind : 

The Thief ſtill fears each Buſh an Officer. Shak. Hen.s. p. 
But Lovers are not eaſily betray d: . 

She found their Plot, and their firſt Motions fears, 

And moſt ſuſpects, where Safety moſt appears. Laud. Virg. 


S WAN. 


Behold twelve Swans on nimble Pennons move 
In liquid Air; whom late the Bitd of Jove 
Thro Skies diſpers'd : now, joyful on the Wing, 
They skim the Clouds, ſurvey the Earth, and ting : 
Join'd in a Team they chuſe a Place to reſt. Laud. Virg, 
With ſable Oars they cut the filver Wave; 
Their ſnowy Backs their ruſtling Pennons lave: 
Now to the Stream they throw their arched Creſts; 
Then plough the Billows with their downy Breafts : 
And now they drive, now clap their Wings: in vain 
They waſh their Plumes, ſtill pure, ſtill free from Stain. 
As Swans, from feeding mounted on the Wing, 
With ſtretch'd-out Necks throꝰ airy Regions fing:. 
The chearful Notes the neighb'ring. Shores rebound, 
And Aſia's Lake re-echoes to the Sound. Laud. Virg. 
So on Mæander's Banks, when Death is nigh, 
The mournful Swan {ings her own Elegy. Dryd. Ovid: 
So ſing the Swans, that in ſoft Numbers walte 
Their dying en, and warble to the laſt, Phil, 
As when by Chance a royal Eagle ſpies, 
From ſome high Mountain's Top, amidſt the Skies, C 


A Flight of Swans, obſcuring all the Air, ui 
Swift as the 1 which he's ſaid to bear, 5 
Upon the Prey his airy Flight he takes, The 
And with ſharp Pounces vaſt Deſtruction makes: | Wir 
Some fall, ſtruck dead; ſome wounded, ſlowly fly; Flee 
While ſnowy Clouds of Feathers fill the Sky : | 9 7 


Thoſe that the fierce Invader's Strokes ſurvive, | 
With all the Speed, Fear to their Wings can give, 

To their belov'd Cayſter's Banks return; - (Blac. P. Arth. 
And, in their reedy Seats, their Wounds and Loſlts mou. 


S W E E F. 


Sweet as the Breath of Flora, when ſhe lies | 
In jeſſ'min Shades, and for young Zephyr ſighs. Fent. 
he's ſweeter than the Spring, wreath'd in the Arms 


Of budding Flow'rs. ——— How. D. of Lerma. , & 
| | L : an 


} „„ LI no ee TION, 
9 R ES OSA HE HT I TIAS 3 ATE 
C . CCÄ”Ü] ͥ RD 
= OE ENT Its FUL PEO x 
Gr Re ag Rt 1 38 Ty * = vgs. , 7 N 4 \ p - A by 8 


*%% 


p. 2. 


p. 


greater Sweetneſs on thoſe Lips there grows, 


Sweeter to the Taſte, 


RR 5 - 


As ſwift as Love and Danger could perſuade. Cowl. Dav. 


Swift as a Lover's Wiſh. ——-= DAven, 
Swifter than murd'ring Angels, when they fly 
(n Errands of avenging Deſtiny. Oldh. 
—— Swift as the Wings of Fear. Oldh. 
Swift as the Motions of the Eye or Mind. Oldh. 
Swift as Armenians in the Panther's Chace. D'Aven. 
Scarce empty Eagles, Kooping to their Prey, 
Could be more ſwift. —— DꝰA ven. 
Swift as an Arrow. from the twanging Bow. Bro. Hom. 
Swiftly as Syrians, when they charge in War. D'Aven. 


ve 


In Swiftneſs fleeter than the flying Hind, 
0rdriven Tempeſts, or the driving Wind. Dryd. Ovid. 
Speed, to deſcribe whoſe Swiftneſs Number fails. Dr. P. L. 
Exploded Lightning ſcarcely flies ſo faſt, Blac. K. Arth. 
— — Ebv'n ſo, f 
But not ſo ſwift the Morning Glories flow 
At once from the bright Sun, and ſtrike the Ground: 
H winged Lightning the ſoft Air does wound: 
Sow Time admires, and knows not what to call 
The Motion, having no Account ſo ſinall, Cowl. David. 
; From th' Idzan Mount, 
Sift ſhot the Goddeſs tow'rds the Tow rs of Heav'n: 
d when ſome Trav'ller reviews in Thought 
The various Regions of the travers'd World, 
With nimble Glance from Realm to Realm he flies, 
Fleeter than Lightning flaſhing from the Clouds: 
9 rapidly the G ddeſs held her Way. Broome, Hom. 
—— She was light of Foot, | 
As Shatts which long-field Parthians ſhoot: 
But not ſo light as tobe borne, | 
Upon the Ears of ſtanding Corn, 
Or trip it o'er the Water quicker 
Than Witches when their Staffs they liquor, 
As ſome report. Hud. 


SWIMMING. 


; How all undreſs'd upon the Banks he ſtood, 
ind clapt his Sides, and leapt into the Flood: 


His 
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han Breath ſhut out from a new. folded Roſe. How. In. Qu. | 


Swift, as he would o'crtake forerunning Thought. D'Av. | 


=, 
REES. * = 


2 —— 
— 


8 
r 
mt 


2 


— 
* 


8 


His lovely Limbs the filver Waves divide, 
His Limbs appear more voy thro' the Tide: 


As Lillies, ſhut within a cryſtal Caſe | 10 
Receive a gloffy Luſtre from the Glaſs: Add. Ovid. Ui 
He plung'd into the Sein, and, where *rwas ſwifteſt, Y | 
Plough'd to his Point againſt the headſtrong —_— Lee · % 
„ )))) Akers 
He ſwam the ſtormy Main, 0 1 
By Stretch of Arms the diſtant Shore to gain. Dryd. Virg, 10 
He in the Billows plung'd his hoary Head; (Dryd. Virg, z 
And, where he leap'd, the Waves in Circles widely ſpread, th 
His skilful Arms ſupport his ſnowy Limbs ; 1 
Still glitt'ring thro” the Streams, in which he ſwims. — 05 
2 eo 0 $7 % | He 
—. ͤ 
A Deathalike Coldſerz'd on me; from my Brow, 
Like Southern Dew, the liquid Drops did flow: , 
Stiff and unmov'd I lay, and on my Tongue "me 
My dying Words, when I would ſpeak them, hung: 1 
As mln imperfect Sounds from Children fall, Ga 
When in their Dreams they on their Mothers call. Dr. Theoe. WM iy; 
A ſuddain Damp has ſeiz'd my vital Spirits; 1 
I ſee but thro' a Miſt, and hear far off. Dryd. Love Trium. It 
A ſuddain Chilneſs ſeizes on my Spirits. Cong, M. Bride. y, 
Sure I am near upon my: Journeys Ends Th 
My Head runs round, my yes begin to fail bie 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my Sight. Rowe, J. Sh. rh. 
A ſickly Sweat ſucceeds; and Shades of Night: =. 
Inverted Nature ſwims before his Sight. Dryd. Ovid. Ye 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Sight, the vital Heat | . 
Forſakes her Limbs ; her Veins no longer beat: : [ 
She faints; ſhe falls; and, ſcarce. recov'ring Strength, But 
Thus, with a.fault*ring Tongue, ſhe ſpeaks at Inga, L 
3 . . Dryd. Vrg, In | 
— She faints: ſupport her: _ | | Th 
Suſtain her Head, while I infuſe this Cordial Im 
Into her dying Lips: From ſpicy Drugs, Ani 
Rich Herbs and Flow'rs the potent Juice is drawn; h 
With wondrous Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, Hel 
Drives them around, and wakens Life anew. 
And ſee ! ſhe ſtirs; and the returning Blood 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle: 
Upon her aſhy Cheeks. — Rowe. J. Shore. þ 
At this, fam'd Horoſcope turn'd pale, and ſtrait Wh 
In Silence tumbled from his Chair of State: Spb 


The Crowd in great Confuſion ſought the Door, 


And left the Magus fainting on the Floor: Offs 


— om 22— 


Ofcious Squirt in Haſte forſook the Shop, 

ſo ſuccour the expiring Horoſcope : » 

0 he eſſay'd the Magus to reftore 

ISalt of Succinum's r Pow'r ; 

ſtill ſupine the ſolid Lumber lay, 

Leer in Image of ſcarce animated Clay : 

Par. Til Fates, indulgent when Diſaſters call, 

8 y Squirt's nice Hand apply'd an Urinal: 

S be Wight no ſooner did the Steam receive; 

rg. ht row 2d, and bleſs'd the ſtale Reſtorative: 

cad, re Springs of Life their former Vigour feel; 
och Zeal he had for that vile Utenſil! 
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— Wb when the great Pelides Thetis found; (Garth. 
| fl knew the fiſhy Smell, and th Azure Goddeſs own'd. + 
SWORD. : 


A Sword, whoſe Weight without a Blow might ſlay, 
Able, unblunted, to cut oſts away. Cowl. David. 

He drew his Sword, and breath*d Defiance to my Ears; 
Swung it about his Head, and cut the Winds, (Rom. & Jul. 
Who, nothing hurt with it, hiſs'd him in Scorn. Shak. 

This is a Sword of Spain: the Ice brooks temper; | 
A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain | 
Upon a Soldier's Thigh. ' I've ſeen the Day, 

That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
[re made my Way thro* more Impediments, 
Than twenty times your Stop. —' Shak: Othello. 

— In his Har e 1 
lle bore a dreadful and enormous Sword, __ (Hom. 
Which ſhone like Lightning's formidable Gleams. Broome. 

Like a well temper'd Sword, that bends at Will, 
but keeps the native Toughneſs of the Steel. Dryd. 

He girt his faithful Fauchion to his Side, 
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& his Atnzan Forge, the God of Fire, 
That Fauchion labour'd for the Hero's Sire: 
Immortal Keenneſs on the Blade beſtow'd; 
And plung'd it hiſſing in the Stygian Flood. Dryd. Virg. : 
A ſilver Belt, illulkrious to behold, | (Arth. pl. 
Held his broad Sword, adorn'd with Studs of Gold. Blac. P. i 
40 
| * 
And now behold the dreadful Caves and Bowis, {0 
here Phoebus! —_— ; Where Delos? God inſpires 1 
jbilia's Breaſt with ſtrong prophetick Fires. Laud. Arg q | 
- — 
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876 | 8 * 
— The mad divining Dame, 5 
The Prieſteſs of the God, Deiphobe her Name. Dr. Virg, 
And thou, O ſacred Maid, inſpir'd to ſee 
Th' Event of Things in dark Futurity : : 
But oh ! commit not thy-propherick Mind 
To flitring Leaves, the Sport of ev'ry Wind ; 
Leſt they diſperſe in Air our empty Fate; 
Write not, but, what the Pow'rs ordain, relate. Dryd. Virg, 
Nor ſhalt thou want thy Honours in my Land; 
For there thy faithful Oracles ſhall ſtand, 
Preſerv'd in Shrines; and ev'ry facred Lay, 
Which, by thy Mouth, Apcllo ſhall convey ; 
All ſhall be treaſur'd by a choſen Train 
Of holy Prieſts, and ever ſhall remain. Dryd. Virg. 
Conduct me thro? the Regions void of Light : 
Yours is the Pow'r; nor-Proſerpine in vain 
Has made you Prieſteſs of her nightly Reign. Dryd. Virg. 
A raging Propheteſs you there ſhall ſee, | 
Who from her Caves ſings what the Fates decree : 
Her myſtick Numbers writes on Leaves; and then 
| j | In Order lays, and lurks within her Den. 
BI Before the Door they lie as they were plac'd; 
11 But if, that op'ning, or ſome gentle Blaſt 
Should them diſorder, ſhe no more will ting; 
Nor when once ſcatter'd to Contexture bring: 
Thus many unreſolv'd forſake the Maid ; i 
And hate the gloomy Cell, and louring Shade. Laud. Virg, 
The lofty Temple was 
Cut out in Cliffs of Cumz's cragged Hill, 
| Whoſe hundred Doars a hundred Voices fill. 
Sybilla's Anſwers from the Cave reſound, 
And ſhake the Caverns of the hollow Ground: 
Before the Gate the Virgin eall'd aloud ; 
Now is the Time! he comes! behold the God! 
Her 2 Looks and Face, with ſtarting Hair, 
The inward Tumult of her Soul declare: 
Full of the God, her Boſom fiercely ſwells; 
She bigger ſeems: her Voice by far excels 
All human Sound: when the inſpiring God 
Poſſeſs'd her lab'ring Soul, ſhe call'd aloud, 
Impatient of the God, ſhe reels and raves 
Around the Vault; her Heart with Fury heaves: 
She ſtrove to ſhake the Godhead from her Soul: 
Mortals in vain celeſtial Pow'rs controul: 
He curb'd her foaming Mouth ; her Boſom fir'd, 


Proportion'd to the Spirit he inſpir'd. Thus 
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Thus from the dark Receſs the Sybil ſpoke ; 
ind the refiſting Air the Thunder broke; 
The Cave rebellow'd, and the Temple ſhook : 
8. Th'ambiguous God, who rul'd her labcing Breaſt, 
theſe myſterious Words his Mind expreſs'd: (Virg. 
ome Truths reveal'd, in Terms involv'd the Reſt. Dryd. 
Thus from the holy Place Sybilla ſung ; | 
And round the Vault the Inſpiration rung: | 1 
1 Deep Truths wrapt up in Words of doubtful Senſe: 1 
„ bbedus at laſt withdraws his Influence: 1 
Checking th' Impulſes of her panting Breaſt; 
Her foaming Rage, and raging Fury ceas'd. Laud. Virg. 
Languid and dull, when abſent from her Cave, 
No Oracles of old the Sybil gave: 
Bnt when beneath her ſacred Shrine ſhe ſtood, 
Her Fury ſoon confeſs'd the coming God: 
Her Breaſt began to heave, her Eyes to roul ; 
And wond*rous Viſions fill'd her lab'ring Soul. Fenton. 


S'F LF 


The 2 85 Militia of the lower Sky; 
The lucid Squadrons ; Denizens of Air. 
dome to the Sun their Inſet Wings unfold, 
Wafr on the Breeze, or fink in Clouds of Gold: 
Tranſparent Forms, too fine for mortal Sight; 
Their fluid Bodies half diſſolv'd in Light: 
Looſe to the Wind their airy Garments flow; 
Thin glitt'ring Textures of the * Dew: 
Dipt in the richeſt Tincture of the Skies, 
Where Light difports in ever mingling Dies : 
While ev'ry Beam new tranſient Colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their Wings. 
Some in the Fields of pureſt Æther play, 
And bask and whiten in the Blaze of ay : | 
Some guide the Courſe of wand'ring Orbs on high, 
Or roul the Planets thro? the boundleſs Sky. | 
dome, leſs refin'd, beneath the Moon's pale Light, 
Hover and catch rhe ſhooting Stars by Night, 
Or ſuck the Miſts in groſſer Air below; , 
Or dip their Pinions in the painted Bow, 
Or brew fierce Tempeſts on the wintry Main 
Or on the Glebe diſtil the kindly Rain. Pope. 


S T | 
SyIvanus comes, with rural Honours crown'd ; 
with flow'ry Leaves, and Lillies nodding round. Trap. Vir. 
4 0 f e- 
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Behold Sylvanus, with his moſſy Beard, 
And leaf: — attended by a Herd 
Of Wood - born Satyrs: See! he ſhakes his Spear; 
A green young Oak, the talleſt of the Year. Temp. Virg. 
e old Syſvanus, youthful in Decay. Pope. Ovid. 
Fylvanus comes: his Brows a Country Crown | 
Of Fennel and of nodding Lillies drown. Dryd. Virg, 


S0 . 
Fynods are myſtical Bear-Gardens, 
Where Elders, Deputies, Churchwardens, 

And other Members of the: Courr, | 
Manage the Babyloniſh Sport: 

For Prolocutor, Scribe, and Bear-ward, 
Do differ only in a mere Word. 

Both are but ſev'ral Synagogues 
Of carnal Men, and Bears and Dogs: 
Both Antichriſtian Aſſemblies, _ 

To Miſchief bent as far's in them lies: 
Both ſtave and tail, with fierce Conteſts, 
The one with Man, the other Beaſts: 
The Diff rence is, the one fights with 
The Tongue, the other with the Teeth : 
And that they bait but Bears in this, | 
In th' other, Souls and Conſciences. 

This to the Prophet did appear, 

Who in a Viſion ſaw a Bear, 

Prefiguring the beaſtly Rage | 
Of Church Rule in this latter Age : 

As is demonſtrated at full 

By him that baited the Pope's Bull. 
Bears e Beaſts of Prey, 


That live by Rapine; ſo do they: 6 
What are their Orders, Conſtitutions, 70 
Church-Cenſures, Curſes, Abſolutions, = 
But ſev'ral myſtick Chains they make; Th 
To tie poor Chriſtians to the Stake ? Let 
And then ſer Heathen Officers, Saf 
Inſtead of Dogs, about their Ears; Sue 
For, to prohibit and diſpenſe, _ Ber 
To find out or to make Offence, _ | Ha 
Of Hell and Heaven to diſpoſe, He 
To play with Souls at faſt and looſe, Af 
To ſet what Characters they pleaſe, | | If 
And Mulcts on Sin or Godlineſs, HS Ha 


Reduce the Church to Goſpel Order, 6 
By Rapine, Sacrilege, and Murder, To 


To make Presþytery ſupream, 4 
And Kings themſelves ſubmit to them, 
And force all People, tho' againſt 
Their Conſciences, to turn Saints, 
Muſt prove a pretty thriving Trade, 
Where Saints Monopoliſts are made: 
When pious Frauds, and holy Shifts 
Are Diſpenſations and Gifts, 
There Godlineſs becomes mere Ware, 
And ev'ry Synod but a Fair. 
Synods are Whelps of th' Inquiſition, 
A mungrel Breed of like Pernition, | 
And, growing up become the Sires 
Ot Scribes, Commiſſioners and Triers; 
Whoſe Bus'neſs is, N Slight 
To caſt a Figure for Man's Light; 
To find in Line of Beards and Face 
The Phyſiognomy of Grace; 
And by the Sound of Twang and Noſe, 
If all be ſound within diſcloſe, 
Free from a Crack or Flaw of inning, 
As Men try Pipkins by their ringing : 
By black Caps, underlaid with white, 
Give certain Gueſs at inward Light : 
Which Serjeants at the Goſpel wear, 
To make the ſpiritual Calling clear. Hud. 
Grave Synod-Men that were rever'd 
For ſolid Face, and Depth of Beard. Hud. 
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TA LENI. 

Conſider well the Talent you poſſeſs; 
Toftrive to make it more would make it leſs. 
—— — All ſhould their Talent learn: 
The moſt Attempting oft the leaſt diſcern: 
let P——h ſpeak, and V=——k Write; 
doft Acon court, and rough Cæcinna fight! 
duch muſt ſucceed; but, when th'enervate aim 
Beyond their Force, they ſtill contend for Shame : 

ad C—— printed nothing of his own, 
He had not been the S=—fold of the Town: 
Aſſes and Owls, unſeen, themſelves betray, 
If theſe attempt to hoot, or thoſe to t „ 
Had W ne'er aim d in Verſe to pleaſe, 
We had not rank'd him with our Oglebys: . © * 
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By vain Ambition ſtill t' extend them more: 


In Silk and Gold, and Scenes of Action dreſs: 


4s. 
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Still Cenſures will on dull Pretenders fall; 

A Codrus ſnould expect a ſuvenal: e 

Ill Lines, but like ill Paintings, are allow'd, 

To ſet off, and to recommend the good. 

So Di'monds take a Luſtre from their Foyle, 8 

And to a B——=y tis we owe a B-——le. Garth. 
One Science only will one Genius fit: 

So vaſt is Art, ſo narrow human Wit! 

Not only bounded to peculiar Arts, 

But, oft in thoſe, contin'd to ſingle Parts. 

Like Kings, we loſe the Conqueits, gain'd before, 


Each might his ſev'ral Province well command. 
Would Ki but ſtoop to what they underſtand. Pope. 


TAPER. 


So dying Tapers near their Fall, 
With their own Luſtre light their Funeral, 
Contract their Strength into one brighter Fire, 
And in that Blaze triumphantly expife. Oldb. 
Like Tapers, new blown out, the Fumes remain, 
To catch the Light, and bring it back again. Paten 
| | 5 (of Gran. p. 2 
From gilded Roofs the Lamps ſuch Light diſplay, 
They vanquiſh Light, and emulate the Day. Laud. Virg. 


* 


TI 


Great Artiſt, who can't Nature's Face expreſs 


Can'ſt figur'd Arras animated leave, 
Spin a bright Story, or a Paſſion weave: 
By mingling Threads, can'ſt mingle Shade and Light, 
Delineate Triumphs, or deſcribe a Fight. 
The Room with golden br dns Site d bright; 
At once to pleaſe, and to confound, the Sight. Cowl. Dar- 


T ART A R. 


So 2 wild Tartar, when he ſpies | 
A Man that's handſome, valiant, wiſe,  - 
It he can kill him, thinks t' inherit 
His Wit, his Beauty, and his Spirit: 
Asif juſt {o much he enjoy'd, 
As in another is deſtroy'd. | 
For when a Giant's ſlain in Fight, | 
Or mow'd o'erthwart, or cleft downright, ' i 
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lt is a heavy Caſe, no Doubt, - 8 
A Man ſhould have his Brains beat out, 1 
Becauſe he's tall, and has large Bones, 

As Men kill Beavers for their Stones. Hud. 


TARTAR US. 


The deep Abyſs of gloomy Tartarus | 
Thoſe dreadful Caverns ſhut with Braſs and Iron, > 
Where brooding Night and ſolid Darkneſs dwell 

ks far below the Empire of the Dead, | 
The common Hell, as tis from Earth to Heav'n. Oz. Hom, 

This Path to that unhappy Region tends, 1 
Which to the Depth of Tartarus deſcends; 1 67 
The Seat of Night profound, and puniſh'd Fiends. Dr. Virg. I 

Then of its {elf unfolds th' eternal Door: ä 
With dreadful Sounds the brazen Hinges roar : 
You ſee, before the Gate, what 3 Ghoſt 
commands the Guard, what Centries keep the Poſt: 
More formidable Hydra ſtands within; 
Whoſe Jaws with iron Teeth ſeverely grin : 
The gaping Gulph low to the Centre lies | 
And twice as deep as Earth is diſtant from the Skies: 
The Rivals of the Gods, the Titan Race, Space. 
Here, ſindg'd with Lightning, roul within th' unfathom'd 
lere lie th Alcan Twins, I {ſaw them both, | PALE 
Enormous Bodies of gigantick Growth; 
Who dar'd in Fight the Thund'rer to defy; 
ect his Heav'n, and force him from the Sky. 
Unhappy Theſeus, doom'd for ever there, 
Isfixt by Fate on his eternal Chair: 
And wretched Phlegyas warns the World with Cries, 
Could Warning make the World more juſt or wiſe, Virg. 
Lam Righteouſneſs, and dread th'avenging Deities. Dr. 


T4ASTH 


——— We taſte, when Savours, ng. 

rom Mears by cruſhing Teeth, immerſe the Tongue: 
hen Juices, flowing from the tender Meat, 

dew the Palate; when they ſpread all o'cr 

The ſpungy Tongue, and ſtand in ev'ry Pore. Cr. Lucr. 
from taſted Honey pleaſing Thoughts ariſe, 

And in delightful Airs look thro' our Eyes: 

hen Rue or Wormwood's touch'd, flies ev'ry Grace; 
And violent Diſtortions ſcrue the Face. Creech. Lucr. 
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"FB A R. S. 
mp, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for they fall 
Like baneful Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky : 
I feel them chill me to the very Heart. Otw. Orph, 
By Heav'n, my Love, thou do'ſt diſtract my Soul: 
There's not a Tear, that falls from thoſe dear Eyes, 
But makes my Heart weep Blood. Lee. Mith. 
O dry thoſe Tears, thoſe Drops of liquid Pearl, 
More precious far than aromatick Gums, | 
Or-fragrant Balm, which Eaſtern Groves diſtil. Hig. G. Cong. 
O raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 


This Waſte of Tears! —— Rowe. Fair Pen. * 
Such Pearls the mourning Eyes of Thetis pay, 0 
When her cool'd Lover bol gtr, Waves away. Lee. Glor, 10 
Ol will credit my Semandra's Tears, 15 
Nor think them Drops of Chance, like other Women's, "i 
The Weather of their Souls, the criſtal Bubbles, by 
Which they can make at Will. Lee. Mith. No 
One Smile, one Tear of Joy from my Semandra n 
Will waſh the Anger of the Gods away. Lee Mithr, wi 
What precious Drops are thoſe, <—— Ti 
Which — each others Track purſue; (Gran. p.2, 10 
Bright as young Di'monds in their infant Dew ? Dryd. C. of 0 
aſſion grew big, and I could not forbear; 1 
Tears drown'd my Eyes, and Trembling ſeiz'd my Soul. * 
Otw, O: ph. 110 

I ſee thy modeſt Tears, aſham'd to fall, (Cref. be 


And witneſs any Part of Woman in thee. Dryd. Troil. & Ti 
In Tears his Eyes would ſwim, ; 
BNA Virtue binds them to the Brim. Lee. oy 

ake then theſe Tears; with that he wip'd bis Eyes, Nt 
Tis all the Aid my preſent Pow'r ſupplies : Flr 
No Court Informer can theſe Arms accuſe ; (& Ach, a 
Theſe Arms may Sons againſt their Fathers aſe. Dryd. Abl. Wl | 
Down his Micted Face | « 


The trickling Tears had ſtream'd ſo faſt a Pace, 5 
As left a Path, worn by their briny Race. Otw. | Bur 
3 And 

More tedious than old Dotards, when. they woo ; And 
Than trayeFd Fops, when far-ftetch'd Lies they prate; Diſt 
Or fatr'ring Poets, when they dedicate. Ol Whi 
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— — Tedious is the Day, 
k; is the Night before ſome- Feſtival; 


o an impatient Child; that has new Robes, 
ind may not wear them. Otw. C. Mar. 


TEMPEST. 


— Behold: the-gath'ring Tempeſt riſe 

With ſullen Brow, and flowly mount the Skies: 

Th'embattel'd Clouds in ef Throngs aſcend, (Arth. 

And croſs the Sky their dreadful Front extend. (Blac. K. 
The heavy Tempeſt labours thro? the Air; 

Oerſpreading Miſts th' extinguiſh'd Sun-beams drown ; 

Dark Clouds o'er all the black Horizon frown : 

Hoarſe Thunder rouls; and, murm'ring, tries its Voice, 

preluding to the Tempeſt's dreadful Noiſe. 

The Heav'n's wide Frame outrageous Thunder ſhocks, 

Loud as the mighty Crack of falling Rocks: 

The cloudy Machines burſt amidſt the Skies; | 

And from their yawning Wombs exploded Lightning flies : 

Confuſion fills the Air; Fire, Rain, and Hail, 

Now mingle Tempeſts, now by Turns prevail. Blac. P. Arth. 
Thus on the Surges riſing Tempeſts blow, 

Which ſwellipg by Degrees ſtill whiter grow, 

Till, by the Fury of the Storm full blown, 

The muddy Bottom to the Clouds is thrown. Laud. Virg. 
Out Boreas ruſh'd; and, meditating War, 

Muſter'd his loud Battalions in the Air: 

duft he advanc'd with his collected Force; 

High Domes and ſtately Palaces defac'd, 

Demoliſh'd Towns, and laid the Foreft waſte. 

The lofty Pines from midſt the Clouds deſcend, 

And ghaſtly Ruin on the Hills extend: 

The vobleſt Oaks, which on the Mountains ſtood, 

The great Defence and ory of the Wood, 

Flat on the Ground, ſad Deſolation! lie, 

And with their Roots turn'd up amaze the Sky: 

And now the Winds the Sourhern Ocean gain, 

They beat with all their Wings the troubled Main; 

And to the Clouds the wat'ry Columns rear: 

But then th'unſtable Mountains fall as low, 

And down as far as Night's Apartment flow : 

The ſecret Horrours of the Gulph diſplay, 

And far enlarge the Frontier of the Day: 

Diſturb the antient Waters of the 1 : 

Which, on their central Beds extended, lay aſleep: 

3 „ Th' un: 
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Th' unconſtant Ocean, with alternate Waves, 
Th' etherial Region now, and now th'infernal, laves: 


Againſt the Skies their Foam the Billows throw, 
And from the Clouds ſend back their Rain in Snow. nd 
The Earth's Foundation ſtrong Convulſions ſhake, 7 


Disjoint its Frame, and Hell's Partition break : | 
Whence pitchy Clouds rife thro' the gaping Wound, 
Pollute the Skies, and Heav'n with Hell confound: 
Such Noiſe, ſuch Uproar, ſuch Diſtraction reign, 
And ſo imbroil the Land, the Air, the Main, 

That Nature, with th'unequa] Force oppreſs d, 

In agonizing Throes her Fears confeſs'd, | 

That conqu'ring Chaos would ſubvert her Throne, 
Ruin her Empire, and reſtore his own : 

In vain the Pilots in rhe Steerage ſtand : 

The Ships a alone the Winds Command : 

Some, their Maſts broken, and their Rigging torne, 
Are at the Pleaſure of the Tempeſt borne : 

Some run a-ground, and ſome with dreadful Shocks 
Are daſh'd to Pieces on oppoſing Rocks. 

The Ships and th' Ocean, and the furious Storm, 
Unite their Noiſe, and perfect Diſcord form. Blac. Eliza, 


Tempeſt allay d by an Angel. 
Mean time bright Uriel flies, 
Let by a golden Sun-beam down the Skies : 
— — He touch'd his Lyre, 
Fam'd for its Sweetneſs in the heav'nly Quire: 
Th'enchanted Winds ſtraitway their Fury laid, 
Grew wond'rous ſtil], and ſtrict Attention paid: 
Aerial Dzmons, that by 3 ſtray, 
Sport in loud Thunder, and in 8 play, N 
Spread their brown Wings, and fly in Clouds away: 
he Day returns; the Heav'ns no longer ſcowl; (Arth. 
And fierce Sea Monſters, charm'd, forget to howl. Blac. . 
The Winds, obedient, leave in Peace the Waves, 
And fly ſubmiſſive to their Northern Caves: 
With their cold Wings they ſweep th' Etherial Road, 
Impatient to regain their bleak Abode: 
Panting for Breath, and with their Toil oppreſs'd, 
They to their hollow Hills repair for Reſt: 
The Tempeſt fled; the row'ring Waves ſubſide; 
And gentle Breezes play along the Tide. Blac. Eliza. 
OJd Ocean ſmiles to ſee the Tempeſt fled, 
New lays his Waves, and ſmooths his ruffled Bed. Bl. P. Arth. 
The Storm is huſh'd ; the Winds breathe out their laſt ; 
The Thunders too in feebler Vollies die; 4 


TH 
nd all the ruffled Elements return 


o their dull Order. Tate, Loy. Gen. 


Tempeſts ſometimes drive Ships into the Port. Sedl. 
h | (Ant. & Cleop. 


THANKS. : 


Grant me but Life, good Heav'n, but Length of Days, 
o pay ſome Part, ſome Little of this Debt, 

is countleſs Sum of Tenderneſs and Love, 
For which I ſtand eng zd to this All-Excellence: 
hen bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate, 
Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd 

hen, then *rwill be enough —— TI ſhall be old, 
] ſhall have liv'd beyond all Aras then. 
Of yet unmeaſur'd Time, when | have made 

his exquiſite, this moſt amazing Goodnef*, (Bride. 


l Witb Gratitude as low as Knees can pay 


You have deſerv'd from me - 
More than Reward can anſwer. | 
Were the main Ocean cruſted into Land, 
And univerſal Monarchy were mine, 
Here ſhould the Gift be plac'd. — Dryd. D. Seb. 
— What J am, 
Is but thy Gift, make what thou canſt of me, 
Secure of no Repulſe. -—— Dryd. D. Seb. 
— For that kind Word 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth, Fair Pen. 
Weep on your Feet, and bleſs you for this Goodneſs. Rowe. 
——= Your Bounty is beyond my ſpeaking ; 
But, tho? my Mouth be dumb, my Heart (hall thank you; 
And when it melts. before the Throne of Mercy, 
My fervent Soul ſhall breathe one Pray'r for you; | 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The Grace and Goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. Rowe. J. Shi 
What can I pay thee for this noble N (Tan. 
but grateful Praiſe? So Heav'n it ſelf is paid. Rowe. 
Fain T in Gratitude would ſomething ſay, | 
| Bt am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. Otw. D. Carl. 
-—— You outbid my Service, (Amb.Stepm. 
And all Returns are vile, but Words the pooreſt. Rowe. 
0 O call not to my Mind what you have done: | 
It ſeis a Debt of that Account before me, (M. Bride. 
ich ſhe ws me poor and bankrupt ev'n in Hopes. a 
| q 3 TT 


K 


dome Recompence of Love and matchleſs Truth. Cong. M. 


To thoſe beſt holy Fires, our Guardian Angels | (Seb. 
Receive theſe Thanks, ?rill Altars can be rais'd. Dryd, Don 
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886 TH 
Well have you made Amends, by this laſt Comfort, 
For the cold Dart yon ſhot at me before 
For this laſt Goodneſs, O my Athenais, - 
I empty all my Soul in Thanks before you. Lee, Theol. 
The Gods, if Gods to Goodneſs are inclin'd, 
If Acts of Mercy touch their Heav'oly Mind; 
And, more than all-the-Gods, your gen'rous Heart, 
. Conſcious of Worth, requite its-own Deſert : 
In you this Age is happy, and this Earth 
And Parents, more than mortal, gave you Birth: 
While rouling Rivers änto Seas ſhall run; 
And round the Space of Heav'n the radiant Sun: 
While Trees the Mountain-Tops with Shades ſupply; 
Your Honour, Name and Praiſe, ſhall never die. Pryd. Vin 
Th' Inhabitants of Seas and Skies ſhall change ; 
And Fiſh'on Shore, and Stags in Air, ſhall range: 
The baniſh'd Parthian dwell.on Arar's Brink ; 
And the blue German ſhall the Tigris drink: 
Ere I, forſaking Gratitude and Truth, 8 
* the Figure of that God-like Youth. Dryd. Virg. 
y Name, O Varus, if the kinder Pow'rs 
Preſerve our Plains, and ſhield the Mantuan Tow'rs; 
The Wings of Swans, and ſtronger pinion'd Rhyme, 
Shall raiſe aloft ; and, ſcaring, bear above 
Th'immortal Gift of Gratitude to Jove. Dryd. Virg. 
O had'ſt thou fought ſo poorly as thou ſpeak*ſt, 
Thy Actions, all the Laurels that lie green 
Upon thee; ſtrait would wither, and be Duſt : 
To mention bur thy laſt, thy laſt of Wars, 
Which ev'n the Breath of Majeſty makes vile 
So much below thy Valour is all Language ! 
The Glory of that Battel is your own: 
To thee we owe the Day, our Life, and Empire: 
Demand, I ſay 3 ask me molt royally : 
I will be laviſh to thy vaſt Ambition, 
And crown thy Wiſhes like a giving God. Lee. Mith. 
Now, by my Hopes of Mercy, he's ſo loſt, 
His Heart's ſo full, brim full of Tenderneſs, 
The Senſe of what you've done has ſtruck him ſpeechlels, 
Nor can he thank you now but with his Tears. Lee. Mith. 


There is a kind of Gratitude in Thanks. (of Cap. 
Tho! it be barren, and bring forth but Words. South. Fate 
O Silver-footed Goddeſs ! — 


Thy Pow'r was once not uſcleſs in Jove's Aid, 


When 


22> -— > -J a» 


TH 
pen he, who high above the higheſt r | 
t, Surpriz?d by Traitor- Gods, was bound in Chains. 
When Juno, Pallas, with Ambition fir'd, 
And his blue Brother of the Seas confpir'd; 
rod. Thou freed'ſt the Sov*reign from unworthy Bands, 
Thou brought'ſt Briareus with his hundred Hands, 
Twice ſtronger than his Sire, who ſate above, 
Aſſeſſor to the Throne of thund'ring Jove : | 
The Gods, diſmay'd at his Approach withdrew, 2 
Nor durſt their unaccompliſh'd Crime purſue. Dryd. Hom. 
Ser by old Ocean's Side, the Goddeſs heard; 
Then f: om the ſacred Deep her Head ſhe rear'd; 
Roſe like a Morning Miſt, —— Dryd. Hom. 
THECS 
As thick as Swarms of Bees fly round their Hives | 
At Evining Cloſe, or when a Tempeſt drives. Creech. Virg. 
Thick as the Leaves in Autumn fall in Woods; | 
Or Birds, when forc'd by Storms from Winter Floods, 
Seek after milder Climates on the Land. Laud. Virg. 
Thick as the Ears of Wheat on Hermus' Plains, 
Or Lycian Fields, when ſcorching Phœbus reigns. : 
Thick as the Waves in Lybian Seas are roul'd, 
When dire Orion ſets in Winter's Cold. Laud. Virg. 
Thick as ſcatter'd Sedge - 
Afloat, when with fierce Winds, Orion arm'd, 
Has vex'd the Red-Sea,Coaft, whoſe Waves o'erthrew 
Buſiris, and his Memphian Chivalry, 
While with perfidious Hatred they purſu'd 
The Sojourners of Goſhen, who beheld 
From the ſafe Shore their floating Carcaſles, 
And broken Charior-Wheels : ſo thick beſtrown, 
Abject and loft, lay theſe, cov'ring the Flood, 
Under Amazement of their hideous Change. Milt. P. Loſt, 
Thick as the Galaxy with Stars is ſown. Di 


yd. 
Thick as the Motes that twinkle in the Sun. Dryd. Chau. 
(The Wife of Bath's Tale. 


THOUGHT. 


p Thoughts in an Inſtant thro* the Zodiack run, 
A Year's long Journey for the lab'ring Sun: 

Then down they ſhoot, as {wift as darting Light, 

Nor can oppofing Clouds retard their Flight: 

Thro? ſubterragean Vaults with Eaſe they ſweep, 

And fearch the hidden Wonders of the Deep. Blac. 
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888 TH 
Thoughts are the Picture of the Mind. D' Axen. 
The Hermite's Solace in his Cell; 
The Fire that warms the Poets Brain; 
The Lover's Heaven, or his Hell; 
The Madman's Sport, the wiſe Man's Pain. 
— — There is Nothing {1 
Or good or bad, but N makes it ſo. Shak. Haml. 
I think ; therefore I am: Hard State of Man, 
That proves his Being by an Argument, 
That ſpeaks him wretched ! Birds in Cages loſe 
The Freedom of their Natures unconfin*d ; 
Vet they will fing and bill, and murmur there, 
As merrily as if they were on Wing: 
But Man, that reaſoning Fav'rite of Heav'n, 
How can he bear it? Tho? rhe Body find 
Reſpite from Torment, yet the Mind has none: 
For thouſand reſtleſs Thoughts, of different Kinds, 
Beat thick upon the Soul: ſome are comparing 
The preſent with the paſt; how happy once 
T was, and now how wretched : ſame preſenting 
My Miſeries by others Happineſs ; N 
Whilſt others, falſely flatt' ring me to Life, 
Tell me my Fortune ripens in the Womb | 
Of Time; and I ſhall yet be happy. South. Loy. Bro. 
Crowds of ill-boding Thoughts my Soul diſmay. 605 
; * a Ophn. 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts crowd to my Memo 
; | (Otw. Orph, 
A thouſand Thoughts prey on my tortur'd Soul; 
And whirling Fanſy turns my Senſes round. South. Loy. Bro. 
Conſider ? How ſhou'd I —— —— 
Conſider, who.grow mad with crowding Thoughts, 
Where ev'ry one, endeav'ring to be foremoſt, 
Stops up the Paſlage, and will choak my Reaſon. Lee. Mith. 
| inking will make me mad: Why muſt I think, 
When no Thovghr brings me Comfort. —— South: F. Mar, 
—— Would I had met 
Sharpeſt Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilences, 
Or any other deadly Foe to Life, (Fair Pen, 
Rather than heave beneath this Load of Thought. Rowe. 
— By Heav'n, I'd rather be a Dog, 
And lead a brutal Life without Reflection, (& Arm. 
Than to be ſt ung with this tormenting Thought. Den. Rin. 
A thouſand crowding Thoughts 
Break in at once: this Way and that they ſnatch ; 
They tear my hurry'd Soul: all claim Attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Rowe. J. Shore. 


* 


My ridden Thoughts, hagg'd with 8 Tears, 
Have ſunk my Spirits to the Depth of Hell. South. Diſap. 
O that my working Thoughts were once at reſt, 
fill as fall'n Stars, or Streams bound up in Froſt. Tate. 
| | (Loy. Gen. 
—— — O peaceful Solitude! | 
Here all things ſmile, and in {weet Conſort join; - 
All bur my Thoughts, that {till are out of Tune, (Gen. 
And break, like jarring Strings, the Harmony. Tate. Loy. 
Thou haſt rowz'd a Thought, 
Which, like a ſuddain Earthquake, ſhakes my Flame. 
| | (Cong. M. Bride. 
— — bb! name it not again, 
t ſhews a beaſtly Image to my Fanſ 7 
Will wake me into Madneſs. Otw. Ven. Pref. 
— Forget that Thought, : 
Which, jarring, grates your Soul, and turns the Harmony 


Of bleſſed Peace to curs'd infernal Difcord..” Rowe. Amb; 
| _ (Step 


* 

— — yoo * 4 
— — — ä 
2 * — — 


O'thou haſt ſearch'd too deep: — | : 
There, there I bleed : there pull the horrid Cords, _ 
That ſtrain my cracking Nerves: Engines and Wheels, 
That piecemeal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm 
To that Soul-racking Thought. — Sore, M. Bride. 


. 


There is a {ſtrange Diſorder in thy Thoughts, 8 

something thou would'ſt unfold, and know'ſt not how. 
| (Rowe. Fait Pen. 

O ſleep that Thought, and I ſhall be at Eaſe. South. Diſap. 

Stop thee there, Aſpaſia ;- 

And barr my Fanſy from the gui:ty Scene; 

Let not Thought enter, leſt the buſy Mind | 
ould muſter ſuch a Train of monſtrous Images, 
bs would diſtract me. Rowe. Tamerl. 

— O calm Es | 
Tie warring Paſſions and tumultuous Thoughts, (Pen, 
That rage within thee, and deform thy Reaſon. Rowe. Fair 
See where he ſtands ; folded and fixt to Earth 
afPaing in Thought. — Cong. M. Bride. 5 

benſive, like Kings in their declining State. Dr. Riv. Lad. 

Stupid he ſate, his Eyes on Earth declin'd; | 
And various Cares revolving in his Mind. Dryd. Virg. 

Nor Devils, nor Angels, of a purer Mould, 

Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought. 
Nor Man, who knows not Man but by Surtniſe ; 
Iisſearching there where Heav'n can only pry. Dry. 
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O that thou wert my equal; great in Arms 
ks the firſt Cæſar was, that I might kill there 
Without a Stain to Honour. Dryd. All for Love: 


Some God pluck threeſcore Years 
That I may Kill him, and nor ſtain my Glory 
Haſt thou compacted for a Leaſe of Years (D 
With Hell, that thus thou ventur'ſt ro provoke me? 
O that I had the fruitful Heads of Hydia, : 
That one might bourgeon where another fell! 
Sill would I give thee Work; ſtill, (till, thou Tyrant, 
And hiſs thee with the laſt, — Dryd. D. Seb. 
Art thou ſome Ghoſt, fome Demon, or ſome God, 
That I ſhou'd ſtand aftoniſh'd at thy Sight: 
If thou could'ſt deem ſo meanly of my Courage. 
Why did'ſt thou not engage me Man for Man, 
And try the Virtue of that Gorgon Face, 
To ſtare me into Statue? : 273 
Think not you dream: or, if you did, my Injuries 
Hall call ſo loud, that Lethargy ſhould wake; 
And Death ſhou'd give you back to anſwer me: 
The long expected Hour is come ar Length, 
By manly Vengeance to redeem my Fame ; 
And that onee clear'd, eternal Death is welcome. 
Thou haſt d 
To tell me, what I durſt nor tell my ſelf; 
durſt not think that I was ſpurn'd and live: 
And live to hear it boaſted to my Face: 
All my long Avarice of Honour loſt, 
Heap'd up in Youth, and hoarded up for Age: 
Has Honour's Fountain then ſuck'd back the Stream? 
He has; and hooting Boys may dry-ſhod paſs, 
And gather Pebbles from the naked Ford. 
Give me my Love, my Honour, give *em back 
Give me Revenge, while I have Breath to as 
Thou might'ſt as ſafely meet 
The Thunder launch'd from the red Arm of Jove, Dryd. 
Thou wouldſt elude my Juſtice, and eſcape; 
But I will follow thee thro' Earth, and Seas; 
Nor Hell ſhall hide thee from my juſt Revenge. Dryd. 
O that I had 
Some one renown'd, and winter'd as my ſelf, 
Tencounter, like an Oak, the rooting Storm: 
But thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend, 
With my leaſt Blaſt, thy Head of Bloſſoms down. Lee. Cæſ. Bo. 
Speak then, or I will tear thee Limb from Limb: 5 
Thou ſhalt be ſafe, if thou confeſs the Truth; 
But, if thou hide ought from me, I will rack thee, 


m that fond Man; 
' B. M. 118 : 


ryd. D. Seb. 


Dr. D. Seb; 
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892 —— WER 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake the Dead: 
Or I will cut thee to Anatomy, 
And ſearch thro' all thy Veins to find it out. Lee. Cæſ. Boy 
If then I prove thee falſe, O Bellamira, 
Not that celeſtial Copy, ev'n thy Face, 
Shall *ſcape, but I will raze the Draught, as if 
It ne'er had been the Pattern of the Gods: 
If thou art falſe, and if I prove thee ſo, 
That Skin of thine, that matchleſs Weft of Heay'n, 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
WillI tear off, tho* cleaving to the Shrine: 
If thou do'ſt play me falſe, think not of Mercy: 
Fl] take thee unprepar'd, and fink thy Soul, 
Body and Soul to everlaſting Ruin. Lee. Cæſ. Borg. 
O wert thou young again: I wou'd put off 
My Majeſty, to be more terrible, 
Thar, like an Eagle, I might itrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth; ſhake thee to Duſt, and tear 


TH Heart for this bold Lie, thou feeble Dotard. Lee. Alex, 


that thou wert a Man, that I might drive thee. 
Around the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 


As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry. Lee. Alex. 


Think not T have forgot your Inſolence: 

No; tho? I pardon'd it; yer, if again 

Thou dar*ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 

The Bolts of Fury {hall be doubled on thee. _ Lee. Alex. 
I'll pour ſuch Storms of Indignation on thee, . 

Philotas' Rack, Caliſthenes' Diſgrace ; 

Shall be Delight to what thou ſhalt endure. Lee. Alex. 
Safer thou'dſt met a Tigreſs, hunting out = 


The Thief that robb'd her of her Young. ——- 


Thou ſhalt be torne by Horſes, rack'd alive, 
Be:bury'd quick; I'll have thee hew'd-to Pieces. 
Prometheus? Vulture, and Ixion's Wheel 

The Stone, the Sieve; the Tortures of the Damn'd 


Are but ſlight Pains: thou ſhalt be more than damn'd. 


| E (Lanſd. Her. Love. 
I' print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 
And ſcatter thee to all the Winds of Heav'n. Rowe. Fair Pen. 
On Eagles Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, 


And hurl thee headlong from thy Topmoſt Height: 


Then, like thy Fate, ſuperior will I far, 
And view thee falPn and grov'ling-at my Feet; 
See thy laſt Breath with Indignation go, £ 


And tread thee ſinking to the Shades low: Rowe. J. Shore. 


Ha! Doſt thou brave me, Minion ? Doſt thou know 


How vile, how very a Wretch my Pow'r can make thee? 
10 


That J can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine; 


ſo hunt thy Heels, like Hell- Hounds, thro? the World: 

That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, 

ks Help ſhall never find thee ; where, repining, 

Thou ſhalt fir down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguiſh ;- 

Groan to the pitileſs Winds without return, 

Howl like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 

And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs of Miſery. Rowe. J. Shore. 
But hear me Maid: 7 

This Blot of Nature, this deform'd, loath'd Creon 

h maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 

Of your young Minion, ſpoil the God's fine Work, 

And ſtab you in his Heart. Dryd. OEdip. 
Better for him to tempt the Rage of Heav'n, 

And wrench the Bolt red-tiſhag-trom the Hand 

Of him that thunders, than bur think that Inſolence. 

Tis Daring for a God. Cong. Mourn. Bride. 
The gnawing Vulture and the reſtleſs Wheel (Ench. 

hall be delight to what that Wrerch ſhall feel. Lanſd. Brit. 
-——— Deſtruction, {ſwift Deſtruction 

Fall on my Coward Head, and make my Name 

The common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him: 

If I forgive him? if I not revenge 

Vith urmoſt Rage, and moſt unſtaying Fury, 


EX. 


— From his iron Den I'll waken Death, 
&d hurl him on this King: my Honeſty 
Hall ſteel my Sword; and*on-irs-horrid Point 
Il wear my Cauſe, that ſhall amaze the Eyes 
Of this pꝛoud Man, and be too 3 
for him to look on. Beau. Maid. Trag. 
— By my juſt Sword head ſafer 
beſtrid. a Billow, when the angry North 
Plows up the Seas, or made Heav'ns Fire his Food. Beau. M. 
Set Hills on- Hills betwixt me; and the Man, ' 
That utters this, and Iwill ſcale them all, 
And from the utmoſt Tops fall on his Neck 
like Thunder ſrom a Cloud. Beau. Philaſt. 
By Heav'n, Iwill not lay down my Commiſſion, 
Not at his Foot; I will not ſtoop fo low, | 
bat if there be a-Part in all his Face 
More ſacred than the reſt, I ]-chrow it theres Dryd. D. Seb. 
———- Avoid him! It we meet; - "+ 4 
t muſt be like the Cruſn of Heaven and Earth, 
Pinvolve us both in Ruin. Dryd. D. Seb. 


* 
0 


Did he my Slave preſume to look ſo high? 
That crawling Inſect,” who from Mud began, 


Warm'd by my Rays, and kindled-into-Man !*D:yd * 
| a 


Thy Suff rings thou dear Darling of my Lite. Otw. Ven. Preſ. 


(Trag. 
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894 TH 
Had any broad-mouth'd ſland'rous Villain faid it, 

I wou'd have turn'd-him outſide to the Sun, 

Diſplay'd th' infected Fountain of his Thoughts, 

And ſtabb'd the venom'd Lie down to his Heart. South. Diſ 
Tho? he were great as the firſt Cæſar was, 

High ſeated in the Empire of the World, 

With Nations waiting round him for his Guards, 

He went to — all his Glories here : 

Should meet their Fate, and fall before my Fury. South. Di 
To the Earth's urmoſt Verge I will purſue him: 

No place, tho* &er ſo holy, ſhall protect him; | 

No Shape, that artful Fear e'er form'd, ſhall hide him 

| TED Rowe. Fair Pen 
Prieſthood, nor Age, nor Cowardiſe itſelf, 

Shall fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. Rowe. F. pen 
Yes, yes, ye Gods, you ſhall have ample Vengeance 

On Laius' Murd'rer : O the Traitor's Name! 

Ill know't; I will : Arr ſhall be conjur'd fort, 

And Nature all unravel ld. —— PII fetch him, 

Tho? lodg'd in Air upon a Dragon's Wks 

Tho? Rocks ſhou'd hide him: Nay he ſhall be drag'd 

From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 

His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tireſias' Pow'r, 

Confin'd to Fleſh ; to ſuffer Death once more; 

And then be plung'd in his firſt Fires again. Lee. OEdip. 
O did I know the Name of him I dread; (Cæſ. Bor. 

What God in Arms ſhou'd ſave him from my Sword ? Lee, 
o me Juſtice, | " | 

Or, by the Gods, I'Il lay a Scene of Blood, 


Shall make this Dwelling horrible to Nature: No 
J will have Juſtice, — 

Who'll r . ſafety, that has done me Wrong? Otw. Orph. | 
y Slave, whom 1 | A] 
Could tread to Clay, dares utter bloody Threats. Lee. Alex. 
_ Safer thou may'ſt with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, Inf 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, ho 
With all his fatal purple Pomp array'd. Lee. Sophon. 
Peace, Villains, peace, conſpiring T vr" pe Ea 
Now, by the Gods, my Eyes are half unſeal'd: 
But if the Thought, that Kindles in my Breaſt, An 
Finds proper Fuel to increaſe my Fire | WI 
I ſhall conſume you, Traitours; if I find, re 

Which I begin to do, that you have play'd 
The Villain—— ( 
Mark me: if ought of this, if any Shadow An 
Ho 


— wk that you conſpir'd to betray me; 
* 


heap ſuch Horrours on your frighted Souls, 115 Th 
| t 


r 
o r , 


| R 2 
of . 
C 


ſhat you ſhall call your Brother Devils up, 

To march you hence, rather than ſtand my Fury Lee.Mithr, 
If ſhe be dead. - that If's impoſſible ; 

ud let none here affirm it for his Soul: 

for he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lie, 

[ll have his Body ſtrait impal'd before me, 

ind glut my Eyes _ his bleeding Entrails, Lee. Alex. 

iſmiſs that Vanity: | 

Thou, Drances, art below a Death from me: 

let that vile Soul, in that vile Body reſt : f 

The Lodging is well worthy of the Gueſt, Dr. Virg. 
Cowards are ſcar'd with Threat'nings: Boys are whipt 

Into Confeſſions : but a ſteady Mind 


——— —6 


Ads of itſelf; ne er asks the Body Counſel. Otw. Ven. Preſ. 


Reſentments, till by ſweet Revenge reveaPd, 
Deep in your Breaſt ſhou'd wiſely be conceaPd : 
Repeated n only wound the Air: 
h vain your empty Words your Paſſion ſhow : 
He ſhould not hear it, till he feels the Blow. Black. K. Arth. 


THUNDER. 


The dreadful Thunder roars aloud, 
When fighring Winds drive heavy Cloud on Cloud: 
for where the Heav'n is clear, the Sky ſerene, 


No dreadful Thunder's heard, no Lightning ſeen: 
But where the Clouds are thick, there Thunders riſe: _ 

The furious Infant's born, and ſpeaks, and dies. Creech.Lucr, 
From Winds and thick'ning Clouds we Thunder fear ; 
None dread it from that Quarter which is clear. Dryd. 

(Con. of Gran. p. 2. 
We hear 


A Peal of rattling Thunder roul in Air. Dryd. Virg. 
A Flaſh of Lightning with a thund'ring Sound, 
Inflam'd the Sky and ſhook the trembling Ground: 
Again loud Thunder grumbled in the Sky. Laud. Virg. * 
O for a Peal of Thunder, that cou'd make * 4d 
Earth, Sea, and Air, and Heav'n, and Cato tremble. Add. Cato. 
What Mind's unſhaken, and what Soul not aw'd, 
And who not thinks the angry Gods abroad, | 
Whoſe Limbs not ſhrink, when dreadful Thunder, hurl'd 
From broken Clouds, ſhakes the affrighted World ? 2 
a ucre 
Clouds, with ripe Thunder charg'd ſome Angels thither 
And ſome the dire Materials brought for new. (drew, 
Hot Drops of Southern Show'rs, the Sweats of Death, | 
The Voice of Storms, and winged Whirlwind's Breath 1 % 
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Nor longer bellow thro the boundleſs Deep. Dr. State of Inn 


Which, rip'nivg there, ſhall one Day. gain a Birtn 


To ſhift the Seaſons, and conduct the Lear: 
Duration - of Dominion, and of Pow'ry  _ 
To him preſcribe, and fix each fared Hour, 


* 
For, ev'ry beauteous Birth he brings wo: Nis, | 
Ho good ſoe er, and grateful in his Sight, 
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The Flames ſhot forth from fighting Dragon's Eyes, 

The Smokes that from ſcorch'd Fever's Ovens riſe, 

The reddeſt Fires with which fad Comets glow; 

And Sodom's neighb'ring Lake did Spirits beſtow 

Of fineſt Sulphur ; amongſt which _ — el 

Wrath, Fury, Horrour, and all mingled ſhut 

Into a cold moiſt Cloud, t' inflame it more, 

And'make th' enraged Pris'ner louder roar. Cowl. Dayid, 
His Shafts are ſpent, and his tir'd Thunders ſleep, 


So, on the guardleſs Herd, their Keeper ſlain; 
-Riſhes a Tiger in the Lybian Plain. Wall. 
The Mother Tigers thus, their Children ſlain, 
Purſue the murd'ring Wretch, and ſcour along the Plain 
| . | | (Euſd. Stat 
So, happ'ly.tam'd, the Tiger bears his Bands, 
Leſs grimly howls, and licks the Keeper's Hands; 
But, if by Chance he taſtes forbidden Gore, 
He yells amain, and makes his Dungeon roar : 


He glares; he foams ; he aims a deſp'rate Bound; 
And his pale Maſter flies the dang'rous Ground. Tick, Lu 


TIME. 


When firſt the Frame of rhis-vait Ball was made, 
And Jove with Joy the finiſh'd Work ſurvey'd ; . 
Viciſſitude of Things, of Men and States, 5 
Their Riſe and Fall were deſtin'd by the Fates. 

Then Time had firſt a Name ; by firm Decree 
ere Lord of all Futurity: 

ithin whoſe ample Boſom Fates repoſe 
Cauſes of Things, and ſecret Seeds incloſe, 


And force a Paſſage thro' the teeming Earth. 
To him they give to rule the ſpacious Light, 
And bound the yet unparted Day and Night: 
To wing the Hours, that whirl the rouling Sphere; 


This mighty. Rule ro Time the Fates ordain, . 
Bur yet to hard Conditions bind his Rei 


vid, 


u 


pn Ce, 897 
e muſt again to native Earth reſtore, _ 
ind all his Race, with"iron Teeth, devour. 
Nor Good, nor Great ſhall ſcape his hungry Maw, 
kit bleeding Nature prove the rigid Law. _ 
Time takes no Meaſure in Eternity. How, Velt. Virg. 
What's Time, when on Eternity we think ? | 
thouſand Ages in that Sea muſt fink: 
Time's nothing but a Word, a Million 
kfull as far from Infinite as one. Denh. 
The Future is not; and what was is gone: 
Thus we the preſent only call our C. 
And Time itfelf ar laft muſt die, | 
Ind yields its triple Empire to Eternity, Oldh. 
Time is no Meaſure, which can Motion mete; 
ir Time can nothing bur duration be 
f Beings ; and Duration can ſuggeſt 
Nothing, or of their Motion, or their Reſt: 
ly prolong'd Exiſtence Time implies, | 
Whether the Thing is mov'd, or quiet lies. Blac. Creat. 


There's none deſtroys, like Time, and none fo old. Tate. 
(Loy. Gen. 


ſe paſſes for ward on, he quickly — (Lucr. 

I diffrent Face, a diff*rent Sight of Things. Creech. 
En ſtrongeſt Tow'rs and Rocks, all feel the Rage 

Of pow'rful Time; ev'n Temples waſte by Age: 

Nor can the Gods themſelves prolong their Date; 

range Nature's Laws, or get Reprieve from Fate. 

'n Tombs grow old, and waſte, by Years o'erthrown ; 

Men's Graves before, but now become their own. 

How oft the hardeſt Rock diſſolves, nor bears, 


Deſpair not then; for Time theſe Griefs will cure: 
lime dries the ſighing Widow's Eyes, and makes 

The Wretch in Bondage, in his Chains forget 

[hat ever he was happy. ——= Hig. Gen. Cong. 

O Time and Induſtry, ye mighty. Two, 

at bring our Wiſhes nearer to our View. Prior. 
Good Heav'n! thy Book of Fate before me lay; 

bit to tear out the journal of this. Day: 

Ur if the Order of the World below, | 
Vill not the Gap of one whole Day allow, 

ire me that Minute, when ſhe made her Vow : 


idthoſe, who live in Grief, a ſhorter Time wou'd live. 
0 ſmall a Link, if broke, th' eternal Chain | 
Would, like divided Waters, Join again: 
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Time changes all; and, as with ſwifteſt Wings 0 


The Strength but of a Few, tho pow'rful Years. Cr. Lucr. 


tar Minute, ev'n the Happy, from their Bliſs might give, 
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898 Wy 
It will not be; the Fugitive is gone; | 

Preſs'd by the Crowd of foll'wing Minutes on: 

That precious Moment's out of Nature fled, 

And in the Heap of common Rubbiſh laid, Gran. p. 
Of things that once have been, and are decay d. Dr. Conq 


TIS IPHONE. 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytue' Brink, 
Her Snakes, unty'd, ſulphureous Waters drink; 


But, at the Summons, roll'd her Eyes around 
And ſnatch'd the ſtarting Serpents from che Ground: 


Not half ſo ſwiftly ſhoots along in Air | 

The gliding 1 or deſcending Star: 

Thro' Clouds of airy Shades ſhe wing d her Flight, 

And dark Dominions of the ſilent Night; 

Swift, as ſhe pafs'd, the flitting Ghofts withdrew, 

And the pale Spectres rrembled at her View: 

To: th' iron Gates of Tænarus ſhe flies; | 

There ſpreads her dusky Pinions to the Skies: 

The Day beheld, and ſick'ning at the Sight, 

Veil'd her fair Glories in the Shades of Night: 

Affrighted Atlas, on the diſtant Shore, 

Trembled, and ſhook the Heav'ns and Gods he bore. 

A hundred Snakes her e ſhade; 

A hundred Serpents guard her horrid Head: 

In her ſank Eyeballs dreadful Mereors glow : 

Such Light does Phcebe's bloody Orb beſtow, 

When, ſab'ring with ſtrong Charms, ſhe ſhoots from hig 

A firy Gleam, and reddens all the Sky. 

Blood ſtain'd her Cheeks, and from her Mouth there came 

Blue ſteaming Poiſons, and a Length of Flame: 

From ev'ry Blaft of her contagious Breath, 

Famine and Drought proceed, and Plagues, and Death: 

A Robe obſcene was o'er her Shoulders cthrown; 

A Dreſs. by Fates and Furies worn alone: 

She toſs'd her meagre Arms; her better Hand 

In waving Circles whirPd a fun'ral Brand; 

A curling Serpent from her Left did rear 

His flaming Creſt, and laſh'd rhe yielding Arr. 

A Hiſs from all the ſnaky Tire went round. Pope. Stat. 
Tifiphone, ler looſe from under Ground, 

Majeſtically pale, now treads the Round: 

Before her drives Diſeaſes and Aﬀright: | 

And ev'ry Moment riſes to the Sight; A 

Aſpiring to the Skies; encroaching on the Light. Dr. Ving 


TITLS 


. p. 1 
Nq-0 


Tir Hh 


What, tho',no gawdy Titles grac'd. my Birth? 

tles, the ſervile Courtier's lean Reward ; 

bnetimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft | 
The Hire, which "Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Sycophants : 
et Heav'n, that made me honeſt, made me more 

ſhan ever King did, when he made a Lord. Rowe. J. Shore. 


TOB ACC O. 


The Indian Weed, nnknown to antient Times, 
Nture's choice Gift, whoſe acrimonious Fume 
Ixratts ſuperfluous Juices, and refines 

The Blood diſtemper'd from its noxious Salts ; 
Friend to the Spirits, wich which Vapour blend 

t gently mitigates; Companion fit 

0f Pleaſantry and Wine: nor to the Bards 


Unfriendly, when they to the vocal Shell : 
Wable melodious their well-labour'd Songs. Phil. Cyder. 


TOIL 


te taught them Love of Toil, by which they * 
Obſtrutions from the Mind, and quench the Blood: 
laſe but belongs to us like Sleep; and Sleep, 
Like Opium, is our Med'cine, not our Food. D' Aven. 
Some Labour ev'n the eaſieſt Life would chuſe. Dryd: 
| | (State of Inn. 


And. work is Pleaſure, when we chuſe our Task. 1 
| (State of Inn. 
Our Labours you with ſickly Eyes behold, 
And think them our Diſhonour ; which indeed 
re the protractive Trials of the Gods, | 
To prove heroick Conſtancy in Men. Dr. Troil. & Creſſ. 
The Sire of Gods and Men, with hard Decrees, - 
forbids our Plenty to be bought with Eaſe ; 
And wills that mortal Men, inur'd to Toil, 
ould exerciſe with Pains the grudging Soil: 
fimſelf invented firſt the ſhining Share, 
and whetted human Induſtry by Care. Dryd. * 
What cannot endleſs Labour, 4 by Need? Virg. 
Heroes, delay'd and diſappointed, prize 
he Crown, which, got too cheaply, they deſpiſe: - 
Heaſures, the farther off, the greater ſeem; 


7 O0. 


a Toil and Danger beſt preſerve Eſteem. Blac. P. Arth. 
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Each filver Vaſe in myſtick Order laid: 
With Head uncover'd, the coſmetick Pow'rs ; 


From each ſhe nicely culls with curious Toil, 


And keener Lightuings quicken in her Eyes, Pope. 


Hou reverend is the Face of this tall Pile, 


Looking Tranquillity ! It ſtrikes an Awe 


— 
And now, unveil'd, the Toilet ſtands diſplay'd; 
Eirſt, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 


A heav'nly Image in the Glaſs appears, 
To that ſhe bends, to that her Eye ſhe rears: 
Th' inferiour Prieſteſs, at her Altar's Side 
Trembling, begins the ſacred Rites of Pride: 
Unnumber'd Treaſures ope at once ; and here. 
The various Off rings of the World appear; . 


And decks the Goddeſs with the glitt ring Spoil. 
This Cas ket India's glowing Gems unlocks; 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder Box: 

The Tortoiſe here, and Elephant unite, 
Transform'd to Combs, the ſpeckled and the white: 
Here files of Pins extend their ſhining Rows, | 
Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billets-doux: 
Now awful Beauty puts on all irs Arms, 

The Fair each Moment riſes in her Charms, 
Repairs. her Smiles, awakens ev'ry Grace; 
And calls forth all the Wonders of her Face; 

Sees by degrees a purer Bluſh ariſe; 


TO M B. 


— DQ—ꝛ— Fig dreadful ! 


Whoſe antient Pillars rear their Marble Heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof, 
By its own Weight made ſtedfaſt and immoveable; 


And Terrour to my aking Sight : The Tombs, 

And monumental Caves of Death look cold, 

And ſhoot a Chilneſs ro my trembling Heart: 

- The Horrour of this Place, 

And Silence, will increaſe my Melancholy. Cong. M. Brid 
Behold, my Son, this rude unpoliſh'd Marble; 

The common Receptacle of our Duſt, (Gen 

When Fate ſhall ſummon our obedient Spirits. Tate. Lo 
——— They'll decently beſtow 

This Lumber in ſome Vault by Nature fram'd ; 

Wrapt in no Sables, but of decent Night: 


e 
FEARS r 


- "I 6h 7 901 


bzgeantry, or more ſuperfluous Trains 

l as _— for 295 fun'ral Dirge, 

what the widow'd Turtle ſhall afford me. 

:Pomp, that I deſpis'd in Life, in Death 

ud moſt vain; nor care to rot in State. Tate. Loy. Gen. 
Within a diſmal Grott, which Damps ſurround, 

cold ſhe lies upon th' unwholfome Ground: 

r Marble weeps, and, with a ſilent Pace, 

tickling Tears diſtil upon her Face: 

lely you weep, ye Rocks, and falſely mourn ; 

tr never will you let the Nymph return. 

[th a feign'd Grief the faithleſs Tomb relents, 

U like a Crocodile, its Prey laments. Cong. 
———ů FRE FOE Tomb, (ver come. 
Aſliſtance which Diſtempers give, but where they ne- 
gatues and Tombs turn, like our ſelves, to Duſt: 

aſe to all Ages can our Deeds declare; | 

bs but a while ſhew where our Bodies are. D'Ax. 


TONGU:K 


0 that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 

t blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, 

torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 

here like a ſweet melodious Bird it ſung | 
et vary d Notes, inchanting ev'ry Ear. Shak.T.Andron 
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Not with ſuch Rage a ſwelling Torrent flows 
bore his Banks, th* oppoſing Dams o'erthrows, 
eopulates the Fields; the Cattle, Sheep, | 2 
Iepherds, and Folds, the foaming Surges ſweep. Den. Vir. 
— — Like a Torrent ſwell'd 1 
th wint'ry Tempeſts, that diſdains all Mounds, 

aking a Way impetuous, and involves, 

thin its Sweep, Trees, Houſes, Cattle, Men, Phil. Cyd. 
o when the Bank neglected is o'erthrown, : 

e boundleſs Torrent will the Country drown, Wall. 

Not with leſs Fury flows a Torrent Stream, 

d overturns with Rage th* oppoling Dam: th 
epherds and Sheep to this Deſtruction yield, (Vicg. 
File foaming Floods plough up the fertile Field. Laud. 
Thus when a rapid Torrent overflows, _ _ 0 7 
pt by encount'ring Rocks the Floods reſound, 


th dreadful Noiſe, and ſhake the Banks around. Lau. Vir. 
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The wary Ploughman, on the Mountain's Brow, 
Undams his wat'ry Stores; huge Torrents flow; 
And, rattling down tile Rocks, A 
Temp'ring the thirſty Fever of the Rield. Dryd. Virg. 

As when a Torrent, down ſome Mountain's Side, 
To the low Valleys rouls its — han ; 

Where mighty Stones and rocky Fragments, high 
Within the rude unfaſhion'd Chanels, lie; 
O'er abrupt Tracts its Courſe the Deluge bends; | 
And, roaring down, with mighty Falls; deſcends: 
Prodigious Noiſe th? aerial Region fills: 

The Shepherds hear, and tremble on their Hills. Bl. P. Ard 
— Torrents ſometimes yield | 
Too large a Bev*rage to the drunken Field. Dryd: Virg. 


TRANSLATION and TRANSLATOR. 

——— Compoſing is the nobler Part, 

But good Tranſlation is no eaſy;Arr: _ 

For tho' Materials have long fince been found, 

Yer both your Fanſy and your Hands are bound: 

And, by improving what was writ before; 

Invention labours lefs, but Judgment more. Roſe. 
The nobleſt Fruits, tranfplanted in our Ifle, 

With early Hopes, and fragrant Bloſſoms ſmile: 

Familiar Ovid tender Thoughts inſpires, 

And Nature ſeconds all tis fore Deſires: 

Theocritus does now to us belong, 

And Albion's Rocks repeats his rural Song: 

Who has not heard how Italy was bleſt, 

Above the Medes, above the wealthy Eaſt ? 

Or Gallus' Song, ſo tender, and fo true, 

That ev'n Lycoris might with Pity view: 

When mourning Nymphs attend their Daphnis' Herſe, 

Who does not weep, that reads the moving Verſe? 

But hear, oh hear, in what exalted Strains , 

Sicilian Muſes, thro' theſe happy Plains, 

Proclaim Saturnian Times, our own Apollo reigns! Roſc. 
When France had breath'd, after inteſtine Broils, 

And Peace and Conquelt crown'd: her foreign Toils; 

The choiceſt Books, that Rome or Greece have known, 

Her excellent Tranſlators made her own : 

From thence our gen'rous Emulation came, 


We undertook, and we 1 the ſame: | Who! 

But now, we ſhew the World a nobler Way, | Th 

And in tranſlated Verſe do more than they: 1 be y 
| erene 


3 


ne, and clear, harmonious Horace flows, 
[th Sweetneſs not to be expreſt in Proſe : 
trading Proſe explains his Meaning ill, 
; news the Stuff, but not the Workman's Skill: 
who have ſerv'd him more than twenty Years, 
tice know my Maſter, as he there appears: 
lin are our Neighbour's Hopes, and vain their Cares; 
e Fault is more the Languages, than theirs ; . 
s courtly, florid, and abounds in Words, 
ſofter Sound perhaps than ours affords: 
it who did ever in French Authors ſee 
Ihe comprehenfive, Engliſh Energy? 
he weighty Bullion of one Sterling Line, 
g. aun to French Wire, would thro' whole Fages ſhine, 
ſtis lll recant, when France can ſhew me Wit, 
N. trong as ours, and as ſuccinctly writ. Roſc. 
lach Poet with a diff'rent Talent writes; 
Ire praiſes, one inſtructs, another bites: 
Inmine how your Humour is inclin d, 
id which the ruling Paſſion of your Mind: 
hen ſeck a Poet, who your Way does bend, 
nd chuſe an Author, as you chuſe a Friend: 
ited by this Sympatherick Bond, 
ou grow familiar, intimate and fond: 
dur Thoughts, your Words, your Styles, your Souls agree; 
o longer his Interpreter, but He. Roſc. 
Take Pains the genuine Meaning to explore ; 
ere {weat, there ſtrain, tug the laborious Oar : 
arch ev'ry Comment, that your Care can find ; 
ome here, ſome there, may hit the Poet's Mind; 
letbe not blindly guided by the Throng ; 
ſhe Mulritude is always in the Wrong. 
en Things appear unnatural, or hard, 
Conſult your Author; with himſelf compar'd : 
Who knows what Rm Phoebus may beſtow, 
And future Ages to your Labour owe? 
c uch Secrets are not eaſily found out; 
'"* but, once diſcover'd, leave no room for Doubt. Reſc. 
While in your Thoughts you find the leaſt Debate, 
lo may confound; but never can tranſlate: 
our Style will this thro' all Diſguiſes ſhow ; 
for none explain more clearly than they know: 
le only proves he underſtands a Text 
Vhoſe Expoſition leaves it unperplex d. Roſc. 
The genuine Senſe intelligibly told, 
dews a Tranſlator both diſcreet and bold. Roſc. 
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Excurſions are inexpiably bad, 

And 'tis much ſafer to leave out than add. 

Abſtruſe and myſtick Thoughts you muſt expreſs 

With painful Care, but ſeeming Eaſineſs: 5 

For Truth ſhines brighteſt throꝭ the plaineſt Dreſs. Roſe, 
Your Author always will the beſt adviſe: 

Fall, when he falls; and, when he riſes, riſe. 

Afſected Noiſe is the molt wretched Thing, 

That to Contempt can empty Scribblers bring. Roſc. 
Secure of Fame, thou juſtly doſt eſteem 

Leſs Honour to create, * to redeem: 

Nor ought a Genius, leſs than his that writ, 

Attempr Tranſlarion ; for, tranſplanted Wit 

All the Defects of Air, and ſoil does ſhare, 

And colder Brains like colder Climates are. 

In vain they toil, ſince nothing can beget 

A vital Spirit, but a vital Heat. 

That ſervile Path thou nobly doſt decline 

Of tracing Word by Word, and Line by Line: 

Thoſe are the labour d Births of flaviſh Brains, 

Not the Effect of Poetry, but Pains: . 

Cheap vulgar Arts, whoſe Narrowneſs affords 

No Flight — eat but poorly ſticks at Words: 

A new and nobler Way thou doſt purſue, 

To make Tranſlations, and Tranſlators too: 

They but preſerve the Aſhes, thou the Flame; (Fanſhaw 

True to his Senſe, but truer to his Fame. Denh. To Sir R 
As when of old Heroick Story tells 

OF Knights, impriſon'd lon by magick Spells, 

Till future Time the deſtin'd Hero {end, _ 

By whom the dire Enchantment is to end: 

Such ſeems this Work, and ſo reſerv'd for thee, 

Thou great Revealer of dark Poeſie. 

Thoſe ſullen Clouds, which have, for Ages paſt, 

O'er Perſius' too long ſuff' ring Muſe been caſt, 

Diſperſe, and fly before thy ſacred Pen; 

And, in their Room, bright Tracks of Light are ſeen: 

Sure Phoebus” ſelf thy ſwelling Breaſt inſpires, 

The God of Mulick and Poetick Fires: 

Elſe, whence proceeds this great Surprize of Light, 

How dawns this Day forth from the Womb of Night? 

As Coin, which bears ſome awful Monarch's Face, 

For more than its intrinſick Worth will paſs ; 

So your bright Image, which we here behold, 

Adds Worth to Worth, and dignifies the Gold; 

For, {till obſcure, to us no Light he gives, 

Dead in himſelf, in you alone he lives. 
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zo (tabborn Flints their inward Heat conceal, 
ill Art and Force N arks reveal; „ 
ut, thro your Skill, from cheſe mall Seeds of Fire, 1 
tight Flames ariſe, which never can expire, Con. to Dryd. 
And here Lucretius whole we find. 
His Words, his Muſick, and his Minds. 
Thy Art has to our Country brought e 
All that he writ, and all he thought. Wall. to Evelyn, 
A; Flow'rs, tranſplanted from a Southern Sky, 
hut hardly bear; or in the raiſing die; 
liſiog their native Sun, at belt rerain_ 2 
ut a faint Odour, and ſurvive with Pain; 
ſhas ancient Wit in modern Numbers taugt. 7 
Wanting the Warmth with which its Author wrote, __ . 
k2 dead Image, and a ſenſeleſs Draught: 8 
While we transfuſe, the nimble | 5 657 ics, 
[apes unſeen, evaporates, and dies: | 


lt we conclude from thy tranſlated Song, 

o juſt, ſo ſmooth, ſo ſoſt, and yet ſo ſtrong, 

(cleftial Charmer! Soul of Harmony! 

That ev'ry Genius Was reviv'd in thee. 89 

Thy Trumpet ſounds, the Dead are rais d to Light, 
Never to die, and take to Heav'n their Flight; . 


All glorify'd, immortal; and divine. WY 

ky, is't thy Bounty, or thy. Thirſt of Praiſe ? Po 

That, by comparing others, all might ſee, ot ot 

Vo moſt excel, are yet excel'd by thee. Lanſd. to Dryd.. 
Thou mak'ſt the Beauties of the Romans known, 

ind England boaſts of Riches, not her own : 

Thy Lines have heighten'd 25 Majeſty, 

nd Horace wonders at himſelf in thee. 

Thou reacheſt Perſius to inform our Ile 

h ſmoother Numbers, and a clearer Style: 

nd ſuvenal, inſtructed in thy Page, 

Uipes his Satire, and improves his Rage 

lhe Copy caſts a fairer Light on all, 

nd {ti]] outſhines the beſt Original. 

Now Ovid boaſts th* Advantage of thy Song, 

nd tells his Story in the Britiſh Tongue: 

Thy charming Vezſe, and fair Tranſlations ſhew 

mow thy own Laurel firſt began to grow: 
ow wild Lycaon, chang'd by angry Gods, | 

ad frighted at himſelf, ran howling thro the Woods: 


| How human Limbs 
are water'd Kingdoms, and * in Streams; 
: 


heck d in thy Verſe, as clad with Rays, they ſhine, -* _ 
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Of thoſe rich Fruits, that on the fertile Mould 


Turn'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into Gold: ln 
How ſome.in Feathers, or a ragged Hide, 3 \ 
Have liv'd a ſecond Life, and diff*rent Natures try'd: A 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd; reveal Fe 
A nobler Change, than he himſelf can tell. Add. to Dryd. T 
Thou only for this noble Task wert fit, vs 
To ſhame thy Age to a juſt Senſe of Wir, N 
By ſhewing how the learned Romans writ: | it 
To teach fat heavy Clowns to know their Trade, Tl 
And not turn Wits, who were for Porters made; Ur 
But quit falſe Claims to the poetick Rage, W 
Eor —_ and Crackers, and a Smithheld Stage : N 
Had Providence e' er meant, that, in Deſpight Sh 
Of Art and Nature, ſuch dull Clods ſhould write, Ro 
Bavius and Mævius had been ſav'd by Fate | My 
For Settle and for Shadwel to tranſlate ; 
As it ſo many Ages has for thee 
Preſerv'd the mighty Work that now we ſee. Duke ti 
| (Mr. Creech, on his Tranſlation of Lucretia 
But you his manly Genius raiſe; 
And make your Copy ſhare an equal Praiſe : INT 
O how I ſee thee, in ſoft Scenes of Love, 
Renew thoſe Paſſions, he could only move ! 
Here Cupid's Charms are with new Art expreſs'd ; | 
And pale Eliza leaves her peaceful Reſt ; An 
Leaves her Elyzium, as if glad to live, 
To love and with, to figh, deſpair and grieve, 
And die again for him, that would again deceive. 
Nor does the mighty Trojan leſs appear 
Than Mars himfelf amidſt the Storms of War: 
Now his fierce Eyes with double Fury glow ; 
And a new Dread attends th' impending Blow : 
The Daunian Chiefs their eager Rage abate, 
And, tho' unwounded, ſeem to fee] their Fate. | 
For this great Task our loud Applauſe is due : 100 
We own old Favours, but muſt preſs for new. 10 ; 
Th' expecting World demands one Labour more; 10 
And thy lov'd Homer does thy Aid implore, ic 
To right his injur'd Works, and ſet them free Tha: 


From the lewd Rhymes of grov'ling Ogleby : 


Then ſhall his Verſe in graceful Pomp appear; 7h 

Nor will his Birth renew the ancient Jar : l 

On thoſe Greek Cities we ſhall look with Scorn, 

And in Great Britain think the Poet born. To Mr. Dr 
| £ (den on his Tranſlation of Vie 
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1 
The Muſes Empire is reſtor'd again, 5 
a Charles's Reign and by Roſcommon's fen 
jet modeſtly he does his Work ſurvey, _ 
And calls a finiſh'd Poem an Eſlay : _ 
for all the needful Rules are ſcatter'd here; 
Truch 3 told, and pleaſantly ſevere: 
do well is Art diſguis'd for Nature to appear: 0 
lor need thoſe Rules to give Tranſlation Light; 4 5 
lis own Example is a Flame ſo bright, e en 2 
That he, who but arrives to copy well, 


„ 


Unguided will advance, unknowing will excels 
When he tranſlates, teaches Tranſlators too, 211 A 
No firſtling Kid, nor any vulgar vor. 


Should at Apollo's grateful Altar ſtand: net. I“. 
Roſcommon writes! to that auſpicious Hand, 
Huſe, feed the Bull, that ſpurns the yellow Sand. Dryd.,) 


TRAVELER 


$0 Travellers, that loſe their Way by Night, 
If from afar they chance tr eſpy _ | 
TI uncertain Glimm'ring of a Taper's Light, | 
Take flatt'ring Hopes, and think it nigh ; Th 
Till, weary*d with the fruitleſs Pain, {4 of 
They fit them down, and weep in vain, 1c! 58 aA 
lad there in Darkneſs and Deſpair remain. 'Gawl. 
So Travellers, who waſte the Day, 
Careful and cautious of their Way, 
Noting art length the ſetting Sun, 
Still mend their Pace as Night comes on, 
Double their Speed to reach the Inn, 
And whip and ſpur thro? thick and thin, Lanſd. 
＋ KR ANN 
—ͤ— Nature abhors, | 
And drives thee out from the Society 
And Commerce of Mankind for Breach of Faith: 
Men live and proſper but in mutual Truſt, 
Confidence of one another's Truth: 
That thou haſt violated. - South. Oroon. 324 
When Breach of Faith join'd Hearts does diſengage, '* - 3: 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage. Lee. Sophn, 
Howe'er in private Miſchiefs are conceiv'd, WW 
Torture and Shame attend their open Birt - 170 
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Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe Treach'ry lies, - 
Still gnawing chat, whence firſt it did ariſe; - 
No ſooner born, but the vile Parent dies. Cong. Doub. De. 
He, to betray us, did himſelf betraß; b 4 
At once the Taker, and at once the Prey. Denh. Virg. 
Are quick to ſee another's Treacheries. How, Ind. Queen, 
None can defend thoſe who betray themſelves. 1 
| | ® | Cleop, 
Princes invite, who pardon Treachery. Sedl. Ant. & leb. | 
A treach'rous Friend will be a tim'rous Foe. Sedl. An. & Cl. 


It is more eaſy to betray 
= Than ruin any other way. Hud. 
be Cl en T R EA S O N. 
Who ſtrike at Kings, repeat the Giant's Crime, 
And ftrike at JIov e. Lanſd. Her Love. 
Can Gold corrupt you to betray your Maſter? 
Dogs on their Feeders fawn, but you betray. Hig. G. Conq. 
he faithful Dog flies at the Robber's Throa | 
That would break in to force his Maſter's Treafure: 
But Dogs are watchful Creatures; true to Truſt: 
Men are the firſt to prey upon their Lords: 
In Dangers they forſake us; ſhifting ſtill (H. Love, 
From Side to Side, as they can mend their Bargain. Lanſd. 
The Heart and harbour d Thoughts of Ill make Traitors, 
Not ſpleeny Speeches.——— Roch. Valent. 
How ſweet is Treaſon when the Traitar's ſafe! Dr. D. Seb. 
How ſafe is Treaſon, and how ſacred Ill, 
Where none can fin againſt the People's Will ! 
Where Crowds can wink, and no Offence be known, 


Since in another's Guilt chey find their own. Dryd. 
Courage with Treaſon ſeldom dots abide. Sedl. An. & Cl. 


Sure no Religion binds Men to be Traitors. Johnſ. Cat. 2 
TREASURER. 4 

Content with Hands unſoil'd to guard the Prize, Th 
He keeps the Store with undefiring Eyes : X Th 
So, round the Tree, that bore Heſperian Gold, Sh 
The ſacred Watch lay curPd in many a Fold: | ; 
His Eyes uprearing to th' untaſted Prey, Th 
The ileepleſs Guardian waſted Life away. Tickell. © — 
| awe ; . 
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TRAA . 


Treaties are but the Combates of the Brain, (Gran. p. 2. 
WI here till the ſtronger loſe and weaxer gain. Dr. Con. oſ 
een, Treaties are vain ro Loſers. Dryd. State of Inn. 8 
Ant. Honour begins to bluſh, and hides his Face: | 
For thoſe who treat ſheath all their Swords, Lid 
| To try by Length of fencing Words, (Rhodes. 
Cl, How far they may conſent to meet Diſgrace. D'Av. Siege of 


TREES. 


So the fait Tree, whereon the Eagle builds 
Poor Sheep from Tempeſts, and their Shepherds ſhields : 
The royal Bird poſſeſſes all the Bonghs, _ | 
But Shade and Shelter to the Flock allows.” Wall. 5 

I, like a naked Tree, my Shelter gone, (Auren. 
To Winds and Winter- Storms muſt ſtand expos'd alone. Dr. 

— The young Sapling | 
Is ſhrowded long beneath the Mother Tree, 
Before it be all anted from its Earth, ; 
And truſt it ſelf for Growth. Dryd. Troil. & Creſſ. 
Their Trunks grown ſtrong, their ſpreadingBranches ſhoot, 
Look freſh and green, and bend beneath their Fruit. Cr. Lu. 

The Tree once fix'd, its Reſt is torn away. | 

Some Trees their Birth to bounteons Nature owe: - 

For ſome without the Pains of planring grow: | 
With Ofters thus the Banks of Brooks abound ; 

Sprung from the wat*ry Genins of the Ground : 

From the ſame Principles grey Willows come ; 
Herculean Poplar, and the tender Broom : 

But ſome from Seeds, inclos'd in Earth, ariſe; 

For thus the maſtful Cheſnut mares the Skies: 

Hence riſe the branching Beech, and vocal Oak; 
Where Jove of old an {poke : 

Some from the Root a rifing Wood diſcloſe ; 

Thus Elme, and thus the ſalvage Cherry grows: 

Thus the green Bays, that binds the Poet's Brows, 
Shoots, and is ſhelter'd by the Mother's Boughs. Dr. Virg. 

Thus Apple Trees, whoſe Trunks are ſtrong to bear 
Their ſpreading Boughs, exert themſelves in Air ; 

Want no ſupply, but ſtand ſecure alone, | 
Not truſting foreign Forces, but their own ; (Dryd. Virg. 
. Till with the ruddy Freight the bending Branches groan: 
Ev'n cold Caucafean Rocks with Trees are ſpread: 
And wear green Foreſts. on their hilly Head: | 
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Tho' bend ing from the blaſt of Eaſtern Storms, 
Tho? ſhent their Leaves, and fharter'd are their Arms; 
Yer Heavmn their various Plants for Uſe deſigns, 
For Houſes Cedars, and for ſhipping Pines : 
Cypreſs JE for Spokes and Wheels of Wains; 
And all for Keels of Ships, that ſcour the wat'ry Plains: 
Willows in Twigs are fruitful ; Elms in Leaves : 
Fhe War, from ſtubborn Myrrle, Shafts receives : 
From Cornels Jav'lins, and the tougher Yeugh 
Receives the bending Figure of the Bow : 

Nor Box, nor Limes, without their Uſe are made, | 
Smooth-grain'd, and proper for the Turner's Trade, (vade. | 
Which curious Hands may kerve, and Steel with Eaſe in- 


Light Alder Stems the Po's impetuous Tide, / 
And Bees in hollow Oaks their Honey hide. Dryd. Virg. 
The failing Pine; the Cedar proud and tall; 
The Vine-Prop Elm; the Poplar never dry; 
The Builder Oak, the King of Foreſts all; 
The Alpine good for Staves, the Cypreſs Funeral; 
The Laurel, Mced of mighty Conquerors, 
And Poets ſage ; the Fir that weep:th Rill ; 
The Willow, worn of forlorn Paramours; 
The Eugh, obedient to the Bender's Will: 
*Ehe Birch for Shafts ; the Sallow for the Mill, 
The Myrtle fweer, bleeding i'th' bitter Wound; 
The warlike Beech; the Ath for nothing ill; 
The fruitful Olive; and the Platane round; 
The Carver Holm; the Maple ſeldom inward found. Speg. 
Thus a tall Pine his ſhady Head diſplays, 
And proudly all the Subject Grove ſurveys. Blac. Eliza. 
They fell the neighb'ring Oaks; 
Hills, bleſs'd with ſhady Honours, they uncrown ; 
And from the Mountains pull their Glory down. Blac. Eliza. 
No more che Feller ſhall our Foreſt wound; | 
No more the Axe ſhall thro the Hills re ſound, 
Nor mangled Limbs of Trees o'erſpread th* incumber'd 


| (Ground, Blac. 
TRIMMER. 


Theſe Trimmers are for cry, He Things ev'n, 
— like ro bim that hung twixt Hell and Heav'n. 
amn'd Neuters! in their middle Way of ſteering, 
They're neither Fiſh, nor Fleſh, nor good red Herring : 
Nor Whigs, nor Tories they; nor this, nor that; 
Nor Birds, nor Beaſts, but juſt a Kind of Bat; 
A Twilight An'mal ; true to neither Cauſe, 
With Tory Wings, but Whiggiſh Teeth and Claws, Dryd. 
2 TRITON 


T RA＋TT O N. 


Him, and his martial Train the Triton bears: 

figh on his Poop the Sea-· green God appears: 

frowning, he ſeems his crooked Shell ro ſound; 

And; at the Blaſt, the Billows dance around: 

A hairy Man above the Waſte he ſhows ; 

& Porpoiſe Tail beneath his Belly grows; 

And ends a Fiſh : His Breaſt the Waves divides; | 
And Froth and Foam augment-the murm'ring Tides. Dr. Vir. 


TRITONIAN Lake. 


Theſe Waters to the tuneful God are dear, 
Whoſe vocal Shell the Sea-green Nereids hear : 
Theſe Pallas loves: ſo tells regorring, Þ ame: | 
Here firſt from Heav'n to Earth the Goddeſs came:  _ 
Here her firſt Footſteps on the Brink ſhe ſtay'd ; [ 
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Here in the wat'ry Glaſs her Form ſurvey'd ; (Rowe. Luc. 
And call'd her ſelf from hence the chaſte Tritonian Maid. * 


T RIU M:P. B- 20 
The marching Troops thro* Athens rake their Way: 
The pen Earl- Marſhal orders their 1 . 
The Fair from high the paſſing Pomp behold: 

A Rain of Flow'rs is from the Windows roul'd: 
The Caſements are with golden Tiſſue ſp:cad ; 


And Horſes Hoofs, for Earth, on ſilken Tap'ſtry tread. . 
| Dryd. Chauc. Pal. & Arc. 


* 
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 Unnumbeyd Camels, laden and oppreſt 
With all the Lux'ry of the wanton Eatt, 


Beneath the Booty groan'd along the Road. 5 1 
Themſelves a Prey, as Was their precious Load: - * 
Here royal Captives and chain'd Lords appear; "ah We 
And vulgar Slaves preſs'd with an endleſs Reer. Bl. P. Arth. 1 
„„ In purple Robes, „ s 111 | 
With ſolemn State the Magiſtrates proceed: | 1488 
The Streets adorn'd ; the Doors with Statues grac'd; oh 
Vaſt rhronging Crowds retard the great Proceſſion; | 08 


Whoſe loud repeated Shouts divide the Air; . , 
While flutt'ring Birds their empty Pinions ſhake: . 
With Garlands crown'd the Virgins ſtrew the Ways, 
And in glad Hymns repeat his glorious Name; 

While joyful Mothers to their wond'ring Babes 


15 
Poiut out the Hero, as hie drives along. Hig. Se 


N. 8 — 


Tn 


= He comes, and with a Port ſo proud, 
As if he had ſubdu'd the ſpacious World: 
And all Synope's Streets are fill'd with ſuch 
A Glut o eps you would think {ome God 
Had conquer'd in their Cauſe, and them thus rank d, 
That he might make his Entrance on their Heads; 
While, from the Scaffolds, Windows, Tops of Houſes, 
Are caſt ſuch gawdy Show'rs of Garlands down, 
That ev'n the Crowd appear like Conquerours, 
And the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 
Set all with Flow'rs, as a clear Heav'n with Stars: 
Nay, as I heard, ere he the City enter d, 
Your Subjects lin'd the Way for many Furlongs ; 
The very Trees bore Men: and, as our God. 
When from the Portal of the Eaft he dame, 
Beholds a thoufand Birds upon the Boughs, 
To welcome him with all their warbling Throats, 
And prune their Feathers in his golden Beams ; 
So did your SubjeRs, in their gawdieft Trim, 
Upon the pendant Branches ſpeak his Praife : 
1 who cover'd all the Banks beneath, 
id rob the crying lofants of the Breaſt, 
Pointing Ziphares out to make them ſmile; 
And climbing Boys ſtood on their Father's Shoulders, 
Anſw'r ing their ſhouting Sires with tender Cries, 
To make the Conſort up of gen ral Joy. Lee. Mithr. 


TRUCE. 


A Truce fucceeds the Labours of the =_ ; | 
And Arms ſuſpended with a long Delay. one. Ovid. 
Ceſſations, for ſhort Time, in War, are like 
Small Fits of Health in defp'rate Maladies: 
Which, while the preſent Pain ſeems to abate, 
Flatter into Debauch and worſe Eftate. Suck]. Bren. 
| TKUMP-E.T. 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud Note to Troy; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit the founding Braſs. Dryd. 
, all T5 3 1 2 Creſ. 
Hark! the ſhrill Trumpet pours a dreadful Soun 
And animates the Soldiers to the Charge. Br. Hom, 1 50 
| — —_— The Trumpets Soun i . D Han 4 
And warlike Symphony is heard around. Dr. Ch. Pal. & Arc. 
Then was the Trumpet heard, and tuneful Lyre; 
One did the Triumph ting ; and one the War pee 


For Truth has ſuch a Face, and ſuch a Mien, 


We both are bound by Truſt, and muſt be true; 
for he, who to the Bad betrays his Truſt, 35 
Tho! he does good, becomes himſelf unjuſt. 
When Brutus did from Czſar Rome redeem, 15 
The Act was good, but was not good in him: 
You ſee, the Gods adjudg'd it Parricide, 
by dooming the Event on Cæſar's Side. 
is Virtue not to be oblig'd ar all ; | 
Or not 3 our BenefaRor's Fall. Dryd. Tyr. Love. 
——— Truſt repos'd in noble Natures 
Obliges them the more. * 1 
[I] truſt thee with my Life: on thoſe ſoft Breaſts 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Hearr, 
Till I have nothing in it left but Love. Otw. Orph. 


T-R U T H. ; 


Truth ſtill is one; Truth is divinely bright ; 
No cloudy Doubts obſcure her native Light. Roſe. 
Truth ſtamps Conviction in your raviſh'd Breaſt ; 
And Peace and Joy attend the glorious Gueſt. Roſc. 
—— The Dignity of Truth is loſt” © 8 
With much proteſting. —— Johnſ. Cati. 
Truth, which it ſelf is Light, does Darkneſs ſhun ; 
And the true Eaglet ſafely dares the Sun. Dryd. 5 


*. 
. 


As to be lov'd needs only to be ſeen. Dryd. Hind. & Panth. 
Hard are the Ways of Truth, and rough to walk; 4 

Smooth on the Tongue diſcours'd, FR to th* Ear; 
and tunable as ſylvan Pipe or Song. Milt. Par. Rg. 
No Mask, like open Truth, to cover Lies; 0 
And to go naked is the beſt Diſguiſe. Cong. Donb. Dealer. 
She with no winding Turns the Truth conceal'd, £ 
But put the Woman off, and ſtood reveal'd. Dryd. Bocc. 
(Theod. & Hon, 


TURTLE. 


As when ſome cruel Hind has born away ._. : 
The Turtles Neſt, and made the Young his Prey, 
dad in her native Grove ſhe fits alone, | (Fent. 
There hangs her little Wings, and murmurs out her Moan. 
Thus ſome ſad Turtle his loſt Love deplores, 


and with deep Murmurs 1 the ſounding Shores. Pope. \ 
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The Dove, that murmurs at her Mate's Neglect, 
But counterteits a Coyneſs ro he courred. Dryd. Amphit. 

The Storm blown over, {o the wanton Doves | = | 
Shake from their Plumes the Rain, and ſeek the Groves; Þ | 
Pair their glad Mates, and coo eternal Loves. \{þ 

| Lanſd. Brit. Ench, 

So two kind Turtles, when a Storm is nigh, 
Look up, and ſee it gath'ring in the Sky: 
Bach calls his Mate to ſhelter in the Groves, 
Leaving in Murmurs their unfiniſn'd Loves: =" 
. Rerch'd on ſome dropping Branch they tir alone, (Gran. pz. Wl \ 


And oo, and hearken to each others Moan. Dryd. Cong. of Ws 


| 5 1 
FN IEIGHT. i 

That ſcarcs diſtinguiſh'd Day from Night: 
Such as in thick grown Shades is found, = \ 
When here and there a piercing Beam Th 
Scatters faint ſpangled Sunſhine on the Ground, = 4 
And caſts about. a melancholy Gleam. . 
a | = but 
A. facred Man, a venerable Prieſt! : | In 
His Wit, his Learning, Judgment, equal riſe; | For 
Divinely humble, yet divinely wiſe: 
He ſeem'd — on Heavin's.high Errand ſent; Go 
As Moſes meek, as Aaron eloquent: | Hi 
When he the ſacred Oracles reveal'd, 47s co 
Our raviſh'd Souls, in bleſs'd Enchantments held, A* 
Seem'ꝰ d loſt in Tranſports of immortal Blifs: ; 
Arm'd with celeſtial Fire, his ſacred Darts ä Th 
Glide thro' our. Breaſts, and - melt our yielding Hearts: tr 
So Southern Breezes and the Spring's mild Ray, | Hi 
nbind the Glebe, and thaw the frozen Clay: Oh 
He triumph'd o'er our Souls; and, at his Will, Sor 
Rid this touch'd Paſſion riſe, and that be ſtill: Re 
Lord of our Paſſions, he. with wond'rous Arr, Wi 
Can ſtrike the ſecret Movements ot our Heart; 
Releaſe our Souls, and make them ſoar above, An 


Winpg'd with divine Defires, and Flames of- heav'nly Love. 
mater | T” noon Blac. Pr. Arth. Tc 
Thus when the bold Typhceus ſcal'd the Sky, Hi 

Aud fœc'd great Jove from his own Heav'n to fly; 1 


2. : 
. Op 


re, | 


h. 


ag 


the leſſer Gods, that ſhar'd his proſp rous * 5 2. big 
ill ſuffer'd in the exiPd Thund'rer's Fate. Dryd. nf 
Monſtrous Typheeus thus new Terrours fill, | 
He, who aſſail'd the Skies, 
And now beneath the burning Hill 
Of dreadful Arna lies: 
Hearing the Lyre' s celeſtial Sound, 
He vallbaty in th* Abyſs profound; 
Sicilia trembles at his Roar, 
Tremble the Seas, and far Campania's Shore ; 
While all his Hundred Mouths at once expire 
ſslumes of curling Smoke, and Floods of yo Fire. Conte. 
Threat'ning, if looſen'd: from his dirc 
gain to cha enge Jove, and tight the Gods. Add. Sil, ul. 


TTRA NT. 


You make your ſelf abhorr'd for Cruelty ; 
The Empire 3 oans under your bloody Reign, 
and its vaſt Body bleeds in ev'ry Vein. Dr. Tyr. Love. 
When thou wert form'd, Heav'n did a Man begin tbo 
But the brute Soul by Chance was ſhuffled in: 317 2000 
n Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain, 0 a 
Where valiant Beaſts by Force and Rapine reign :- 
In Life's next Seene, if Tranſmigration be, | 11 
dome Bear or Lion is reſerv'd for thee. Dryd. Aurens - — 
For this a+ oud Man affects ImperialSway, 
l Kings, and trampling on their State; 
His Will is Law; and what he wills is Fate. 
(ommand thy Slaves : my + yer Soul diſdains. (Ben. £ 


Pa 


2 and, reſtiff * breaks the e, Pride. 
ee 


Merhinks L 115 fr 

Th! rinſuling r yrant prancing o'er the Field, 

Srow'd with Rome's Citizens, and drench'd in Slaughter f: 

fis Horſes Hoofs wet with Patrician Bloods 

0h Portius, is there not ſome choſen Curſęè, 

dome hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heay? n, 

Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the Man, 

Who owes his Greatneſs to his payne! ? Add, Cato. * 
— Tis an impious Greatneſs, 


And mix d with too much Horrour to be row 1585 Ciro. 


Who was the Man? Oblivion cblaſt his Name, 


Torn out, and blotted from the Book of Fame! 5 | = 
Who fond of lawleſs Rule, and roudly brave, F 
we ſunk the. filial Subject to a Slave e: - 


His Neighbour's Reaimis by-Frauds unkingly 1 1 
1 uile {s Blood the ſacred Ermin ain d; . 
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Laid Schemes for Death, to Slaughter turn'd his Heart, 

And fitted Murder to the Rules of Art. Tickell. 7 
Tyrants and Devils think all Pleaſures vain, | 

But what are ſtill deriy'd from _— ” ng D' Aven 


| e of Rhodes, 
Tyrants dread all whom they raife high (regs of E 
From the Good, Dan — from the Bad, —— 
They doubt the Lo miſtruſt the People's Hate, = 
*Till Blood become a Principle of State : Fc 
Secur d not by their Guards, nor by their Right, 
But 1 4352 fear, ev'n more than they affright. 
| ambitious Princes Treaſon grow, (David. 
* — they hate that Safety which they owe. Cowl, 
A Tyrant's Pow'r in Rigour is { 
The Father yearns in a true Prince's Breaſt: Dryd. 


. Tyranny, that ſavage brutal Pow'r, C: 
Which not protects, but {till — Mankind. Or 
And this to Tyranny belor =_ 
To 1 * r remember gs. Denh. Sophy. 
has kind Heav'n adorn'd this —— Land, | 
And e, ſcatter d Bleſſings with a waſteful | 
But what avail her unexhaufted Stores, W 
Her blooming Mountains and her ſunny Shores, In 
With all the Gifts that Heav'n and Earth impart, 1 
The White pra of — and — — ny of Art, | 4 
hile — ion in alleys reigns, [ 
And 8 urps her happy Plains? | 
The poor Inhabi itant behol s in vain 
Tor reddning Orange and the ſwelling Grain: * 
he ſees the 17 — Oils and Wines, 
A4 the Myrtle's —_— Shade repines : 
Starves in the Midſt of Nature's Bounty curſt, (of Italy. 
Andi tA the Joaden Vineyard dies for Os" Add, Spoken * 
| 
TRT AUS. _ 
When by Impulſe from Heav'n Tyrtæus ſung, | As 
In drooping Saldiers anew Courage: ſprung: | To 
| 5 Shaſta now the t maintain 
87 88. What * Gen'rals loſt, a Poet gain ; 
| Influence: of indulgent Skies, * | 
— — Poeſis together riſe: 4c] N 
True Poets are he Guardians of = A ts % 
And, when they fail, portend. 8 — 84750 1 


For that, which Rome to the Muſes 
Was not the oy but the Poſes, Fre: 


1 ” 
& a 


| Heav'n hs 


ly. 


Heav'n joins the Bleſſings; no declining Age 
Per felt the Raptures o poetick Rage. Roſc. 


"Fa 
V AGEL Lb Fs. 
Nigh live Vagellius, one „ og, | 
for Strength of Lungs and Pliancy of Tongue: 
Which Way he pleaſes, he can mould a Cauſe : 


The worſt has Merits, and the beſt has Flaws : 
five Guineas make a Criminal to-day ; 


And ten to-morrow wipe the Stain away : 


Whatever he affirms is undeny'd;  _. 
Milo's the Lecher ; Clodius, th Homicide; 
Cato, pernicious ; Catiline, a Saint; 12 
OF uſpected ; D —— innocent. Garth. 


VAL E. 


—— There lies a Vale | | 
With Mountains pent, which ſhady Woods ſurround ; a 


ln this a rapid Torrent cleaves the Ground 
The rocky Cliffs repeat the murm' ring Sound. Laud. Virg. 
Lonely the Vale, and full of Horrour | | 
frown with the Shade of a religious Wood. Dryd. Chauc. 
(The Wife of Bath's Tale. 


The ſpacious Vale rich Seas of waving Corn 
And owing Herds and woolly Flocks — Blac. Pr. Arth. 
IV A L U E. p ; 
——— What's ought but as tis valu'd? . 
But Value dwells not in 5 — only 
lt holds the Dignity and Eſtimation, 


As well, in what tis precious of it ſelf, 
As in the Prizer: 'tis Idolatr Gag” 


( 
To make the Service greater than the God. Shak. Troil. 


VARIETY. 


Variety's the Source of Joy below; . _ 

from which {till freſh revolving Pleaſures flow : - 

In Books and Love the Mind one End purſues, 

And only Change th' expiring. Flame renews. _—— 
—— For what's ſo {weet in Love | 

ks Change? If you muſt love, then love 
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Like other Men: Love, like th immortal Gods, 1 oh 10 


Variety, the Luxury of Love. Lanſd. Her. Love. Wh 
Shun vain Variety : *Tis but Diſeaſe : 
Weak Appetites are ever hard to pleaſe, -—— in 
1 f Yer 
Venice, whoſe rival Tow'rs invade the Skies, 14 
And from amidſt the Waves with equal Glory riſe. hy 
Venetia ſtands with endleſs Beauties crown'd ;. | 50 
And, as a World, within her ſelf is found: C 
Hail Queen of Italy! for Years to come, In 
The mighty Rival of immortal Rome! | » 
Nations and Seas are in thy States enroll'd; * 
And Kings among thy Citizens are told _ | 1 
: Auſonia's brighteſt Ornament! by thee- * 
She fits a Sov*taign, uninſlav'd and free. 
By thee, the rude Barbarian chas'd away, 
The riſing Sun chears with a purer Ray (Son: Þ 
Our Weſtern World; and doubly gilds the Day. Add. 
Sing, Muſe, the Force, and all-informing Fire 
4 Of Cyprian Venus, Goddeſs of Deſire: ( 
| Her Charms th'immortal Minds of Gods can move, Wh 
[ And tame the ſtubborn Race of Men to Love. FF 
| The wilder Herds, and rav'nous Beaſts of Prey, | IN 
4 Her Influence feel, and own her kindly Sway. Wh 
1 Thro' pathleſs Air, and boundleſs Ocean's Space, Tl ic; 
q She rules the feather d. Kind, and finny Race: 1 
= Whole Nature on ber ſole Support depends, =. 
And, far as Life exits, her Care extends; Wh 
| With Eaſe her Charms the Thunderer can bind; 
4 And captivate with Love th'Almighty Mind: c 
| Ev'n he, whoſe dread Commands the Gods obey, "ny 
i Submits to her, and owns ſuperior Sway: ( 
; | Enſlav'd to mortal Beauties by her Pow'r, Pat 
| He oft deſcends, his Creatures to adore. | c 
ol But Jove, at length with juſt Reſentment fir'd, Wh 
1 The laughing Queen her {elf with Love inſpi'd: = Ge 
. Swift thro' her Veins the ſwWe2t Contagion ran; | 
| And kindled in her-Breaft Deſtre of mortal Man. Co 
t To Cyprus ſtrait the wounded Goddeſs flies, "' 8 
| Where Paphian Temples in her Honour riſe, | In « 
=_ And Altars ſmoke with daily Sacrifice. | » WW 
1 5 = 8000 I 
| | | And 
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bon as arriv'd, ſhe to her Shrine repair'd, 

There, ent'ring quick, the ſhining Gates ſhe barr'd-: 

e ready Graces wait, her Baths prepare, 

nd oint, with fragrant Oils, her flowing Hair: 

er flowing Hair around her Shoulders ſpreads, 

Ind all adown Ambroſial Odour ſheds.. > 

aft, in tranſparent Robes her Limbs they fold, 

Eaich'd with Ornaments of pureſt Gold: 

nd ever as ſhe walk'd thro' Lawn or Wood, 

omiſcuous Herds of Beaſts admiring ftood ; 

eme humbly follow, while ſome, fawning, meet; 

ind lick the Ground, and crouch beneath her Feet. 

hogs, Lions, Wolves, and. Bears, their Eyes unite, (Hom. 

10 the ſwift Panther Ops to gaze with fix*d Delight. Con: 

Thee, Venus, thee both Heav'n and Earth obey, 

Inmenſe thy Pow'r, and boundleſs is thy Sway. Dr. Ovid: 
Venus rules the Gods above ; 

| Love rules them, and ſhe rules Love. Cong. 


O Venus, Beauty of the Skies, 
To whom a thouſand Temples riſe; 
Gaily falfe in gentle Smiles, | 
Full of Love-perplexing Wiles :- 
Deſcend thou bright immortal Gueſt, 
In all thy radiant Charms confeſt. 
O potent Queen, from Neptune's Empire ſprung;. 
Whoſe glorious Birth admiring Nereids ſung : 
Yho midſt the fragrant Plains of Cyprus rove, 
And whoſe bright Preſence gilds the Paphian Grove; 
Where to thy Name a thouſand Altars rife, | 
And frequent Clouds of Incenſe hide the Skies. Gay. 
The Laughter-loving Dame. —— Wall. 
— The ſtern Goddeſs of ſweet bitter Cares, 


- 


The Tyrant Queen of ſoft Deſires! | 
She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſhes in my Veins! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large ſhe reigns !'- 
_ no more with her Abode is bleſt: 
lam her Palace, and her Throne my Breaſt. Cong. Hor. 


When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doves, Carl. 
die rides to meet the warlike God ſhe-loves. Otw. Don 3 
Her Face refulgent, and majeſtick Mien, (Hom. 


So Venus moves, when to the Thunderer 
In Smiles or Tears ſhe would ſome Suit prefer : 
When, with her Ceſtus girt, ——— | 
And drawn by Doves, ſhe curs the liquid Skies; 


D 


Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. Dr. Ampti. 


She comes, as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, 7 


Conſeſs'd the Goddeſs, Love's and Beauty's Queen, Cong. 


And kindles gentle Fires. where cer {he flies: To 
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To ev'ry Eye a Goddeſs is confeſs'd; - — 
By all the heav'nly Nation ſhe is bleſs'd; (of Gran, p 2. 0 
And each with ſecret Joy admits her to his Breaſt. Dryd. C. b 

As when ſweer Venus, ſo the Fable ſings, = I 
Awalk'd wy Nereids from the Ocean ſpcings ; 
With Smiles ſhe ſees the threat'ning Billows riſe; 
Spreads ſmooth the Surge, and clears the louring Skies: 
Light, o'er the Deep, with flutt'ring Cupids crown'd, 


The — Conch and filver Turtles bound: 
Her Treſſes ſhed ambroſial Odours round. Tickell. 


Court of VENUS. 


In the fam'd Cyprian Iſle a Mountain ſtands, 
That caſts a Shadow into diſtant Lands; 
In vain Acceſs of human Feet is : 
Its lofty Brow looks down with noble Pride. 
On bounteous Nile, thro? ſev'n wide Channels ſpread, 
And ſees old Proteus in his oozy Bed. 
Along its Sides no hoary Froſts preſume 
To blaſt the Myrtle Shrubs or nip the Bloom : 
The Winds with Caution ſweep the riſing Flow'rs, 
While balmy Dews deſcend and vernal Show'rs. 
The ruling Orbs no wint'ry Horrours bring; 
Fix'd in th Indulgence of eternal Spring; 
Unfading Sweets in purple Scenes appear, 
And genial Breezes ſoften all the Year :., 
The nice luxurious Soul, uncloy'd, may move, | y 


From Pleaſures ſtill to circling Pleaſures rove ; 
For endleſs Beauty kindles endleſs Love. ; 
The Mountain, when the Summit once you gain, 
Falls by Degrees, and ſinks into a Plain : 
Where the pleas'd Eye may flow'ry Meads behold, 
Inclos'd with branching Ore, and hedg'd with Gold : 
Or, where large Crops the gen'rous Glebe ſupplies ; 
And yellow Harvefts, unprovok'd, ariſe; - 
For, by mild Zephyrs fann'd, the teeming Soil 
Yields ev'ry Grain; nor asks the Peaſants Toil. 
A ſylvan Scene, in ſolemn State diſplay'd, 
Flatters each feather'd Warbler with a Shade; 
But here no Bird its painted Wings can move, 
Unleſs elected by the Queen of Love: 
Ere made a Member of this tuneful Throng, 
She hears the Songſter, and approves the Song. 
The joyous Victors hop from pun to Spray, 
The Vanquiſh'd fly with mournful Notes away. 
Branches, in Branches twin'd, compoſe the Grove ; 


And ſhoot, and ſpread, and bloſſom into Love: The 


VE 921 
The vembling Falees their mutual Vows repeat, 
p. 2. Wl" ben6ing oplars bending Poplars meer. b 
be diſtant Platanes ſeem to preſs more nigh, ; 
a, co the fighing Alders, Alders figh. | 4.4 
Blue Heav'ns above them ſmile, and all bello, 
Two murm'ring Streams in wild Meanders flo. 
This, mix d with Gall, arid that, like Honey, ſweet, 
ut ah ! too ſoon rh* unfriendly Waters mee: 
teep'd in theſe Springs, it Verſe Belief can gain, 
The Darts of Love their donble Pow'r attain: . 
Rence all Mankind a bitter Sweet have found, 
\ painful Pleaſure, and a grateful Wound. 
long the graſſy Banks, in bright Array, 
Ten . little Loves their Wings diſplay, 
luivers and Bows their uſual Sport proclaim; 
Their Dreſs, their Starure, and their Looks, the ſame : 
imiling in Innocence, and ever young, Sas 
ind tender as the Nymphs from whom they ſprung. 
Here Love's imperial Pomp is ſpread around; 
ſoluptuous Liberty, that knows no Bound; 
nd ſudden Storms of Wrath, which ſoon decline, 
Md Midnight Watchings o'er the Fumes of Wine; 
Vnartful Tears; and hectick Looks, that how, l 
Vith ſilent Eloquence, the Lover's Wo oe; 7 
boldneſs unfledg'd, and to ſtoll'n Raptures new,” 
half trembling ſtands, and ſcarcely dares purſue. 
| fears that delight, and anxious Doubts of oY, Vo 
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Which check our ſwelling Hopes, bur not de | 
And ſhort- breath'd Vows, forgot as ſoon as made, , 
On airy Pinions, flutter thro* the Glade : | ts 
louth with a-haughty Look and gay Artire, 
and rouling Eyes, that glow with ſoft Deſire, 
tines forth, exalted on a — us Sear, 
While ſullen Cares and wit 740. Age retreat. 
ow from afar the Palace ſeems to blaze, 
ind hither would extend its golden Rays, 
but by Reflection of the Grove is ſeen, .. 
The Gold (till vary'd by a waving Green. 
road Columns, rowring high, ſupport the Frame, 
That hewn from Hyacinthian Quarries came. 
The Beams are Em'ralds, and yet ſcarce adorn 
The Ruby Walls an which themſelves are borne. 
The Pavement rich with Veins of Agate lies, 
ind Steps, with ſhining Jaſper ſlipp Ty, riſe. 
Here Spices in Parterres promiſcuous blow, 
Not from Arabia's Fields more Odours flow : . 
The wanton Winds thro' Groves of Caſſia play, 
ic dad ical the ripen'd Fragrancies away: 
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Here, with its Load the wild Amomum bends ;. 
There Cinnamon in rival Sweets contends: 

A rich Perfume the raviſh*d: Senſes fills,, 

While from the weeping Tree the Balm diſtills.. 

The judgment of the Glafs is here unknown; 

Here Mirrours are ſupply'd by ev'ry Stone: 
Where e er the Goddeſs turns, her Image falls, 

And a new Venus dances on the Walls. Euſd. Claud. 


Ceſtus or Girdle of VENUS. 


When thus the Laughter- loving Goddeſs ſpoke; 1 
She took th'embroider d Girdle from her Breaſt, hc 
In which were woven ſoft ſeducing Charms, 1 
Fond Love, and gay Deſires, and gentle Vows,. - C 
With innocent Deceit, and toying by: 5 r 
Baits able to betray the wiſeſt Man. Br. Hom.. 4 

E RR. E. f 

How does thy Verſe ſubdue the liſt'ning Ear! 

Nor half ſo ſweet are midnight Winds, that move 

In drowſy Numbers o'er the waving Grove: ll 

Nor dropping Waters, that in Grots diftil, k 
And with a tinkling Sound their Caverns fill. Phil, er 


What Preſent worth thy Verſe can * * find? 
Not the ſoft Whiſpers of the Southern Wind 
So much delight my Ear, or charm my Mind; 
Not ſounding Shores, beat by the murm'ring Tide, 
Nor Rivers that thro? ſtony Valleys glide. Duke, Virg. 
Such, divine Poet, to my raviſh'd Ears 
Are the ſweet Numbers of thy mournful Verſe, 
As to tir'd Swains ſoft Slumbers on the Graſs; _ 
As freſheſt Springs, that thro” green M-adows paſs, 
To one that's parch'd with Thirſt, and Summer's Heat Ang 
Cxy ro rn role es oo 


VERTUMNUS. 


Vertumnus varies ev'ry Shape with Eaſe, = 
And tries all Forms that may Pomona pleaſe, Pope. Ovid. 


4 


But moſt Vertumnus did his Love profeſs, "1 
With greater Paſſion, but with like Succeſs. bu 
To gain her Sight a thouſand Forms he wears; Whit 
And firſt a Reaper from the Field appears: The 
Sweating he walks, while Loads of golden Grain And. 


Ofercharge the Shoulders of the ſeeming Swain: ih, 


VI 923 
oer his Back a crooked Scythe is laid, 

Ind Wreaths of Hay his Sun-burnt Temples ſhade : 
0 in his harden'd Hand a Goad he bears, 

like one, who late unyok'd the {weating Steers: 
vmetimes his pruning Hook corre&s the Vines, 
Ind the Hofe * ro their Ranks confines: 
Now, gath'ring what the bounteous Year allows, 

e pulls ripe Apples from the bending Boughs. 
Soldier, now, he with his Sword appears; 

\fiſher, next, bis trembling Angle bears. 

uch Shape he varies, and each Art he tries, 

her bright Charms to feaſt his longing Eyes. 
ſemale Form at laſt Vertumnus wears; 

With all the Marks of rev'rend Age appears, 

s Temples thinly ſpread with filver Hairs: 

Iop'd on his Staff, and ſtooping as he goes, 5 
painted Mitre ſhades his furrow'd Brows. Pope. Ovid. 


r 


The third celeſtial Pow'r, averſe to Love, 
k Virgin Veſta, dear to mighty ſove: 
fer Neptune ſought to wed, and Phœbus woo'd; 
uud both, with fruitleſs Labou '# ong purſu'd: 
r ſbe, ſeverely chaſte, rejected both, 

ind bound her Pur oſe with a ſolemn Oath, 
Virgin Life inviolate to lead: | 
de {wore ; and Jove, aſſenting, bow'd his Head, 
hit fince her rigid Choice . deny'd 
Of nuptial Rites, and Bleſſings of a Bride, 
The bounteous Jove with Gifts that Want ſupply'd. 
lign on a Throne ſhe fits amidſt the Skies, 
nd firſt is fed with Fumes of Sacrifice; 
or holy Rites to Veſta firſt are pay'd, þ 


— 


And on her Altar Firſt fruit Off 'rings laid; 
0 Jove ordain'd in Honour of the Maid. Cong. Hum. 


55 | 
Vice, like ſome Monſter, Og none to *ſcape, 
ts ſeiz?d the Town, and varies ſtil] her Shape: 
flere, like a General. ſhe ſtruts in State, | 
Vhile C-owds in Red and Blue her Orders wait: 
There, like ſome penſive Stateſman, walks demure, 
nd ſmiles, and hugs, to make Deſtruction ſure : 


uy under high Commodes, with Looks erect, 
retac'd devaurs in gawdy Colours deck'd : 


rid. 


Then. 
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Then, in a Vizard, to avoid Grimace, 
Allows all Freedom, but to ſee the Face: 
In Pulpits, and at Bar, ſhe wears a Gown, - 

In Camps a Sword, in Palaces a Crown. Lanſd. 
Nothing ſuits worſe with Vice than Want of Senſe: 
Fools are itil} wicked at their own Expence. Roch. 


VICISSITUDE.. 

What is our Bliſs, that changes with the Moon? 
And Day of Life, that darkens ere tis Noon? Prior. 

Vain Hopes, and empty Joys of human Kind ! 
Proud of the Preſent, to the Future blind! Dryd. Bo 

Oh frail Eſtate of humane Things, Thos 
i And ſlipp'ry Hopes below ! | 
Now to our Coſt your Emptineſs we know; 

For tis a Leſſon dearly bought, 
Aſſurance here is never to be ſought. Dryd. 

To day a Conquerour, and to night a Slave! (Co 
How ſhort the Space between theſe vaſt Extreams! Hig,\ 
 _ Revolving Time, ſhifts Scenes of Toil and Fate, 

And in a Night ſwells grov'}ing Mortals great: 
Others, her ſcorn, from Fortune's Height caſt down, 
Again more glorious mount the ſteady Throne. Laud. i 

ink on the ſlipp'ry Stare of human Things, 
The ſtrange Viciſſitudes, and ſuddafn Turns 
Of War, and Fate reeoiling on the Proud, 
To cruſh a mercileſs and cruel Victor: 
Think there are Bounds of Fortune, ſet above, 
Periods of Time, and Progreſs of Succeſs, : 
Which none can ſtop before th? appointed Limits, 
And none can puſh beyond. Dryd. Love Triump. 
- Ohdiſmal Change! „ * is conſtant found: (Ner 
The Gods, with Whirlwinds, dri 


ive our Fortunes round. l 
Oh ! why has Fate maliciouſly decreed, Þ 
That greateſt Bleſſings muſt by Turns ſucceed ? Stepn. 
Things at the Worſt will ceaſe; or ele climb upwards 
To what they were before. Shak. Macb. 


WICTIM; 


Thus the gay Victim, with freſh Garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the ſacred Fife's enliv'ning Sound, 
Thro' wing Crowds in ſolemn State proceeds; (Diſt. Mo 
And, dreſs'd in fatal Pomp, magnificently bleeds. Phi 


PICTOR! 
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ks when two Scales are charg'd with doubtful Loads, 
om Side to Side the trembling Balance nods; | 
il pois'd aloft, the reſting Beam ſuſpends 
ch equal Weight; nor this, not that deſcends : 
v Conqueſt, loth for either ro declare, 
nels her Wings; and, hov*ring, hangs in Air. Pope. Hom. 
But Victory not always is entail'd: | 
e Wiſe their Conduct loſe; the Strong their Force: 
Nis Heav'n alone the Fate of Empire weighs; 
hoſe Pow'r, reſiſtleſs by all human Force, 
rides our Prudence, and our ſhallow Foreſight, 
h interpoling the minuteſt Accidents, 

nhoughr of, unforeſeen by Man's dim Eyes, 
tus from the Victor what he thought ſecure, 

Ind turns the Fate of Battel. Hig. Gen, Cong. 

Evn Victors are by Victories undone : 4 4 
us Hannibal, who foreign Laurels won, [ 
0 Carthage was recall'd, too late to keep his own.Dryd. J 

VILLATN. 

Hell's greateſt Maſters all their Skill combin'd, 
loform and cultivate ſo fierce a Mind : 
\iniſh'd Manſter form'd without a Fault: | 
No Flaw of Goodneſs, no deforming Vein, | 
Or ſtreak of Virtue did their Offspring ſtain. Blac. K. Arth. 

Inexorable Hatred, Pride unmixd, 1 
* Revenge, and Malice deeply fix'd, 

With Wrath, from ev'ry Stain of Love refin'd, 

leign uncontroul'd in his inenam'd Mind. Blac. K. Arth. 
dure there was neyer any great Thing yet | 
lpir'd to, but by Violence and Fraun 

ud, he that ticks, for Folly of a'Conſcience, 
lo reach it, is a good religious Fool; 
ſuperſtitions Slave, and fure to die a Beaſt. John. Cat. 

Th' original Villain ſure no God created ; 
le was a Baſtard of the Sun by Nite, Ho 
pd into Man, with all his Mother's Mut, 
ruſted about his Soul. Dryd. All for Love. 

— A * e he moſt feems kind. 
moſt to be ſa ed. Lanſd. Jew; of Ven. 
Tis Puniſhment enough to be a Vilkam. Rowe. Tamerl. 
The Villain's Conſcience is his greateſt Pain, Hig.G.Cong. 

| VINE. 
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+ F-D-N E | | f 
Sweet Offspring of the Ground, | | 
With heav'nly Nectar yearly crown'd !. Roſc. Ti 


See, how the tender Ringlets of the Vine, 
Around the cluſt'ring Fruit, their greener Curls entwine. 
See Grapes in Cluſters imitating Gold: "EK 
Some bluſhing Bunches of a purple Hue. Dryd. Ovid. 

Rathe ripe are ſome, and ſome of later Kind; 
Of golden ſome, and {ome of purple Rind. Dryd. Virg. 
| Now teach thy feeble Rows 
To mount on Reeds, and Wands; and, upward led, 
On aſhen Poles to raiſe their forky Head: | 
On theſe new Crutches let them learn to walk, 
Till, ſwerving upward with a ſtronger Stalk, 
They brave the Winds; and, clinging to their Guide, 
On Tops of Elms at Length triumphant ride, Dryd. Vin 
The Vine will cling, waile the tall Poplar ſtands; 
Bur, that cur down, creepsto the next Support: | 
And twines as cloſely there. — Dryd. D. Seb. 
An Elm was near, to whoſe Embraces led, 


The curling Vine her ſwelling-Cluſters Kuren | | 
He view'd their twining Branches with Delight, W 
And prais'd the Beauty of the pleaſing Sight: | a 
Vet this tall Elm, but for his Vine, he ſaid, 10 
Had ſtood neglected, and a barren Shade: - 
And this fair Vine, but that her Arms ſurround de 
Her marry'd Elm, had crept along the Ground: | 65 
Ah beautèous Maid, let this Example move „ 
Your Mind, averſe from all the Joys of Love, Pope. Ovi 1 
NN . 
The Mantuan eee the Wiſe, |» 
Whole Verſe walks higheſt, but nor flies: 


Who brought green Poeſy to her perfect Age; 
And made that Art, which was but Rage. CowI. | 

Th' Anean Muſe, when ſhe appears in State, . du 
Makes all Jove's Thunder on her Verſes wait: 
But writes ſometimes as ſoft and moving Things, 
As Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſin 7 Woke HR 
How many Ages ſince has Virgil writ ? 
How few are they who underſtand him yet? 
Approach his Altars with religious Fear; 
No vulgar Deity inhabits there: 
Heav'n ſhakes not more at ſove's imperial Nod, be 
Than Poets ſhou'd before their Mantuan God. 3 Ba 


N 
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fil mighty Maro! May that ſacred Name 

tindle my Breaſt with thy Celeſtial Flame! 

wblime Ideas, and apt Words infuſe! 

ſhe Muſe inſtruct my Verſe, and thou inſpire my Myſc'Roſc. 


ne. VIRGIN. rs 


. But I defire to live a Virgin Life; 2 
Nor know the Name of Mother, or of Wife: | 
R like Death, thou knowꝰ'ſt, I loath the nuptial State; 
18. and Man, the Tyrant of our Sex, I hate, 5 > 
\ lowly Servant, but a lofty Mate: Y 
Where Love is Duty on the female Side, ; 
0n theirs, meer ſenſual Guſt, and Pugs with ſurly Pride. 
1 | 7 D Chauc. Pal. & Arc. 
A Maid T am, and of thy Virgin-Train: 
Oh, let me ſtill that ſpotleſs Name retain! OP 
Frequent the Foreſts ; 3r!; chaſte Will one ; (Pal. & Arc. 
\nd only make the Beaſts of Chace my 1 Dr. Chauc. 
All white, a Virgin Saint, ſhe ſought the Skies; 
for Marriage, tho it ſullies not, it dies. Dryd. 
As ſome fair Plant, that in a Garden's rear d, 2 
hile from the pinching Plough, and trampling Herd, 2 
Whilſt yet the Sun's mild Rays and gentle Show'ers, 5 


Vir 


ind fanning Winds refreſh its op'ning Flow'rs, | 
The Eyes of ev'ry Youth, and ev'ry Maid allures: 
Torn from the Stalk, the tender Bloſſoms fade, 
Deſpis'd by ev'ry Youth and ev'ry Maid: 

do, while her Virgin Bloom adorns the Fair, 

By all ſhe's courted, and to all ſhe's dear : 

But, when her-faded Chaſtity is gone, | 

By none ſhe*s courted, is belov'd by none. 


e 


Bleſt Virtue, whoſe almighty Pow'r 
Does to our fallen Race reſtore. 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more: 8 
dure Card, by which this frail and tott'ring Bark we ſteer, 
Thro? Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here, A 
Thro' all the rouling Waves of Fear, 
And Ow, 1 Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe in thy Conduct, unconcern'd we move, T 
Secure from all the threat'ning Storms that blow, 
From all th' Attacks of Chance below., 
And reach the certain Haven, of Felicity above. 


Ovid 
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And are by very Age increas'd,  _ - Wl" 

By which all other Glories are defac'd, WW 
Grant me, O Virtye, thy .moft ſolid, lafting Joy : fo 
Grant me the Pleaſures of the Mind ; ** © - WMV 
Pleaſures, which only jn purſuit of thee we find ; = 
Which Fortune cannot mar, nor Chance deſtroy, fr 


Grant me but this, how will I triumph in my happy State Wl fo 
Above the Chan s and Reverſe of Fate, * = 


Above her Favours, and her Hare. Fi 
One Moment in thy bleſt Enjoyment is ; 
Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous Bliſs, 1 G1 
Which we derive Rawraente, ©: Fa 
Which often cloys, and muſt reſign to Impotence, Oldh, be 
O give me Virtue then, which fums up all, © 00 
Aud firmly ſtands, when Crowns and Sceptres fall. Orinda 
By Virtae Men are great ihe 1 = 6! 
Which ſpreads their Fame beyond the Reach of Fate. al = 
- Virtue's a Joy, that will for ever laſt; | 
It makes pale Death leſs terrible appear, 
Takes out his baneful Sting, and pa liates our Fear. Roe i. 
The Gods à Guard for Virtue ſtill provide, Sedl. Ant. & C. W 
— Then'why ſhou'd Virtue tear, TR Ne 
When with their mord'ring Shafts,the Gods appear: 4 
Guilt, tremble than, when Heav'ns wing'd Vengeance flie bri 
Thro' frighted Cities; or when Storms ariſe, D*Aven.Cixct 
How few coo'd follow tlioſe ſtrict Rules they gave! an 
For human Life will human Frailties have; To 
And Love of Virtue is but barren Praiſe, 5 
Airy as Fame; not ſtrong enough to raiſe. < 
The Actions of the Soul above the Senſe. Th 
Virtue grows cold without a Recompence. Dryd. Tyr. Loe |: 
P wwe. an 
Makes it ſelf a Judge, and, (arisfy'd within; 4 
Smiles at that common Knemy, the. World : | 


I am no more afraid of flying Cenſures . .. (Riv, Lad. - 
Than Heav'n of being fir d with mounting Sparkles. Dryd. Wi 
Good Deeds their Worth and Value have — hence, 
E fr own Glory are and Recompence. Otw. Alcibiad. 
virtuous nothing fear, but Life with Same, 5 
And Death's a pleafant Road, chat leads to Fame. Lanſd. \ 
My Virtue, which I ſerv'd, is but a Name; 
Since it betrays me to this publick Shame. 
Virtue's no God, nor has ſhe Pow'r divine; 
But he protects it, who did firſt enjoin. Dr. Con. of Gran. p.. 0 
—— Let Mortals learn, . | 7h 
When in obedience to the Gods they tread = c 
The doubtful Paths of Deſt'ny, to affront Tie b 
3 


929 
The dreadful'ſt Dangers with a dauntleſs Spirit: 0 
let em not, ev'n in worſt Extreams, deſpair; 9881 
for, while they keep to virtue's narrow Paths, 
With Guards invincible they march ſurrounded: WT 
The Gods, who ſurely guide them on the Way 
from them no more than from. themſelves can {tray ; | $ 
for Virtue's of Divinity a Ray. Den. Iphig. - 

But living Virtue, all Atchievments paſt, 
finds Envy ſtill to grapple with at laſt. Wall. 


— k Vineemen reds 20 baR 
Given to make us wretched? Ah! ſad Portion 
Fatal to all that have thee! ſhunn'd on Earth, 161 2 


Depreſs d, and ſhewn but in ſevereſt Trials, 1 of 
Condemn'd to Solitude, then ſhining moſt | mY 
When black Obſcurity ſurrounds : poor, 2 
zut ever beautiful! Lanſd. Her. Love. 
Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ſtill, 
Exerts itſelf, and then throws off the Ill. Dryd. Auren. 
O purſue, Rn is 
Purſue the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 
Which urge you on to Virtue : let not Danger, 
Nor the incumb'ring World make faint your Purpoſe; 
\ſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your Steps; _ (Shore. 
bring you to Bliſs, and crown your End with Peace Rowe.]. 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd World, 
and lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws: 
To a Man mild, and ſociable to Man; 
To cultivate the wild licentious AP. 
With Wiſdom, - Diſcipline, and lib'ral Arts, 
Th' Embelliſhments of Life: Virtues, like theſe, 
Make haman Nature ſhine, reform the Soul, 
And break the fierce Barbarians into Man. Add. Cato, 
Virtue, that ſcorns on Coward's Terms to pleaſe, 
Or cm to be bought, or won with Eaſe: 
ad, WY Put then ſhe joys, then ſmiles upon her State, 
yd, Then faireſt to her ſelf, then moſt complear, 8 
pen glorious Danger makes her truly great. Rowe. Luc. 
jad. This Virtue is the Wealth, which Tyrants want. Dryd. 
5 5 þ 1 (S An. Fryar. 
a, Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed. E. of Mulg. Ovid. 
Virtues, when cover'd moſt, are moſt reveal'd. Euſd. 
And ſuperſtitious. Virtue turns to Vice. Roſc. 
Virtue's na Slave of Man: no Sex confines the Soul. Dryd. 


p. 2. 6 , . . =. (Auren. 
O Aurenge-zebe ! thy Virtues ſhine too bright: 
They flaſh too fierce : I, like the Bird of Night, $ 

Hut my dull Eyes, and ſicken at the Sight. Dryd. Auren. 
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Clear as the Sun, and gentle as the Morn. Lee. 


930 Vo 
Thy Virtues ſhine, but ſo as to be borne, | 


— OI know him 
Fierce in the Right, and obſtinately good: 
When round'befet, his Virtue, like a Flood, 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs Force th* oppoſing Dams, 
And bears the Mouads'along;; they're Hurry'd on, (& HipS 
And {well the Torrent they were rais'd ro ſtop. Sm. Phxdf 
4 wiper DO ** ev'n thro? —— | 
nd gilds them into Virtues, ——” Love Triumpf 
The Heav'ns have Clouds; and ——.— in the Moon: | 
But faultleſs Virtue ſhines in her alone. Hoy. Ind. Queen 
To what a Height of Arrogance ſhe fwells! 


Pride, or ill Nature, ſtil with Virtue dwells. Dr. Tyr, Lovell 
— © DNB RA. : 

Nor muſt we the obſequious Umbra ſpare, | T 
Who, ſoft by Nature, yet declar'd for War: F 
But, when ſome Rival Pow'r invades a Right, 0 


Flies ſet on Flies, and Turtles Turtles fight: 


Elſe courteous Umbra, to the laſt had been T 


Pemurely meek, .infipidly ſerene =S 4 
Wich him the Preſent ſtill fome Virtues have; 


The Vain are ſprightly; and the Stupid, grave; 


The Slothful, negligent; the Foppiſh, neat ; 
The Lewd are airy, and the Sly, diſcreet : 

A Wren's an Eagle; a Baboon, a Beau; 
C a Lycurgus; and a Phocion, 'R ————, Garth. 


Force k. 


There's wond'rous Muſick in thy Voice: The Story 
Of Orpheus, which —, ſo bold a Fiction, 

Was prophecy'd of Thee: thy Voice has tam'd 

The Tigers and the Lions of 'my Soul. Denh. Sophy. 


Thy Voice, like ſad, but pleaſing, Muſick, flew: Th 
Like * Swans, twas ſweet — fatal too. Lee. Sophon R 
O Charm me with the Muſick of thy Tongue! * 
Pm ne'er ſo bleſt, as when T hear -— ows, 3 
And liſten to the Language of thy Heart. Otw. Orph. 4 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, Th 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love; Orw.V.Pre 5 
Methought I heard a Voice, 5 | 1 
Sweet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, - 


When all his little Flock's at feed before him, Orw. Orp). 


V 0 
His Voice is ſoft as is the upper Arr. 
Or dying Lovers Words: . Dryd. Rix. Lad. 
Methought I heard Noe, ps rf 
dow roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds. 
foht with the Waves; now in a {till ſmall Tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as wrecking Shipßs —/ 1 
after the dreadful Vell, fink murm'ring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. . Lee. OEdip. | 
Who talks of dying in'a Voice ſo ſwee t,, 
That Life's in love with it Otw. Orp. 
There's Heav'n till in thy Voice, but that's a Sign 
Virtue's departing ; for thy better Ange! 
fill makes the Woman's Tongue his rifing Ground, | 
Wags there a while, and takes his Flight for ever. Dryd. ä 
His Voice Attention, ſtill as Midnight, drauß; 
His Voice more gentle than the Summers Breeze, 
That mildly Whiſpers rhro' the Waving Trees; 
Soft as the Nightingales complaining Song; | 
Or murm'ring Currents, as they roul along. 
O were my Voice à Frumper loud as Fame, 
To reach the Noundꝭ of Heav'n, and Earth, and 8e, 
Al Nations ſhon'd be ſummon'd to this Place. Dr. D. Seh. 


r tuorf 
In his gay Thoughts the Loves and Graces ſhine, 
had all the Writer lives in ev'ry Line: | | 
cb. WH fs caſy Art may happy Nature fſeem; W 
Trifles themſelves are elegant in him. 
dure to charm all was his peculiar Fate, 55 
Vo without Flatt'ry pleas'd the Fair and Great: 
Kill with Eſteem no leſs oonvers'd than read 
Vith Wit well- natur d, and with Books well-bred-.: 
fis Heart, his Miſtreſs and his Friend did ſhare; 
lis Time, the Muſe, the Witty, and the Fair: 
Thus, wiſely careleſs, innocently gay, oC 
Chearful, he play'd the Trifle, Lite, war 
Till Death, ſcarce felt, did oer his Pleaſares een. 4 
\s ſmiling Infants ſport themſelves to ſleep: FAS 
In Rival Wits did Voiture's Fate deplore. 
And the Gay mourn d, who.never;mourn'd before: 
The trueſt Hearts for Voiture heav d with Sigh s. 
Voiture was wept by all the brigkteſt Eye: 
The Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Voitures Death, 
bit that for ever in his Lines they breathe. Pope. 
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Let the ſtrict Life of graver Mortals be 
A long, exact, and ſerious Comedy: 

In ev'ry Scene ſome Moral let it teach, 
And, if it can, at once both pleaſe and preach : 
Let mine, like Voiture's, a gay Force appear, 
And more diverting ſtill than regular; 

Have Humour, Wit, a native Eaſe and Grace; 
No Matter for the Rules of Time-and Place: 
Criticks in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleaſe : 
Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe, Pope, 

UPBRAIDING. | 

'And hide thee where bright Virtue never ſhone : f 
The Day will ſhun thee; nay, the Stars, that view þ 
Mi'chiets. and Murders, Deeds to thee not new, \ 
Will ſtart at this. Lee. Alex. | 
— What's Life without your Honour ? 
Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, A 
Or make that beardleſs Face like Jupiter's, . 


I wou'd be heard in ſpite of all . Thunder: 
O Pow'r of Guilt! you fear to ſtand the Teſt 


Which Virtue — like Sores, your Vices ſhake T 
Before this Roman Healer : but, if you be not = 6 
Quite dead with Sleep, for ever loſt to Honour, W 
Before I go, T14l rip the Malady; = 
I'll let the Venom flow before your Eyes, = 4 
And laſh you with keen Words from lazy Love.Lee.Theodl 4: 
I wou'd but ſhake him, 2 _ |= 

Rowe him a little from this Death of Honour, Ar 
And ſhew him what he ſhou'd be. Lee. Theod. 
O Emperour ! Thou Picture of a Glory! Tt 
Thou mangled Figure of a ruin'd Greatneſs ! In 
O thou royal Villany, | 
In Purple dipt to give a Gloſs to Miſchief! By 
Yer, ere thy Death enriches my Revenge, | Th 
And ſwells the Book of Fate, thou ſtatelier Madman, Th 
Plac'd by the Gods upon a Precipice, To 
To make thy Fall more dreadful l — ! f 
By all th' immortal Gods, I will awake thee ; Th 
ll rowze thee, Czfar, if ſtrong Reaſon can; - 
T 


If thou had'ſt ever Senſe of Roman Honour, 
Or the Imperial Genius ever warmd thee, 
Why haſt thou us'd me thus for all my Service, 
Why. oils,.my Fights, my Wounds in horrid War ? 
W 


.did'ſt thou tear the only Garland from me, Tha 
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That cou'd make proud my Conquelts? Roch. Valent. 
(Spoken by Maximus to Valentinian. 
A thouſand Nights have bruſh'd their balmy Wings 
(ver theſe Eyes, but ever, when they clos'd, 
Thy Tyrant Image forc'd 'em pc again, a 
And dry'd the Dews they grouſe . — Dryd. D. Seb. 
Tyrant! (it irks me fo to call my W | 
But juſt Reſentment and bard Uſage coin 
Tt unwilling Word, and, grating 25 it is, 
Take it, for tis thy due. Dryd. D. Seb. 
If I'm a Traytor, think and bluſh, thou Tyrant, 
Whoſe Injuries betray'd me into Treaſon, 
Efac'd my Loyalty, unhing'd my Faith, 
And hurry'd me from Hopes of Heav'n to Hell. 
All theſe, and all my yer unfiniſh'd Crimes, & 
When I ſhall riſe to plead before the Skies, _ 
charge on thee,to make thy Damning ſure. Dr. D. Seb. 
Eerv'd thee fifteen hard Cam aigns 
And pitci\'d thy Standard in theſe foreign Fields, 
By me thy Greatneſs grew ; thy Years grew with it, 
But thy Ingratitude outgrew them both Dryd. D. Seb. 
Thou haſt loſt thy Honour! Oh, had'ſt thou dy*d 
Ten thouſand Deaths, ere blaſted ( illon's Glory! 
Crillon, that {av'd thee from a barb'rous World, 
Where thou had'ſt ſtarv'd or fold thy ſelf for Bread, 
Took thee into his Boſom, foſter'd thee - 
As his own Soul, and laid thee in his Heart-ſtrings. 
And now for all my Cares to ſerve me thus! 
It wrings the iron Tears from Grillon's Heart, | 
And melts me to a Babe. Dryd. Duke of Guiſe. 
— O Woman in Perfection! 
Thou dazling Mixture of ten thouſand Circes, 
ln one bright Heap caſt by ſome huddling God. Lee.Cz©B. 
—-- Thou! I want a Name | 
By which to ſtyle thee: All articulate Sounds, 
That do expreſs the Miſchief of vile Woman, 
That are, or have been, or ſhall be, are weak 
To ſpeak thee to the Height. Beaum. Doub. Marr. 
Are there not Poiſons, Flames, and Racks, and S words, 
That Emma thus mult die by Henry's Words ? 
But what could Swords or Poiſons, Racks or Flame, 5 


but mangle and disjoint this brittle Frame? | 
More fatal Henry's Words, they murder Emma's Fame. 
And fall theſe Sayings from that gentle Tongue, 

here civil Speech and ſoft Perſuaſion hung; 
Whoſe artful Sweetneſs and harmonious Strain 
ourting my Grace, yet — it in vain, 
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Cal?d Sighs and Tears, and Wiſhes to its Aid; |; 


And, whilit it Fangy 1 convey'd. 

Still blam'd che Coldneſs of the Nut- brown. Maid? Prior. 
Are we in Life thro? one great Errour ledꝰ | 

Is each Man perjurd, and each Nymph'berray'd ? 

Of the ſuperiour Sex art thou the worſ t??? 

And I of mine the moſt compleatly curſt? 

Yet thou forſworn, thou ervel; as thou art, 

If Emma's Image ever touch'd thy Hearr, 

Thou ſure. muſt give one Thought, and drop one Tear, 

To her, whom Love abandon'd to deſpair; 


To her, who, dying, on the wounded Stone | 


Bid it in laſting Characters be known, 
That of Mankind ſhe lov'd but thee alone. Prior. 
Could I believe thee? Could 1 think thee true? 


But, O thou Siren, I will-itop — er e. 
To thy enchanting Notes: the Winds ſhall bear 


Upon their Wings thy Words more light than they. Dryd, 
: | - 725 4 14.3826 Tool. & :Crets:| 


I take the Gods to witneſs, with more Sorro - , 
And more Vexation hear F rhefe Reproaches, (Valent. 


Than were my Life dropt from methro' anHour-Glais.Roch, | 


You have your ſelf your Kindneſs over 
He ceaſes to oblige, who can upbraid.. D 
Ev'n Benefits, upbraided, a 


pay'd : 
r 4 State of Inn. 
Ai 


——— Right I have none: 2. 01 
*Tis Force alone muſt juſtify the Deed : -. (Cym. & Iphig, 
Then let the Loſers talk in -vain of Right. Dryd, Bocc. 
—  ] og my Soul ; 
Of Kin to thine, foon wou'd I rend my Heartſtrings, 
And tear out that Alliance: But thou, Viper, _ 
Haſt cancell'd Kindred; made'a Rent in Nature; 
And thro* her holy Bowels gnaw'd thy Way | 
Thro' thy own Blood to Empire. Pryd. D. Seb. 

w— The Queen has in her Chapel! 

All 3 75 devoutly watch'd, and brib'd the Gods 
With Vows for her Deliverance. — | 
. - O Alphonſo, _ | 


7 


I fear they come too late: her Father's Crimes 

Hang heavy on her, and weigh down her Pray'rs: 

A Crown uſurp'd! a lawful King depag'd ! 

In Bondage held, debarr'd the common Light ! 

His Children murder'd, and his Friends deſtroy'd! 

What can we lefs expect than what we feel? 

And What Ve fear Will follow. ————— — Avert 


diffolv'd. Hig. Gen. Cong. 


— 4 — — — — — 


V 


— Avert it, Heav'n ! n 54 
Then Heav'n maſt not be Heav'n, judge th' Events 
OY By what has paſs'd. Th' Uſurper joy'd not long 
His 1 . Pow'r : tis true, he dy'd in Feace: 
| Uiriddle that, ye Pow'rs !— Dryd. Span, Fry. 
for impious Greatneſs Vengeance is in Store: 

Hort is the Date of all ill-gotten Pow'r, - Lanſd, __ 
Rings, who did Crowns unjuſtly ger, OS Dt IE 26. 
n Hell on burning Thrones are ſer : ent ny A594 
And oh! uneaſily their Crowns they wear, 
Ard their own Guilr amidſt their Guards they fear: 

| Cares, when they wake, their Minds unquiet keep, 


And Ghoſts in Viſions lord it o'er their Sleep. Dr. Tem. 
How hardly can Ufurpers manage well $55 

Thoſe, whom they firſt inſtructed to rebel! Dr. Hind. & Pant. 
'Tis greater to reſtore, than to uſurp, a Crown. Cowl, 


4d. W eee 3 


Not leſs concern'd, nor at a later Hour, ; 
no. WJ Roſe from his downy Couch the forging Pow'r. Dr. Virg. 
The limping Smith obſerv'd the fadden'd Feaſt, - 

And, hopping here and there, himſelf a Jeſt, 
Put in his Word: then crown'd a Bowl unbid: 
9. The laughing Nectar overlook'd the Lid??? 
ar Vulcan's, bomely Mirth his Mother {mild ; 
ind, fmiling, took the Cup the Clown had AlPd : 
The Reconcfler. Cup wenrronnd the Board: 
Which, empty'd, the rude Skinker {tilt reſtor'd: 
io, bound Firs of Langhter ſeiz d the Gueſts, to fee | 
cc. W fic limping God fo deft at his new Miniſtry. Dryd. Hom. 


al 0 I 6d 492: 4 4 


Thus rav'nous Vultures watch the dying Lion, (& Hip 
To tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. Smith. hel. 
As when a Vulture, on Imaus bred, 18 of 
Whoſe ſnowy Ridge the roving Tartar bounds, » ./ 
Dillodging from a 1 rares of Deere 5 
To gorge the Fleſh of Lambs or yeanling Kids, 
On Hills where Flocks are fed, flies tow'rds the Springs 
Ot Ganges or Hydaſpes, Indian Streams: Fry, 
But in his Way lights on the barren Plains 790 
Of Serricana, where Chineſes drinne i 
With Sails and Wind their cany Waggons light. Milt. p. Loſt᷑. 
As when two Vultures on the Mountains Height, | 
Stoon with their founding Pinions to the Eigen: 
Sf, They 
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They cuff; they tear; they raiſe a ſcreaming Cry: 
The Deſart echoes ; and the Rocks reply. Pope. Hom. 


W. 
W ANT. 

If all her former Woes were not enough, 
Look on her now; behold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to Death, diſtreſs'd on ev'ry Side, 
With no one Hand to help; and tell me then, 
If ever Miſery were known like hers ? | 

And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the Beating of a Storm ſo rude ? 
Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang'd, 
To court her Appetite, and crown her Board; 
For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd; 
For whom the Merchant ſpread his ſilken Stores; 
Can ſhe intreat for Bread, and want the needful Raiment, 


To wrap her ſhiv'ring Boſom from the Weather? 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever near her: 


* 


I thought the gentleſt Breeze, that wakes the Spring, 


Too rough to breathe upon her: Chearfulneſs 

Danc'd all the Day before her; and at Night 

Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow: 

Now ſad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, 

Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 

Drops from ſome Penthouſe on her wretched Head, 

Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold; 

While her Head reſts on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. Rowe. 

| | (J. Shore. 

But canſt thou, tender Maid, canſt thou ſuſtain 

Afflictive Want, or Hunger's preſſing Pain? | 

Thoſe Limbs, in Lawn and ſofteſt Silk array'd, 


From Sun beams guarded, and of Winds afraid, 


Will they bear angry Jove ? will they reſiſt 


The parching Dog-Star, and the bleak. North-Eaſt ? 


When, chill'd by adverſe Snows, and beating Rain, 

We tread with weary Steps the longſome Plain; 

When with hard Toll we ſeek our ev'ning Food, 

Berries and Acorns, trom the neighb'ring Wood ; 

And find amongſt the Clifts no other Houſe, 

But the thin Covert of ſome gather'd Boughs; 

Wilt thou not then reluctant fead thy Eye 

Around the dreary Waſte, and, weeping, try 

To find thy Father's hoſpitable Gate, ; 
And Seats, where Eaſe and Plenty brooding fate ? Price, 
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The Riſe of Fortune did I only wed, : 
From its Decline determin'd to recede ? . 
Did I bur purpoſe to embark with thee, 

On the ſmooth Surface of a Summer's Sea, 

While gentle Zephyrs play in a Aloe, Gales, 

And Fortune's Favour Kls the ſwelling Sails; 

Bur wou'd forſake the Ship, and make the Shore, 
When the Winds whiſtle, and the Tempeſts roar ? 
No, Henry, no: one ſacred Oath has ty'd 

Our Loves: one Deſtiny our Life ſhall guide; 

Nor Wild, nor Deep our common Way divide. 

When from the Cave thou riſeſt with the Day, 
To beat the Woods, and rouze the bounding Prey ; 
The Cave with Moſs and Branches PII adorn, 
And chearful fit, and wait my Lord's Return: 
And when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten Deer, 
(for ſeldom, Archers ſay, thy Arrows err.) 
PII fetch quick Fuel from the neighb'ring Wood; 
nt And ſtrike the ſparkling Flint, and dreſs the Food: 

With hamble 2 and officious Haſte, 

Il. cull the furtheſt Mead for thy Repaſt: 

The choiceſt Herbs I to thy Board will bring ; 
And draw thy Water from the freſheſt __ 
And when at night, with weary Toil oppreſt, 
Soft Slumbers thou enjoy'ſt, and wholeſome Reſt; 
Watchful Pll guard thee; and with midnight Pray'r 
Weary the Gods to keep thee in their Care: 
And joious ask, at Morn's returning Ray, 
If thou haſt Health, and I may bleſs the Day. 
behold me fixt, where. e er thou lead'it to go, 
Friend to thy Pain, and Partner of thy Woe. 
Bleſt, when my Dangers and my Toils have ſhown, 
That I of all Mankind cou'd love bur thee alone. Prior. 

Misfortunes oft prove to Invention kind, | 
laſtruct our Wit, and aid the lab'ring Mind. Dryd. Ovid. 

Want takes falſe Meaſures both of Pow'r and Joys 5 
And envy'd Greatneſs is but Crowd and Noiſe. How: -- 

— To Men, 

Preſs'd by their Wants, all Change is ever welcome. Johnſ. C 


All noble Minds with Shame their Wants confeſs. D*Avyen; 
(Siege of Rhodes. 


. 
Wars, horrid Wars I view; a Field of Blood 
And Tyber, rouling with a purple Flood. Dryd. Virg. 
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Au the dire Calamities N 


Of raging War, chain'd up in Diſcipline, 


Are now. broke looſe, trooping in horrid March, 
To fright the World: OY 88 
Now Luſt and Rapine both divide the Spoil; 
And Giant Murder now beltrides our Streets, 


Stalking in State, and wading deep in Blood.South.F.of Cap. 


Hark! Hark! The glorious Voice of War 
Calls aloud, for Arms prepare! 
, Drums are beating, 
Rocks repeating, | 
Martial Muſick charms the joyful Air. Cong. 
New Storms of War, like Hail, around us fall: 
Fury, that fate at home on maſſy Shields, 
Now heaves * up, and ranges chro” the Fields: 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire the comes 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to rheir Tombs. 
War! How it Sounds! away, to Arms! to Arms! 
My Soul ro Battel now all firy turns; _ 
Swift as the Gods in Haſte outſtrips rhe Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the Day behind. Lee. Sophon, 
Yer, yet a little, and deſtructive Slaughter | 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Proſpect 
Paſs but an Hour, which ſtands berwixt the Lives 
Of Thouſands and Eternity; what Cage 
Shall _ Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain! 
© thou fell Monſter, War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſt waſte the nobleſt Part of the Creation; 
The B aſt and Maſter-Piece of the Great Maker; 
That wears in vain th' Impreſſion of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee, — Rowe. Tamer]. 
The neighb'ring Cities break all Leagues, and fly 


To Arms: Mars-rages impious o'er the World. 


the Hinds 


Tillage has loſt its e : 5 8 
telds lie waſte and wild; 


Preſs'd into Soldiers, F 


And crooked Scythes bd ee hg into Swords. Trap. Virg. 


Tumultuous Paſſions, Wrath; Revenge and Shame, 


- Inyade our Breaſts, and our galbd Souls inflame: 
Strait, with one Voice, we all for Arms declars, 


And ev'ry Breaſt already feels the War: 

The Plowman haſtens to a nobler Toit, 

Unyokes his Ox, and leaves untill'd the Soil: 

Abandons all his Hopes, and ruſtick Care, 

Lays down his. Goad, and ſhakes the Warlike Spear: 
The Tradeſman quits his Shop, and takes the Field, © | 
And makes his Thirſt of Gain to Thirſt of Honour yield: 
Fn "= 8 "Ty 
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The Shepherds on the Hills forfake their Flocks, 


ind leave their browing Goats upon the Rocks: 
ind Farmers quit the Hopes their Fields afford, 

To reap freſh Laurels wich their conqu'ring Sword: 

is when black Clouds, dark' ning the Sunimer-S Ry, 
Loaded with criſtal Tempeſts, ſlowly ffy j 
Ty! Artillery diſtharg*d, with mighty Sound, 7 
Th! exploded Hailſtones leap upon rhe Ground, ba 
Thunder amidſt the Woods, and from the Hills rebound. 
$ with the Britons all the Region ſwarms ; | 

do thick their Troops, ſb loud the Noiſe of Arms: 

The groaning Earth complains; and, rrembling, feels 

The trampling Hoofs, and Chariots fervid Wheels. 2 
The lighted Beacons from the Hills declare, ITE" 
As blazing Comets do, approaching War: 

The flaming Signal's giv*n : the Regions round 
With Horſemen, Arms, and warlike Noiſe refound : -- 
As when — — c | 


I ſome great Town a Fire breaks out al Ligk | 


and fills, with crackling Flames and diſmal Light, 
Wich Sparks and pitchy Smoke, th' aftoniſh'd Sky ; | 
Th' affrighted Guards, that firſt the Flame f: 12 44 l 
Srait give th* Alarm, and ſpread the dreadful Cry? 
Th' amaz'd Inhabitants the Signal rake; 
half walten, 


And run, in Crowds half cloath'd and 
To ſtop the ſpreading Ruin, and to tame, pee 
With ſpouting Engines, the deſtructive Flame: Fi 
So, when the frightful Cry of War begun, Win 
Into the Fields in Troops the Britons run, Blac. P. Arth. 
O'er proſtrate Towns and Palaces they paſs, 6 
Now cover'd o'er with Weeds; and hid in Graſs: 
Breathing Revenge, while Anger and Difdain © + | 
Fire ev'ry Breaſt, and boil in ev'ry Vein; TY 
Herc ſhatter*d Walls, like broken Rocks, from far. 
Riſe up in hideous Views, the Guilt of War. Add. 
Our Land a Purchaſe to the Sword now lies 
Her Harveſts for 3 Owners riſę: 
ach Vineyard doubtful o irs Maſter grows; 5 
And to the Victor's Bowl each Vintage flows. Add. 
War is the Province of ambitious Man, i 
Who tears the mis'rable World for Empire. Rowe. Ta 
The brazen Throat of War had ceas'd to roar. Milt: P. Loff. 
Enough of War the wounded Earth has known yz ß; 


. 
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* 


Weary at length, and waſted with Defttuttion, IO DN 11 


Sadly ſhe rears her rand Head, to ſneßß Me 60 

Her Cities humbled, and her Countreys pod. 

And to her mighty Maſters ſues for Peace; Rowe. — s 
—— — Now, 
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- Now, glorious War, farewel, 
Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts, 
Begot in Blood, and nurs'd with Kingdom's Ruins: 
Thou | Ong Danger, courted by thy Followers 
Thro' Fires and Famines, for one Title from thee, 
A long farewel 1 give thee. Noble Arms, 
Ye Ribs for mighty Minds, ye iron Houſes, 
Made to defie the Thunderclaps of Fortune, 
Ruſt and conſuming Time muſt now dwell with you; 
And thou, good Sword, that knew'ſt the Way to Conqueſt 
Upon whoſe fatal Edge Deſpair and Death dwelt, 
That when I ſhook thee thus, foreſhewd'it Deſtruction, 
Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument: 
Farewel, my Eagle: when thou flew'ſt, whole Armies 
Have ſtoop'd below thee : at Paſlage I have ſeen thee 
Ruflle the Tartars, as they fled thy Fury, 
And bang them up together, as a Taſſel, 
Upon the Stretch, a Flock of fearful Pigeons: 
I yet remember, when the Volga curl'd, 
The aged Volga, when he heav'd his Head up, 
And rais'd his Waters high, to ſec the Ruins, 
The Ruins our Swords made, the bloody Ruins ! 
hen flew this Bird of Honour, bravely flew : 
ut this muſt be forgotten, quite forgotten, _ 
And all that tends to Arms, by me for ever. Beaum, L.Sub;. | 
— Oh now; tor ever TT 
Farewel the tranquil Mind, farewel Content: 
Farewel the plumed Troops, and the big War, 
That makes Ambition Virtue : Oh farewel, _ 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the loud Trump, 
The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, and the ſhrill Fife, 
The royal Banner, and all Quality, 7 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious War; 
And, O ye mortal Engines, , whoſe rude Throats 
Th' immortal Jove's dread Clamours counterfeit, . _ 
Farewel : Othello's Occupation's gone. Shak. Othel. 
. „„ AR 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heav'n, 
In thy great Day of Vengeance: blaſt the Traitor 
And his pernicious Counlels ; who, for Wealth, 
for Pow'r, the Pride of Greatneſs or Revenge, 
ould plunge his native Land in Civil Wars. 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe. Days of Ruin, 
When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
And caſt beſide ſome. common Way, a Spectacle 
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Our groaning Countrey bled at ev'ry Vein; 
When Murders, Rapes, and Maſſacres prevaild ; 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz d; 
When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 
and ſwept away Diſtinction: Peaſants trod 
Upon the Necks of Nobles: low were laid 
The rev'rend Croſier and the holy Mitre; 
and Deſolation cover'd all the Land. 
who can remember this, and not like me, 
veſt Here vow to ſheathe a Dagger in his Heart, 
'M Whoſe damn'd Ambition wou'd renew thoſe Horrours, 
And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? Rowe. 
x | 3 2 (J. Shore. 
— — What Tears has Albion ſhed ! 8 
Heavens! What new Wounds, and how her old, have bled? 
She ſaw her Sons with purple Deaths expire; 
Her ſacred Domes involy'd in rouling Fire: 
4 dreadful Series of inteſtine Wars, | 
Inglortous Triumphs, and diſhoneft Scars. Pope. 
When civil Dudgeon firſt grew high, 
And Men fell out they knew not why : 
When ha:d Words, Jealouſies and Fears, 
Ser Folks together by the Ears, 
And made them fight, like mad or drunk, 
For Dame Religion as for Punk; 
Whoſe Honeſty they all durſt ſwear for; 
Tho? not a Man of them knew wherefore : 
When Goſpel Trumpetter, ſurrounded 
With long-car'd Rout, to Bartel ſounded ; 
And Pulpit, Drum eccleſiaſtick, | 
Was beat with Fiit, inſtead of a Stick. Hud. 
The ſober part of Iſrael, free from Stain, 
Well knew the Value of a peaceful Reign; 
And, looking backward, with a wiſe .Afight, 
Saw Seams of Wounds,.diſhoneſt to the $1ght : 
In Contemplation of whoſe ugly Scars, 
They curſt the Memory of Civil Wars. Dryd. Abſ. and Ach, 
From ev'ry Part the roaring Cannons play; 
From ev'ry Part Blood roais as loud as they: 
Alas! what Triumphs can this Vict'ry ſhow, 
That dies us red with Blood and Bluſhes roo? 
How can we wiſh that Conqueſt, which beſtows | 
Cypreſs, not Bays, 2 the conqu' ring Brows? CowWI. 
What Rage, O Citizens, what Fury- ä 
Does you to theſe dire Actions hurry? 
What OEſtrum, what phrenetick Mood 
Makes you thus laviſh of your Blood? 
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What Towns, what Garriſons might you 
With Hazard of this Blood ſubdue, 
Which now you're bent to rhrow away 
In vain untriumphable Fray? Hud. 
O, ſpare the Wounds, our bleeding Countrey fears, 
The thouſand Ills, which Civil Difcord brings? 
O il] that Noiſe of War, whoſe dread Alarms 
Frighten Repoſe from Countrey Villages; | 
And ſtir rude Tumult up and wild Biftration 
In all our peaceful Cities. - Rowe. Amb. Stepm, 
So ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Care, 
Find we a Time for frighred Peace to pant, 
And brearhe ſhort-winded Accents of new Broils, 
To be commenc'd in Strands afar remote: 
No more the thirſty Entrance of this Soil 
Shall daub her Lips with her own Children's Blood: 
No more ſhall trenching War chanel her Fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs 
Of hoſtile Paces: thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 
Which, like the Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 
All of one Nature; of one Subſtance bred, 


Did lately meet in the inteſtine Shock, 
And furious Cloſe of civil Butchery, 
Shall now, in beauteous well-befeeming Ranks, 
March all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance, Kindred: and Allies. | 
The Edge of War now, like an ill. ſheath'd Knife, 
No more ſhall cut his Maſter, Shak. Hen. 4. p. 1. 
From hence let fierce contendiog Nations know, 
What dire Effects from civil Diſcord flow, | 
"Tis this that ſhakes our Countrey with Alarms, 
And gives up Rome a Prey to Roman Arms; 
Produces Fraud and Cruelty and Strife; | 


And robs the guilty World of Carv's Life. Add. Cato. 
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Ambitions Waves, that ſtrove to climb the Rocks, 


That bound them in, and roar'd to be repuis'd, Hop. Pyrrh. | 


The Surges, raging with inteſtine War; 
With high curPd Heads look terrible from far: 
The Foam of breaking Waves, in pointed Sleet, 
Like driv'n Snow, does on the Ocean beat: 
At ev'ry Shock the daſhing Waters ff,, 
And Clouds of liquid Duft obſcure the Sky. Blac. P. Arth. 

Thus ſwelling Billows on the Mi oppor, 5 
A fuious Tempeſt preſſing hard their Re xl 
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chen their embattel'd Legions march from far, | 
ſo ſtorm forme lofry Mound with hquid War. Blac. Eliza. 
Thus furging Waves, againſt a ſolid Rock, | 
Tho' all ra Shivers dafh'd; rh Aſſault renew, (Reg. 
Vain Batt'ry! and in Froth and Bubbles end. Milt. Par. 
.— —. They londly roar, £ | 
ks Billows, daſhing on the trembling Shore. Creech. Lucr. 
--——- -——- No Water fries, 
Kor Billows with unequal Murmur roar, 
bur {moothly glide along, and ſwell the Shore. Dr. Virg. 


The Weavers ſtretch their Stays upon the Weft, 
ind ſhoot the flying Shuttle thro* the Loom. Dryd. Virg, 
Both take their Stations, and the Piece prepare; 
And order ev'ry ſlender Thread with Care: 
The Web enwraps the Beam ; the Reed divides, 
While thro* the wid*ning Space the Shuttle glides, 
Which their ſwift Hands receive: then, pois'd with Lead, 
The ſwinging Weight ftrikes clofe tht inferred Thread: 
Lach girds her flowing Garments round her Waſte, 
and plies her Arms and Feet with dextrous Haſte : 
Here each inweaves the richeſt Tyrian Die; 
There fainter Shades in beanteous Order lie: 
duch various Mixtn:es in the Texture ſhine; 
det off the Work, and brighten each Deſign; 
is when the Sun his piercing Rays extends, eh 
When from thin Clouds ſome &: ifly Show'r deſcends, 6 
We ſee the ſpacious humid Arch appear, 1070 
Whoſe tranfient Colours paint the ſplendid Air: 
By ſuch Degrees the dee p' ning Shadows rife; 
As p'eaſingſy deceive our dazled Eyes: 785 
And tho? rhe fame tlv ad joining Colour ſeems, 
Yet Hues of diff'rent Natures die th' Ex reams; 
Here heighi'ning Gold they midſt the Woof diſpoſe, 
And in the Web an antique Story role, e. 
A glowing Warmth the blended Cobburs give, 
And in the Piece each Figure ſeems to live. tr, 
Such juſt Proportion graces ev'ry Part — 
Nature her {elf appears improv'd by Arr. ©: 
Feltoons of Flow'rs, inwove with Ivy, ſhine (Gay. Ovid, 
Border the wondFons Piece, and round the Texture ſhine. 


Lo . 
Here her well govern'd Tears dropt down apace : 
Lanty and Sorrow, mingled in one Face 
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Have Charms relifileſs N Cowl. David. 
And now a Milt of Grief comes o'er my Eyes. Dr. 
——— Fall, fall, cryſtal Fountains, Shed CAR 
And ever feed your Streams, ye riſing Sorrows, 
Till you have wept your Miſtreſs into Marble. Roch. Val 
My Eyes grow full, and ſwim: in their own Ps Dryd 
(M. A-la-mode 


Now all my Mother comes into my Eyes, N 
And gives me up to Tears. — Shak. Hen. 5. 
Lfeel the Woman breaking in upon me; 
And melt about my Heart : my Tears will flow. Add. Cato 
O break not yer, my Heart, | 
Tho' — Eyes burſt, no matter. Dryd. All for Love, 
Theſe Thanks I pay you : — 
And know, that when Sebaſtian weeps, his Tears s 
Come harder than his Blood. | 


They plead too ſtrongly _ Of 
To be withſtood : my Clouds are gath'ring too | 
In kindly Mixture with his royal Show'r. Dryd. Don Seb An 
Thou knowlt the gentle Temper of my Soul; 1 
Which the miſtaken World Good Nature call; 
Tho? eaſy to be rais'd, more eaſy to be calm'd: g 
Like to Heav'n's Anger, my relenting Rage dee 
Begins in Tempeſts, and is lay d by Show'rs : Ca 
The ſwelling Drops burſt thro? their lucid Orbe, Oh 
And chaſe each other down my flowing Cheeks, 
Which bluſh with Shame at the old Soldier's weakneſs. | 
| (Hig. Gen, Cong. For 
Why holds thy Eye that lamentable Rheum, I IJ 
Like a proud River peering o'er its Bounds. Shak. K. John. 
| Why doſt thou weep, and pour into my Wounds 5 
New Oil to make them blaze. ——— Lee. Cæſ. Borg. Anc 
Compole your Looks: ſmooth down that ſtarting far, 95 
And dry youu Eyes, which ſpite of this Diſtra&ion, dig 
I ſee are full, brim full of guſhing Tears. Lee. Cæſ. Borg, Th 
O, why, Semanthe, why theſe falling Tears? duc 
I ſwear, my Love, not the laſt Drops of Life, E 
uſt flowing from. my Heart, are dearer tome, (Brother. Wl .. © 
han thoſe rich Pearls, that trickle from thy Eyes. Sou. Lo. flo. 
—— Why bend thy E es to Earth? Hi 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? Cal 
Why breathes that Sigh, my Love, and wherefore falls L 
That trickling Show*r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetneſs? | Lik 
| | (Rowe. J. Shore. 5 
See, whilſt thou weep'ſt, fair Cloe, ſee. my 
The. World in Sympathy with thee. mh * 
1 : 8: 
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The chearful Birds no longer ſing; 

But drop the Head, and hang the Wing:: 
The Clouds have bent their Boſom low'r, 
And ſhed their Sorrows in a Show'r :. 

The Brooks beyond their Limits flow; 
And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe : 

The Nymphs and Swains adopt thy Cares, 
They heave thy Sighs, and weep thy Tears 
Fantaſtick Nymph! that Grief ſhould move 
The Heart obdurate againſt Love: 

Strange Tears! whoſe Pow'r can ſoften all, 
Bur that dear Breaſt, on which they fall. Prior. 

Her Soul, unable to contain its Grief, | 
Pours forth a Deluge of impetuous Sorrow. Den. Iphig. 

Then from her ſwimming Eyes began to pour 
Of ſoftly falling Rain a ſilver Show'r., Cong. 

With Floods of Woe ſhe bathes her beauteous Face, 
And Streams from Myrrha's Eyes kept equal Pace. Hop. Ov. 
Tears blind her Eyes, and Groans ſuppreſs her Words. 

9 (Hopk. Ovid. 

Ye Gods! ſhe weeps : behold that falling Show'r! 
dee, how her Eyes are quite diſſolv'd in Tears! 
Can ſhe in vain that precious Torrent pour ? 
Oh! no: ir bears away my Doubts and Fears: 

'Twas Pity ſure that made it flow; | 
For the ſame Pity ſtop it now : (does part, 
for ev'ry charming, heav'nly Drop, that from thoſe Eyes 
ls paid with Streams of Blood, that guſh from my o'erflow- 
| REN (ing Heart. Walſh, 
— She mix'd her Speech with mournful Cries, 
And fruitleſs Tears came trickling from her Eyes. Dr. Virg. 
Her Soul in Sadneſs, and her Eyes in Tears, 
Sighing ſhe ſaid, ſhe fear'd her Heart might break; 
Then, at my Feet, in all the Storm of Grief; _. 
duch Floods of Sorrow burſt from her bright Eyes, „ 
could not keep my Manhood, but wept too. South. Diſap. 

— Down her Checks f 
flow'd the round Drops: And, as we ſee the Sun 
Shine thro' a Show- 'r, ſo look' d her beauteous Eyes, 

Caſting forth Light and Tears together. | anſd. H. Lov. 

Down her fair Cheeks the trickling Sorrow flows, 

Like dewy Spangles on the bluſhing Roſe. Gay. 
By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome melancholy Shade, 
To hide her Sorrows.tiom the prying World. 
At Night ſhe watches all the long long Hours, 
And liftens to the Winds and beating Rain, (Pen. 
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall as faſt... Row, Fa, 
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946 WE“ 
| Had her Eyes been fed 
From that richStreatn, which warms Her Heart, and number 
For ev'ry falling Tear a Drop of Blood, | 
It had not been too mueh. — Rowe: Fair Pen. 
The Accents die upon her 'eharming Tongue, 

And leave her lovely overflowing We 1 19hool he A 
To pour out the 1 4 her Soul. Den. Lib. Aſſert. 
— — Had you feen 
Her Dovelike Sorrow: Whiets he beg'd for Rome, 

With Eyes Tear-charg'd, yer ſparkling thro*the Dew, 


Whilſt charming Pity dimpled each ſoft Cheek. Shakeſ. 
| Es | . (d& Tate. Coriol. 


Look how her monrnful Eyes move melting Pity. ! 
In which the Greatneſs of her Mind appears | 


That ſtruggles to repreſs her mighty Woe. Den. Lib. Aſſeit 


Beheld thoſe Eyes, ,by the kind Gods delign'd * 
To cherifh Nature, and delight Mankind“), 
Alt drown'd ip Tears, melt into:gentierShow'rs, - 
Than April drops upon the -44 35/5 Higinkin ED. 
Such Tears as Venus for Adonis ſhed, = 
When at her Feet the lovely Youth lay dead; - 
About her, all her little weepmg Loves 
Ungirt her Ceſtus, and unyok her Doves. Duke. 

Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely Mourner: 
Oh! I will kiſs the pearly Drops away: 

Suck from her roſy Laps the fragrant Sighs ; 
Wich othiet Igls her anting Nea ſt ſhall heave; 
With other Dews' her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt; 

With other Paugs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat; 

And alf her Sbrrows Thall be loff zn Love. Smith. Ph. & Hip. 


He with his Tears augments the Morning Dew. (& ul. 


And adds to Clouds more Clouds with his deep Sighs. Sh R. 
— 3 the good Man weeps ; - | 

And ſtrangles all his Language in his Tears. Shak. Hen. 8, 
He, making ſhew as he would rub his Eyes, (Love. 

Difguis'd, and blotted" out, a falling Tear. Dryd. All for 
I could perceive with Foy a ſilent Show'r” -- 

Run dowa his ſilver Beard. Lee. L. Jun. Brut. | 
Oh! Sir, what have you done? You've burſt the Heart 

Of 2 75 old Gaſper ; with this Flood of Goodneſs ; 

And ſee, it guſhes from my aged Eyes. Lee. Mal. of Par, 

— Forbear thefe ſtrict Embraces, 
Your Tears, your hanging on my Boſom thus: 
3 Sighs . ** to 2 „ | 
nd make an Infant o r poor #n. Lee. Mithr. 

— — Tot cl n 

Your Words with Groans; dry up this ene Gee 
12 e 


W E/ 


He bent, he funk beneath his Grief: 
His dauarlefs Heart would fain have held 
From weeping, but his Eyes rebel d. Dryd. 

—. Then be, profuſe of Tears 
| | ſuppliant Mood fe urs rd, aur Feet. Add. vg 
ert: At this he ſigh-dg and wip'd his Eyes, and drew. 
0 ſeemꝰd to draw, ſome Drops of kindly Dew. Dr. Ori 
Here, ſtopping wich 2 Sigh, he pour da Flobd 


0f Tears „to make his laſt Expreſfion good. Dryd. bare” 
(ig. & Guiſc. 


"or'd 


a My Tears degin to tale his part ſo much, 
bey mar my Coumterteiting.— Shak. K. Lear. 
| f that the Earth-cauld teem with Woman's Tears, 
tr, ch Drop (he weeps world prove à Crocodile. Shak.Ochel, 
fe Wah Eyes affaalt my very Soul; nor- 
They ſhake my belt Reſol ve. Lee. Alex. 7 
-By eas ſhe. Nerf and T could drink the Dew. 
? (Lee. Mic, 
[ weep, tis true! bat} Machiavel, 1 furtar SG: 
They're Tearsof Vengeance; Drops of liquid Fire: | 
$0 Marble weeps when. Flames ſurround the Quarry ; 
And the pil'd Oaks ſpraut forth fuch {calding Bubblcs, XY 
Before the ger/ral Blaze. Lee. Cæſ. Borg, | 
O that my Tears could make tlry Heart relent ! 
Then would I dra thott.oryſtal Sluices dry : | 
Rivers I'd weeps and long luxuriant Streams. Lee. Hera 
Thoſe moving Tears will quite diſſotve my Frame; 


They melt that Soul, which T hreats could never ſhakes: 
(lg. < Gun: Con, 


os * 
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Meeping for Joy. 
Back, fooliſh, Tears, back to your native Spring, 


Your tributary Drops belong to Woe ; 
Which you, miſtaking, offer up to Joy. | Shak. Rom, cc Jul | 


Joy had the like. Conception in our Eyes, 
And, at that Inſtant, like a Babe, ſprung up. Sh. Tim. of Arh. 
Behold a Joy, 
A wat'ry Comfort riſing in his Eyes. Lee. L. J. Brut. 
But theſe are Tears ef Joy: to fee you thus has fill'd 
My Eyes with more Delight than they can hold, Con. M. Br. 


N, E LC O AE. 


Welcome as after Darknefs chearful Light; 
0: to the weary Wand'rer downy Night. Land. Br. Roch, 


f n as Life, as Victory, and Fame. 
Hope to Lovers, or the tortured Wretch 


- Ceſla- 
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Ceſſation of his Pain. Hig. Gen. Cong. | 
Not Wealth to Miſers; Honour to the Brave; 

Health to the Sick; or Freedom to the Slave, 

Could be more welcome. — Sedl. Ant. & Cleop. 
— — O happy Night! E 

Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, 

When, after many a toilſome bleeding Step, 

With joyful Looks he 8 his long' d- for Home. 

Thus comes, to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 

Reprit ve: *ris Mercy, Mercy at the Block: 

Thus the toſs'd Seaman, after boiſt'rous Storms, 

Lands on his Countries Breaſt, thus ſtands and gazes 

And runs it o'er with many a greedy Look; 

Then ſhouts for Joy, and makes ——, 26 454 of 

The echoing Hills and all the Shores reſound. Lee. Cæ. Bon 
For that, of which we fear to be deprived, _ 
Meets with the ſureſt Welcome, when arriyv'd. Cong. Ovic 

At your Approach, they crowded to the Port, 

And, ſcarcely landed, you create a Court: 

The Waſte of civil Wars, their Towns deſtroy'd, 

Pales unhonour'd, Ceres unimploy'd, 

Were all forgot, and one triumphant Day 

Wip'd all the Tears of three Campaigns away. 

Blood, Rapines, Maſſacres, were cheaply ought.: 

So mighty Recompence your Beauty — -4 

As when the Dove, returning, bore the Mark 

Of Earth reſtor'd to the long-lab'ring Arx; 

The Relicks of Mankind, ſecure of Reſt, 

Op'd ev'ry Window to receive the Gueſt; 

And the fair Bearer of the Meſſage bleſsd: 

So, when you came, with loud repeated Cries, 

The Nation took an Omen from your Eyes; 

And God advanc'd his Rainbow in the Skies, 

To ſigu inviolable Peace reſtor'd : | (Dryd. 

The Saints with ſolemn Shout proclaim'd the new Accord. 


W HACHU M. 
| Hight Whachum, bred to daſh and draw, 
Not Wine, but more unwholeſome Law: 
To make 'twixt Words and Lines huge Gaps, 
Wide as Meridians in Maps ; 

To ſquander Paper and ſpare Ink, | 
And cheat Men of their Word, ſome think, 
From this, by merited Degrees, : 
He to more high Advancement riſe, 


To 
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To be an Under-Conjurer, 
Or Journey. Man Aſtrologer 

His Bus'neſs was to pump and wheedle, 

And Men with their own Keys unriddle ; 

To make them to themſelves give Anſwers, 
For which they Pay the Necromancers ; 

To fetch and carry Intelligence 

Of whom, and what, and where, and whence, 
And all Diſcoveries diſperſe = 


Among the Pack of Conjurers ; 


What Curt-purſes have left with them, 

For the right Owners to redeem ; 

And, what they dare not vent, find out, 
To gain themſelves and th' Art Repute ; 
Draw Figures, Schemes, and Horoſcopes, 
Of Newgate, Bridewell, Brokers Shops, 
Of Thieves, aſcendant in the Cart, 

And find out all by Rules of Art; 

Which way, a Serving-Man, that's run 
Away with Money or Cloaths, is gone; 
Who pick'd a Fob at Holding: forth, | 
And where a Watch for halt the Worth 
May be redeem'd, or ſtollen Plate 

Reſtor'd at conſcionable Rate. Hud. 


WH 1-P F::N@. 
Whipping that's Virtue's Governeſs, 
Tutreſs of Arts and Sciences | 
That mends the groſs Miſtakes of Nature, 
And puts new Life into dull Matter 
Thar Jays Foundation for. Renown, 
And all the Honours of the f5own,. Hud. 
Thus Pedants, out of School-boys Breeches, 
Do claw and curry their own Itches. Hud. 


But Brutes and Boys alone are taughr with. Blows, 


W HIS E R. 


Mark, how ſhe whiſpers like a Weſtern Wind, 
Which trembles thro the Foreſt —— Dryd. Love Triump. 


- He whiſper'd with a Voice, 


Mild as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes. Milt. Par. Loſt. 
Now chang the jarring Noiſe to Whiſpers low; 
As Winds, forſaking Seas, more ſoftly blow. Dryd. Chauc. 


( Pal. & Arc. 
WIDOW. 
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O lonely Mourner of d widow'd Bed. Rowe, Fair pen. WI" 


Will yon to Grief your blooming Years bequeath? T 
Condemn'd to waſte tn Woes your lonely Life, A 
Without the Joys of Mother, or of Wife 0 
Think you theſe Tears, this — — Train of Woe, 0 
Are known, or valu'd, by the Ghofts below. I 


Why will you fight agamft a pleaſing Flame? Dryd, Virg I. 
Such were bisLes 8, [0 , e 
That were I not reſol vd againſt the ke 
Of hapleſs Marriage; never to be curbd | 
With {econd Love; 'fo fatal was my firſt! 
To this one Error I might yield again, 
And, to confeſs my Frailty, to my Shame, 
Somewhat I find within, if not the ſame, 
Too like the Spar kles of my former Flame, 
But firſt let yawning Earth a Paſſage rend; 
And let me thro? the dark Ahyſs deſcend - 
Firſt let aven N with Flames from high, © 
Drive down this Body to the nether Sky, '' 
Condemn'd with Gbofts in endleſs Night to lie; 3 
Before I break the plighted Faith I gat: N 
No; he, who had my Vows, ſhall ever have: (Dr. Virg. 
For, whom I lov'd on Earth, I worſhip in the Grave. 
Youth, Health, and Eaſe, and moſt an am'rous Mind, 
To ſecond Nuptials had inclin'd her Mind 
And former Joys had left a ſecret Sting behind. | 
| © + *, "Dryd:; Bocc. Sig. & Guiſc. 
he firſt Election thine, © 
That Bond diſſolv'd, the ſecond Choice is mine: 
Had Parents Pow'r, which yet 1 muſt deny, 
Had Parents Pow*r ey'n ſecond Vos to tie, 
Thy little Care to mend my widow'd Nights, 
Has forc'd me to Recourfe of Marriage Rites, | 
To fill an empty Side, and follow known Delights, 
What have I done in this, deſerving Blame ? 
State-Laws may alter: Nature's are: the ſame: 


Thoſe are uſurp'd on helpleſs Womankind, : 
" Pow't to bind. 


Made without our Conſent, and wantin 

Ev'n as thy Father gave thee Fleſh and Blood, 

So gay'lit thou me; not from the Quarry hew'd, 

But of a fofter Mould with Senſe endu'd';  * 

- Ev'a ſofter than thy own; of ſuppler Kind, 

More exquiſite of Taſte, and more than Man refin'd : r 
2 : 


0 


Nor need'ſt thou by Daughiter ss eit old. 
Nor 621 f | 


Tho' now thy fpr ood wick Age be cold. | 
R Thou haſt been young; and can'ſt remember ſtill, 
mat, when thou had'ſt the Pow'r, thou had'ſt the Will: 
And, from the paſt Experience of thy Fires, 
Can'ſt tell with what a Tide our Ar Deſires 5 
Come ruſhing on in Youth, and hat t 
I ſtill thoſe Appetites continue ſtrong, 
Thou may'ſt conſider I am 1 but 8 * 7 
Conſider too, that, haying been a Wife, E 55-2664 
| muſt have taſted of a better Life; '' & 
And am not to be blam'd, if I renew. 
By lawfol Means, the Joys which then I knew: 
Where was the Crime, if Pleaſure I procur'd, 
Young, and a Woman, and to Bliſs inur'd? 
| pleas'd my ſelf; I ſhunn'd Incontinence ; | 
And, urg'd by ſtrong Deſires, indalg'd my SenſQ. 

{+ © BUR l 91 Dryd-. Bocc. Sig. & Gniſc. 

Deſcription of a poor Widow. aud hen Cottage. 
There liv'd, as Authors tell, in Days of Lore, 
A Widow ſomewhat old, and very poor: 
Deep in a Cell her Oottage lonely ſtood. 
Well thatch'd, and under Covert of a Wood. 
This Dowager, on whom my Tale I found, 
1 Since laſt ſhe laid: her Husband in the Ground, 
, A ſimple, ſober Life, in Patience led. 
And had but juſt enough to buy her Bread: 
But, huſwifing the Little Heavn had lent, 
dhe duly paid a Groat' for Quarter; Rent; 
And pinch'd ker Belly with her: Daughters two, 
To bring the World about With much ado. 11 OY. 
The Cattel in her Homeſtead were three Sows, 
An Ewe call'd Mally, and three brinded Cows. 
Her Parlour- Window ſtuck with Herbs around, 
Of ſav'ry Smell, and Ruſhes {trew'd the Ground. 
A Maple-Drefler in her Hall ſne had, , 
On which full many a ſlender Meal ſhe made: 
For no delicious Morſel paſs'd her Throat; 
According to her Cloth ſhe cut her Coat: | 
No poynant Sawce ſhe knew, no coſtly Treat; 


eir Rage requires. 


Her Hunger gave a Reliſh to her Meat: 

& ſparing Diet did her Health aſſure; 

Or fick, a Pepper Poͤſſet was her Curee 
Before the Day was done, her Work ſhe ſped, 
And never went by Candlc-light to Bed; 
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With Exerciſe ſhe ſweat ill Humours out; 
Her Dancing was not hinder'd by the Gout : 
Her Poverty was glad; her Heart content; 
Nor knew ſhe what the Spleen or Vapours meant. 
Of Wine ſhe never taſted thro' the Lear; by | 
But White and Black was all her homely Chear : 
Brown Bread and Milk — firſt ſhe skim'd the Bowls) 
And Raſhers of findg'd acon, on the Coals; _ 
On Holy-Days an Egg, or two at moſt;  . - 
But her Ambition never reach'd to Roaſt. 
A Yard ſhe had with Pales inclos'd about, 
Some high, ſome low, with a dry Ditch about, _ 

| Dryd. Chauc. The Cock and the Fox 


WIFE... 
Be, as becomes a Wife, obedient ſtil] ; | (Hom 


Tho griev'd, yet ſubje& to her Husband's Will. DrydB 


l' ever live your molt obedient Wife, | 

Nor ever any Privilege 2 „„ 

Beyond your Will; for that ſhall be my Law. Ot w. Orph 
No nuptial Quarrel ſhall diſturb your Eaſe; 

The Bus'neſs of my Life ſhall be to pleaſe. |! Dryd. Chand 

c e $30 74586, eddie of Bath's Fug 

If I am old and ugly, well for you; 

No lewd Adult'rer Will my Love purſue: 

Nor jealouſy, the Bane of marry'd Life, 

Shall haunt you, for a wither'd homely Wife: 

For Age, and Uglineſs, as all agree, ' - 

Are the beſt Guards of female Chaſtity. 

Would you I ſhould be ſtill deform'd and old, 

Nauſeous to touch, and loathſome to behold; 

On this Condition, to remain for Life, It 

A careful, tender, and obedient Wife, 

In all I can, contribute to your Eaſe, KC 

And not in Deed, or Word, or Thought, diſpleaſe ? 

Or would rather have me young, and fair, 

And take the Chance that happens to your Share? 

Temptations are in Beauty and in Youth 3 

And how can you depend upon my Truth: 

Nov weigh the Danger with the doubtful Bliſs, 

And thank your felt, if ought ſhould fall amiſs. 

| Dryd. Chauc. The Wife of Bath's Ta 
Nor is it from the Gods, or Cupid% Dart. 

That many a homely Woman takes the Heart : 
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But Wives, well-humour'd, dutiful and chaſte, 
And clean, will hold their wand'ring Husbands faſt”: 5 
Such are the Links of Love, and ſuch a Love will laſt. 
—— Beſides, long Habitude and Uſe 
Will Kindneſs in domeſtick Bands produce. Dryd. Lucr. 
A Wife as tender, and as true withal | 
As the firſt Woman was before her Fall; 
Made for the Man, of whom ſhe was a Part; 
Made to attract his Eyes, and keep his Heart. 
A ſecond Eve, but by no Crime accurs'd ; 
As beauteous, not as brittle, as the firſt: 
Had ſhe been firſt, ſtill Paradiſe had been; 
And Death had found no Entrance by her Sin. 
Love and Obedience to her Lord ſhe bore: 
She much obey'd him, but ſhe lov'd him more: 
Not aw'd to Duty - ſuperior Sway, 
But taught by his Indulgence to obey : 
Nor was it with Ingratirude return'd ; 2 


In equal Fires the bliſsful Couple burn'd ; (mourn'd. 
One ſoy poſſeſs d them both, and in one Grief they 
His Paſſion ſtill improv'd : he lov'd ſo faſt, 
As if he fear'd each Day would be her laſt, Dryd. 

— — Here I kneel ; 
f er my Will did * *gainſt his Love, 
Either in Diſcourſe, or Thought, or actual Deed, 
Or that my Eyes, my Ears, or any Senſe, 
Delighted them, or any other Form, 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, tho? he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly, | 
Comfort forſwear me: Unkindneſs may do much: 
And his Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, 
Bur cannot taint my Love. —— Shak. Othello. 

Then art thou true? Is ſuch a Thing in Nature, 
As a true Wife? No, Bellamira, no: 5 
Thou would'ſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to Deriſion: 
for the whole Flock of common Wives would hoot thee, 
and drive thee, like a Bird, without one Feather 
Of thy own Kind. Lee. Cæſ. Bor. 

r wiſe Creator, for his Choirs divine. 

Peopled his Heav'n with Souls all maſculine: | 
Ah! why muſt Man from Woman take his Birth? 
Vhy was this Sin of Nature made on Earth? 
This fair Defe&, this helpleſs Aid call'd Wife; 
The bending Crutch of a decrepit Life? Dryd. St. of Inn. 

lf I but hear Wife nam'd, I'm fick that Day : 

fr i 5 . 
00 


e Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. 
ol, 2.] Sx 
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1 look on Wives as on good dull Companions, 
for elder Brothers to ſleep out their Time with: 
All we can hope for in the Marriage Bed, 
Is but to take our Reſt; and what care! 
Who lays my Pillow for me. Dryd. Riv. Lad. 
Better with Brutes my humble Lot had gone, 
Of Reaſou void, accountable to none: | 
Th' unhappieſt of Creation is a Wife; 
Made loweſt, in the higheſt Rank of Life: | 
Her Fellow's Slave; to know, and not to chuſe; (Inn, 
Curſt with that Reaſon ſhe muſt never uſe. Dryd. St, of 
My Houſhold Curſe ; my lawful Magee; the Spy 
Of Jove's Deligns-; his other ſquinting Eye: 
Why this vain rying, and'for what Avail ? 
—_ will be Maſter {till, and Juno fail: 
hould thy ſuſpicious Thoughts divine aright, 
Thou bur becom'ſt more odious to my Sight, 
For this Attempr : uneaſy Life to me, 


Still watch'd and importun'd, 55 wa for thee. Dr. Hom. 
3 I Spoken to Juno by Jupiter. 
Fools, that conſult their Avarice or eie ee 


To chuſe a Wife, Love is our nobleſt Guide, Wall. 
WIND. = * 
So when th' aſſuming God, whom Storms obey, Mas 


To all the warring Winds at once gave Way; 

The frantick Brethren ravag'd all around, 

And Rocks, and Woods, and Shores, their Rage re ſound: 

Incumbent o'er the Main, at length they ſweep 

The liquid Plains, and raiſe the peaceful Deep : 

But when ſuperior Neptune leaves his Bed 

His Trident ſhakes, and ſhews his awful Head ; | | 

The madding Winds are huſh'd ; the Tempeſts ceaſe; - 

And ev'ry rouling Surge reſides in Peace. Cong. 
As when two Winds with rival Force pemeers j 

This way and that the wav'ring Sails they bend; 

While freezing Boreas, and black Eurus blow, 

Now here, now there, the reeling Veſlel throw. Pope, Stat 

S8 0 Thracian Winds inſult th* ALgean Floods, . 
Roul Waves below, and drive away the Clouds. Laud. Virg 
But e'er the Winds extend their threat ning Voice, 

From lofty Mountains comes a ruſhing Noiſe: ; 

The Ocean works, and ſwells, and beats the Shore 

From far the Foreſts ſend a murm' ting Roar, Laud. Virg. 


WY 


wi 


do the rude Boreas, where he liſts to blow, 
Makes Clouds above, and Billows fly below ; 
Bearing the Shore, and, with a boiſt'rous Rage, 
Does Heav'n at once, and Earth, and Sea, ingage, Wall. 
—— Ye bluſt' ring Brethren of the Skies, 
Whoſe Breath has ruffled all the wat'ry Plain, 
Retire to hollow Rocks, your ſtormy Seat, (K. Arth. 
There ſwell your Lungs, and vainly, vainly threat. Dryd. 
The ſluggiſh Auſter to his Den with wet 
an, hd abby Wings does heavily retreat. Blac. P. Arth. 
of — — The Winds oft lab'ring bear 
Vat Mountain-Clouds, and whirl them thro' the Air: 
The lab'ring Winds then move but ſlowly on, 


And, as oppreſs'd with Burdens, figh and groan. Cr. Lucr, 


The Wind is nothing elſe but troubled Air. Cr. Lucr. 
Whoe'er throws Dult againſt the Wind, deſcries, 
He throws 1t in Effect but in his Eyes. Garth. 
As wanton as the Breath of weſtern Winds, 
m. Vhoſe ſpicy Breath thro? all theſe flow'ry Plains, 
ter. llaintains eternal Spring. Den. Rin. & Arm. 
Seas are the Fields of Combat for the Winds; a 
gut, when they ſweep along ſome flow'ry Coaſt, (Lad. 
Their Wings move mildly, and their Rage is loft. Dr. Riv. 


o Winds, that Tempeſts brew, 

Vhen thro* Arabian Groves they take their Flight, 
Made wanton with rich Odours, loſe their Spight. Dryd. 
WINDSOR. 

Windſor the next, where Mars with Venus dwells, 
beauty with Strength, above the Valley ſwells, TR 
With ſuch an eaſy aud unforc'd Aſcent, 

That no {tupendops Precipice denies 

\cceſs, no Horrour turns away our Eyes: 

But ſuch a Riſe, as does at once invite | T 
\ Pleaſure, and a Rev'rence from the Sight. 


Thy mighty Maſter's Emblem, in whoſe Face 
ate Meekneſs, heighten'd with majeſtick Grace: 


ad: 


tat ¶ uch ſeems thy gentle Height, made only proud 
fo be the Baſis of that pompous Load, 
irg khan which a nobler Weight no Mountain bears, 


we Atlas only, which ſupports the Spheres. Denh. 
CCE 
(it almighty Wine; for thou alone haſt Power, 


Aſſiſt, while with juſt Praife I thee adore. N 
Tt 2 | Thou 
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Thou art the World's great Souly that heav'nly Fire, 
Which do'ſt our dull half-kindled Maſs inſpire, 
We nothing gallant, and above our ſelves produce, 
Till thou do'ſt finiſh Man, and reinfuſe: 
Thou art the only Source of all the World: calls great; 
Thou did'ſt the Poets firſt, and they'the Gods, create: 
To thee their Rage, their Hear, their Flame they owe; 
Thou muſt half ſhare with Art and Nature too: 
They owe their Glory and Renown to thee; 
Thou giv'ft their Verſe and them Eternity. 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
That fills her Throat, and almoſt rends it too; 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ftrait a Stage 
For his wide Victories, and boundleſs Rage, 
Got not Repute by War alone, but thee : 
He knew, he ne&er could conquer by Sobriety, | 
And drank, as well as fought, for univerſal Monarchy, Oldh 
Come fill it up, 'an fill it hi 3 | : 
The barren Earth is always dry: 
But, well ſteep'd in kindly Show'rs, 
It laughs in Dew, and ſmiles in Flow'rs : 
The gen'rous Gods did ſure deſign, 
By the immortal Gift of Wine, | 
To drown our Sighs, and eaſe our Care, 
And make's content to revel here: <. 
Io revel and to reign in Love, 
And be throughout like thoſe above. 
Wine magnifies the Heart, and makes the Spirits danee 


It drowns all Thoughts, adulterate and ſad ; (Italia U 
Inſpires the Pons makes the Poet glad. D'Aven. Juſ 
The Paphian Goddeſs ſtill her Ambuſh lays ; | U 
And Love betwixt the Horns of Bacchus plays: In 
Deſires increaſe at ev'ry {willing Draught; 0 
Brisk Vapours add new Vigour to the Thought of 
There Cupid's pe Wings no Flight afford ; Fe 
But, wer with Wine, he flutters on the Board : Ne 
He fhakes his Pinions ; but he cannot move; An 
Fix'd he remains, and turns a Maudlin Love: | Th 
Wine warms the Blood, and makes the Spirits flow ; An 
Care flies ; and Wrinkles from the Forehead go; Th 
Exalts the Poor; invigorates the Weak ; No 
Gives Mirth and Laughter, and a roſy Cheek : ; ; 
Bold Truths it ſpeaks ; and, ſpoken, dares maintain ; Fro 
| 6 


And brings our old 5 t 
Love ſparkles in the Cup, and fills it high'r : ) 
Wine feeds the Flame, and Fuel adils to Fire. Dnd. On 


W 1 Ys: 2 


Such Juice our Prieſts in golden Goblets pour 
To Gods; the Givers of the chearful Hour; 
Then when the bloated Thuſcan blews his Horn, 


And reeking Entrails are in Chargers born. Dryd. Ving 
. 1 6 


— — This noble Juice | | 
Will ſtamm'ring Tongues and ſtagg ring Feet produce. Dr. 
— Beware the fumy [oys | 
Of Wine, attended with eternal Noiſe: 314 
Wine urg'd to lawleſs Luft the Centaurs Train; (Virg. 
Thro' Wine they quarrePd, and thro Wine were ſlain, Dr. 


WINTER. 


W The rifing Winds urge the tempeſtuous Air, 1-34 
Lud on their Wings deformed Winter bear. Dr. St. of Inn. 
Since thy Retreat, O Sun, from our cold Iſle, 
She never wore one lovely Smile : 
No Joy ber wither'd Brow adorn'd ; 
In dark unlovely Days, and in long Nights ſhe mourn'd : 
The poor dejected Beaſts hung down their Heads, 
And trembled on their naked Beds; 
No Footſteps of green Life remain, 
But dying Fields an Woods, and a bare bleaky Plain : 
The drooping Birds were filent in the Groves, | 
They quite forgot their Songs and Loves 
Their teeble Mares fate ſullen by; (die. 
e thought the feather'd World reſolv'd their Kind ſhould 
At length, forſaken by the ſolar Rays, 
See, drooping Nature fickens and decays, 0 
While Winter all his — Stores diſplays; 
ln hoary Triumph unmoleſted reigns 
Oer barren Hills, and bleak untrodden Plains; 
Hardens the Glebe, the ſhady Grove deforms, 
Fetters the Floods, and ſhakes the Air with Storms. 
Now active Spirits are reſtrain'd with Cold, 
And Priſons, —_— with Ice, the genial Captives hold: 
The Meads, their flow'ry Pride no longer wear, 
And Trees extend their naked Arms in Air: 
The frozen Furrow, and the fallow Field, 
Nor to the Spade, nor to the Harrow, yield. Blac. 
From frozen Climes, and endleſs Tracts of Show, 
from Streams that Northern Winds forbid to flow, 
What Preſent ſhall the Muſe to Dorſet bring; 
r how, ſo near the Pole, attempt to ſing ? 
All pleating Objects, that to Verſe invite, 
The hoary Winter here contents from Sight : 
t 3 


uch 
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The Hills and Dales, und the delightful Woods, 
The flow'ry Plains, and ſilver ſtreaming Floods, 
By Snow diſguis'd, in height Confuſion lie; 
And with one caxting Vaſte fatigue the Eye. 
.No _— breathing Breeze prepares the Spring ; 
No Bi within the deſart Region us "i 
The Ships, unmov'd, the boiſt'rous Winds defie; 
While rattling Chariots 'o'er the Ocean fly: 
The vaſt Leviathan wants Room to play, 
And ſpout his Waters in the Face of Day. | 
The 1 apy ng along the main Sea prowl, 
And to the Moon in icy Va leys how] : 
For many a ſhining League the level Main 
Here ſpreads it ſelf into'a glaſſy Plain: 
There ſolid Billows of enormous Size, 
Alps of green Ice, in wild Diſorders riſe. 
And yet but lately have I ſeen, ev'n here, 
The Winter in a lovely Dreſs appear; 
Ere yet the Clouds let fall the treaſur'd Snow, 
Or Winds began thro? hazy Skies ro blow; 
At Ev'ning a keen Eaſtern Breeze aroſe, 
And the deſcending Rain unſully'd froze, 
Soon as thi ſilent Shades of Night withdrew, 
The ruddy Morn difclos'd at once to View 
The Face of Nature in à rich Diſguiſe, 
And bi ighren'd ev'ry Object ro my Eyes: 
For ev'ry Shrub, and ev'ry Blade of Graſs, 


And ev'ry pointed Thorn, feem'd wrought in Glaſs: 


In Pearls and Rubies rich the Hawrhorns ſhow, 
While thro? the Ice the crimſon Berries glow : 
The thick.ſprung Reeds, the wat'ry Marſhes yield, 
Seem poliſh'd Lances in a hoſtile Field: 

The Stag in limpid Currents with Surprize 

Sees criſtal Branches on his Forehead riſe. _ 
The ſpreading Oak, the Beech, and tow'ring Pine, 
Glaz'd over, in the freezing Archer ſhine : | 
The frighted Birds the ratt ing Branches ſhun, 
That move and glitter in the diſtant Sun. 
When if a ſudden Guſt of Wind ariſe, 

The brittle Foreſt into Atomes flies: | 

The crackling Wood beneath the Tempeſt bends, 
And in a ſpangled Show'r the Proſpect ends. 

. Or if a Southern Gale the Region warm, 

And by — rings unbind the wint'ry Charm ; 

The Traveller a miry Countrey fees, 


And journeys fad beneath the dropping Trees. 


Like 
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Like ſome deluded Peaſant, Merlin leads | 
Thro? fragrant Bow'rs, and thro' delicious Meads ; 
While here enchanted Gardens to him riſe, 
And airy Fabricks there attract his Eyes 5 
His wand'ring Feet the magick Paths purſue;: 
And while he thinks the fair Illuſion true, . 70 7 
The trackleſs Scenes diſperſe in fluid Air, 
And Woods and Wilds, and thorny Ways, appear: 
A tedious Road the weary, Wretch returns, N 
And, as he goes, the tranſient Viſion mourns. Phil. 


IS H. 

Wiſhes, like painted Landskips, beſt delight, 
Whilſt Diſtance recommends them to the Sight: 
placd afar off, they beautiful _— | | 
But, ſhew their coarſe and nauſeous Colours, near. Tald. 

Our reſtleſs Wiſhes cannot be confin'd ; : 
Like boiſt'rous Waves, no ſettled Bounds they know, 

Fix at no Point, but always ebb or flow. Yald: 
For Wiſhes often are extravagant, 
They are not bounded: with Things poſſible: 
Deſire's the vaſt Extent of human Mind: 
It mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind. Dr. Auren. 

With how much Ezſe believe we what we wiſh! Dryd, 

; Fo 2 (All for Love, 

Where Hope is wanting, Wiſhes are in vain. Dryd. Ovid. 

And mubtiphying Wiſhes is a Curſe, | 8 
That keeps the Mind ftill painfully awake. Dryd. Sec. Love. 

Againſt our Peace we arm our Will, | | 
Amidit our Plenty ſomething ſtill, 
For Horfes, Houſes, Pictures, Painting, 
To thee, to me, to him, is wanting: 
That cruel Something, unpoſſeſs d, 
Corrodes and leavens all the reſt: © 
That Something if we could obtain, 
Would ſoon create a future Pain. Prior. 


I. 


Tis not a Flaſh of Fanſy, which, ſometimes - 
Dazliug our Minds, ſets off the flighteſt Rhymes; 
Bright as a Blaze, but in a Moment done: 1 
True Wit is everlaſting as the Sun: 3 


Who, tho* ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, T oP 
Breaks out again, and is by alFadmird.” Normanbyp. 


* Ad 
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And Wir, like Beauty, triumphs o'er the Heart, 


hen more of Nature's ſeen, and leſs of Art, _ 


In Wit, as Nature, what affects the Hearts, 
Is not th* Exactneſs of peculiar Parts: 
*Tis not a Lip, or-Eye, we Beauty call, 
Bur one joint Force and full Reſulr of all. | 

us when we view ſome well-proportion'd Dome, 

The World's juſt Wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome, 
No fingle Parts unequally ſurprize ; 
All comes united to th'admiring Eyes: 
No monſtrous Height, no Breadth, or Length, appear: 
The Whole at once is bold and regular. Pope. 

Wir, like Religion, once divine was thought, 
And the dull Crowd believ'd as they were taught: 
Now each fanatick Fool preſumes Yexplain 


The Text, and does the ſacred Writ prophane. Scroye, 


Thus Wit, like. Faith, by each Man is apply'd 

To one ſmall Sect, and all are damn'd beſide: 

Meanly they ſeek the Bleſſing to confine ; - 

And force that Sun but on a Part to ſhine; 

Which not alone the Southern Wit ſublimes, 

Bur ripens Spirits in cold Northern Climes: 

Which from the firſt has ſhone on Ages paſt 

Eslights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt 2 

Tho? each may feel Encreaſes and. Decays, , 

And ſee now clearer and now darker Days. | 

\- Regard not then if Wir be old or ned 
*But blame the falſe, and value ſtill the true. Pope. 


Once School-Divines this zealous Iſle o'erſpread ; 


Who knew moſt Sentences, was deepeſt read : 

Faith, Goſpel, All, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 

And none had Senſe enough to be confuted. 

Scotiſts and Thomiſts, now, in Peace remain, 
Amidft their Kindred Cobwebs in Duck- Lane: 

If Faith it {elf has diff rent Dreſſes worn, 

What Wonder Modes in Wit ſhould take their Turn ? 
Oft, leaving what is natural and fir, 

The current Folly proves our ready Wit : 

And Authors think their Reputation ſafe, 


Which lives as long as Fools are pleas'd ro laugh. Pope. 


Too much does Wir from Ign'rance undergo : 
Ah! let not Learning too commence its Foe : 
Of old, thoſe met Rewards who could excel, 
And ſuch were prais'd as but endeavour'd well: 
Tho' Triumphs were tq Gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the Soldiers too. 


Now, 
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Now, they, who reach Parnaſſus lofry Crown; + | 
Employ their Pains to ſpurn ſome others down : 
And, while Self-Love each jealous Writer rules, 
Conrending Wits become the Sport of Fools. | 
But till the Worſt with moſt Regret commend; 
For each il] Author is as bad a Friend. Pope. 

True Wit is Nature to Advantage drelſs'd ; | 
What oft was thought, but ne'er {o well expreſs d: 
Something, whoſe Truth convinc'd at Sight we find, 
That gives us back the Image of our Mind: EY 
As Shades more ſweetly recommend the Light, 

So modeſt Plainneſs ſets off ſprightly Wit: 3 
For Works may have more Wit than does them gooddd 
As Bodies periſh thro' Exceſs of Blood. Pope. 

In Search of Wiſdom far from Wit I fly: 
Wit is a Harlot, beauteous to the Eye; 

In whoſe bewitching Arms our early Time- | 
We waſte, and Vigour of our youthful Prime :- jp 
But, when Reflection comes with riper Years ; TY al 
And Manhood with a thoughtful Brow appears ;: | | 1 
We caſt the Miſtreſs off, to take a Wife; + 

And, wed to Wiſdom, lead a happy Life. —_—_—_ . 

Nature this. Comfort has to none deny d, „ (LOVE... 
That all are Wits and Beauties to themſelves. Lanſd. Her. 

Wit lives by Beauty: Beauty reigns by Wit. Dryd. 

Unhappy Wit, like moſt miſtaken Things  » 
Attones not for the Envy: which it brings: 19 
In Youth alone its enipty Praiſe we boaſt; * N 
But ſoon the ſhort - liv d Vanity is loſt : 

Like ſome fair Flow'r, that in the Spring does riſc, 
And gaily bluoms, but ev'n in blooming dies. | 

What is this Wit, which does our Garesamploy ? 

The Owner's Wife, that other Men enjoy: 

Tis moſt our Trouble, when tis moſt admir'd; 

The more we give, the more is ſtill requir'd: =» 
The Fame with Pains we gain, but loſe with Eaſe; © 
Sure ſome to vex ; but never all to pl: aſs : e 

"Tis what. the Vicious fear, the Virtuous ſhun; « 

By Fools tis hated, and by Knaves undone. .Pope.. . 


ANT TR 
 Mycale was known 2 „ | 
Down from her Sphere to draw.the labiring Moon. DfeDuid: -. 
She was a Witch, and one {o * HEE, 
She would controul the Moon, make Ebbs and Flows, 
And deal in her Command 2 her FOWÜ˖ r. Dryd. Temp. 
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She was a Charmer, and could almoſt read 
The — People. Shak. Othello. 
—— Fheſe Midnight Hage, tag Shin baJ 
By Force of potent Spells, of bloody Characters 
And Conjurations horrible to hear, f 
Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning: Deep, | 
And ſer the Miniſters of Hell at work. Ro We. J. Shore, 
| Merris himſelf theſe Herbs from Pontus brought; 
Pontus, for ev*ry noble Poiſon ſought : 
Aided by theſe, he now a Wolf becomes; | 
Now draws. the Bury'd, ſtalking from their Tombs : 
By theſe tranſports the Corn from Field to Field. 
Such is the Force of Charms. Staff. Virg. 
We'll mutter ſacred Magick, till it warm 
My icy Swain: tis Verſe we want and Charms: | 
By Charms compell'd, the trembling Moon deſcends :. 
And Circe chang'd by Charms Ulyſſes Friends: 
By Charms the Serpent burſt. —— Staff. Virg. 
Thus Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By Help of magick Unctions mount the Sky. Old. 
Ts ſaid, the hian Wives, believe who will, 
Transform themſelves to Birds by magick Skill 
. Smear'd over with an Oil of wond*rous Might, 
That adds new Pinions to their airy Flight. Dryd. Ovid. 
So Witehes hide in Clouds their hideous Forms, 
Lay Plots in Whirlwinds, and cabal in Storms. Trapp. 
Oftimes, to win us to our Harms,, Nö | 
Theſe Inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us Truths; 


Win us with honeſt Trifles ro betray us | 
On deepeſt Conſequence. — Shak. Macb. | 


Is not the Winding up Witneſſes 
1 A Nicking more than half the Buſineſs? 
= - For Watneſles, like Watches, R 
i Jaſt as they're fer, too faſt or How ; 
| And when in Conſcierice they're {trait lac'd, - 
| "Tis cen to one that Side is eaſt. Hud. 
1 you can wane no 8 | | 
o ſwear to an u "A 
Their n ker Fed g 


That hardly get their m nces 


By th' Labour of their Conſeiences, | 
r letting aut te Hire rheir Bars 
To Affidavit Cuſtom ers i a 
They expoſe to fal ah Sorts of Oaths N 
to their Ears and Cloachs, 
3 4 
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Their only neceſſary Tools,” 1 9oP 
Beſides the Goſpe)-and their Souls. Hud. 
And NE any Rate 
Things not in Nature for the State 
For in all Courts of Juſtice gere 
A Witne(y is not ſaid to ſ wear; 
But make Oath, that is, in plain Terms, 
To forge whatever he affirms.” Hud. 
ee > Wt Si ike 
So hungry Wolves, tho greedy of their Prey. 
Stop, mrs. ſind a Lion in — Way. Wah. | 
So runs a Wolf, ſmear'd with ſome Shepherd's Blood, 
And ſtrives to gain the Shelter of a Wood, | 
Before the Darts his: panting Side aſſail, | 
And claps between his Legs his ſhiv'ring Tail. 
Conſcious of the audacious bloody Deed; Staff. Virg, 
As when by Night, expos'd to Wind and Rain, 
A hungry Wolf invades a Fold in vain, > 
And grins for Anger : while the tender Lambs 
Securely lie beneath their bleating damos: 
His yawning Stomach gnaws for want of Food. 
He yearns to drench his famiſh'd Jaws in Blood. Laud. Virg. 
So Wolves, the faithful Maſtiffs gone, grow bold, 
And fiercely leap into th* unguarded Fold: + 4 
The trembling Flock they ſeize with eager Claws, 
And tear their mangled Limbs; with ravining Jaws : 
„Till they ſtand panting with thy uneaſy Load, (P. Arth. 
Oercloy'd with Carnage, and oppreſs'd with Blood. Blac. 
So when fierce Wolves have ſeiz d a panting Deer, 
But newly wounded by the Huntſman's Spear; | 
With reeking Blood they feaſt their hungry Jaws; (Arth. 
And the warm Entrails pant beneath their Kos Blac. K. 
Woman's a various and a changetal Thing. Dr. Virg. 
— —— Who can deſcribe _ 0 8 
Women's Hypocriſies, their ſubtle Wiles, 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies, 
Their painted C pris, and corrupred Minds, = 
The Sum of all their Follies, and 77 85 Falſchoods? Ot. Orpb. 
— What Faich can be in Woman ? = 
The very Fragments of the whole Creation, 
Whoſe ſever'd Souls, like many parted Mirrours, 
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2 he _ of all — at ence bing S 
O, with their u ears, : 
Were they allow'd a Heav — a8 — — NN — op 
Vould tempt the 80 to à ſecond . Lee. Ma of of Par. 
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Nan ſcarce had ſeen the 4 reſplendent Light, 
Ere Woman brought forth. everlaſting ight: 
Damn'd Pride Ns her at firſt to 
Ambition then the Devil uſher'd in: 

| Thoſe for ten thouſand more have Inlets made, 

a. 4 ow * Miſtreſt — the —— —_ * | 

ell tempt, lie, cozen, ſwear, y. 

Hell's blackeſt Arts ten thouſand times repeat 

Nor Laws, nor Goodneſs could her Thoughts deter, - 2 

And Satan was foreſtal'd in ſeeing her: | 

Such is the Rage of her infected Mind, 

She damns the Race and Stock of poor Mankind. Roch. 
For ſince the Conqueſt Satan made on Eve [ 
T has been the Sexes Bus neſs to deceive. South. 2 

— — Pye made þ, 

A Study of the Sex, and found it frall:. 

The black, the brown, the fair, the ol. the young, | 
Are eart hly-minded all : There's not a She, 5 

The coldeſt Conſtitution of her eͤcͤc 
Nay, at the Altar, telling o'er her Beads; Nn N 
But ſome one riſes on her heaw'nly Thoughts, Ion 1: 1 
Thar drives her down the Wind of ſtrong Deſire, 

And makes her taſte Mortality again. South. Diſap. 

How poor a Thing is he, hom worthy Scorn, 

Who leaves the Guidance. of imperial anhood, 
To ſuch a paultry Piece of Stuff as this is! 

A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride; 

That ner dees her giddy Fanſies change, 11. 
Than glitt ring Dew-drops in the Sun do Colours: 
Now Shame upon it; was our Reaſon giv'n 
For ſuch a Uſe to to be thus puff*d about, 

Like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, | | 

The Sport of ev'ry whiſtling Wind that blows 'Y | Yd Ar 
| Beſhrew my Heart, but it is wondrous ft _ 

Sure there is ſomething more than Witchcraft in them, 
That maſters ev'n the wiſeſt of us all. Rowe. J. Shore. 

— O Woman, Woman ! - 

: Whence comes your Empire oer us? Sore” we at firſt” 
Were meant the Maſters ; but by ſome ſtrange Turn, 

Some moſt prodigious Whirl of unfix'd Fate 

The fubtile Sex bas _— d the Laws of Heav'n: 
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Heav'n, 
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| Thou haſt i in Camps and fighting Fields beent _,: 
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Heav'n, when it made chem, meant them to obey, | 
Defign'd them Slaves, who now have learnt to {\way-:: 
To Hive the Heros of the Earth fall down, 
fler when they ſmile; but got dying if if der eme 
To them we offer up our freq 
They move above our Heads in hi — ä 7 
And the large Rule of all the World is theirs, Hopk. Or. 
OSex for Subtlety and Miſchief fram'd ! Sm. P. of Farm. 
— O Woman! Woman: 12 | 
what can I call thee more ? if leſs, twere Devil! 
Sure thine's a Race was never got by Adam, 


But Eve play d falſe, engend ring With the 
Her own Part worſe chan his. -—— Dryd. Dalai, I 


Who truſts his Heart with 1 8 — loſt: 
You were made fair on — 2 — eto undo us; 
Whilſt greedily we ſnatch th* alluring Bait, 
And nel er diſtruſt the Poiſon chat it hides. Otw. Orph. 
For Women have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, 
Inconſtant as their Wiſhes, ever wavering, 
And never fix d. Otw. Ven: Prefi. 
Their Humours are not to be won, 
But when they are impos d upon: 
For Love approves of all they do, f 
Who ſtand - Candidates and WOO. Hud. el 
Nature made 5 
Nothing but Venen dangerous and fair. Dryd. Temp. 
Pity ſo fair a Frame ſo foul was made. Dr. State o inn. 
Shun them, Maſſina, as thou would*it thy vs $374 3604 
As things which by Antipathy we hate : 
Not all the Horrour of a bloody War, 
Not Lions, Tigers, ſuch hid Fury bear : 
They are all Grief, when they — all Joy 
Like Lightning, while they glitter, they deſtroy. Lee Soph: 
Mankind from Adam have been Woman's Fools : | 
Women from Eve have been the Devibs Tools: 
Heav'n might have ſpar'd one Torment. when we fell; 


Not left us Woman, or not threaten d- Hell. Lanfd. She. Gal. 


Our Serpents, tho new-born, are pois'nous {till ; 


And Women, ne'er ſo young, bave Craft and Guile. Sedl. 


& Cleop. 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women: ; 
It is the conſtant Cou nage of their Se, A 
One of the common Arts they practiſe on us /; A 
To ſigh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high 
With ExpeQation of the coming; ſoy. Rowe. "Ogg en. 
Prophet, take Notice I diſclaim thy Paradiſe; 1 


Thy 


— 


_ O 


Thy fragrant Bowers, and everla Shades: 8 
Thou haſt plac'd Woman there, and all thy ſoys een f 
"(Rewe:/Fatmarl- — y Dye. 
And yer chi tough, impracticaplè Heart 
govern'd by a daint y-finger'd Girl: he 
eh r found in — moſt nge Nag, . p 
ughing,/ toying, wWheadling, whimp'ring She; 
Shall — ke him . on a Goſſip 'eMellage, 3s 
And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as patient. 
As Cer did Hercules. Rowe. J. Shore. 
Who to a Woman truſts his _—_ of Mind, 
Truſts a frail Bark with a e peſtuous Wind : 
Of all the Plagues with-which the World i is curl. 
Of ev'ry Illa Woman is the worſt: - ory 
Truft not a Woman. '=———— as; 
Enticing Crocodiles, whoſe. Tears are Death; 1522 
Sirens, chat murder with enchantin a wr ohh 
— Lgyprs Te 2 — 5 to t 
Pompou y deck'd,-all gawdy, gay, — e | 
With glitt'ring Sy and ſparklin og Gems they ſhine ; 
Bur Apes and Monkeys are the Gods within. or: Br.Ench. | 
What laſting Pleaſures can from Woman «abay oh 8 
Woman, that various and that changeful Thi hing 1 
Fleeting and anxious are the Joys we gain; 
But ſtrong and laſting, as the Cauſe, the Pain: T 
All ſhow t emſelves, only b Show they're won ; 225 A. 
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And, to their Ruin, Truth they're ſure ro-ſhyn, | 
And xd hug Deceit, by which they are undone; Brown. 
ard, who charm'd the Shades, made Furies weep,” A 


And Jull'd the Damn'd; amid their Pains, to = 7d M 
Who Panthers could reclaim, or Beaſts more fell, It 
Could not the Rage of furious Woman quel! 

Her wilder Heart no Pow 'r of Sound could tame, Fi 


While the Creation melted with his Flame. Heben Coog Tl 


— — The Brave 


Should ſcorn the Snares of thins deludi ing Sex; ak W 
Nor facrifice, ro ſuch a Toy as Woman. * U 
Their Intereſt, their Happineſs and Fame: | Gi 
With Women always they moſt Favour bud, ri. | E: 
Who have the leaſt of Merit. Hig. Gen. Cong: $y 
For Women, with a Miſchief to Rr. Kind, ao E. 
Pervert with bad Advice, our better Mind: en At 
A Woman's Counſel brought us firſt — Woe, 5 11 21 N As 
And made her Man bis Paradiſe foreg 0 80 
Where at Heart's: Eafe he liv'd, 3 wight —. U been Ar 
As free from Sorrow, as he-was from Sin: ! Al 
For, what the Dexil had eir Sex to do,. oo = y 
242 &Y 9 at, 


vo 


That, * ro preſum'd to know, | YT 4 
And could not ſee N. 2 pref pent in the Graſs ? | 
But I my ſelf — — 15 ba ler it pa 1 11 . 10 
Slence in Times of Suff'ring is the be TOs 
is dang'rous to difturb-# Hornet hor r yo. 
In other Authors you-may find en ; | 
But all they fay of Names is idle Sev ul al 
Legends of lying Wits, together bou "cet "HF 4 28d 
The Wife of Bath would throw them to the Ground: 7 4 
Theſe are the Words of Chanticleer, not mine; 
| honour Dames; and think their Sex divine. pr. Chanc. 
(The Cock and the Fon. 
Hear this, Prophaners of the Sex divine, 
Who fanſy, Women without Souls were born, 
And call x Glory of the whole Creation, - 25 
A dazling Clay, a Lump of ſhining Earth, - 
Excluded from the Profpect of Futurities; 
Or Idols of a Day, who die for erer, 
And to their — with the Brutes return. | 
Swen | 
Were form*d to blefs, and ſtamp perfection on us. 
Man was, at firſt, a rude, unpoliſn Maſs, | 
'Till Nature fram'd that charming Creature, Wot 
All kind and ſoft, all render and divine, 
To mend our F aults, to mould us into Virtue 3 
And, by the Sweets of her refining Goodneſs, 
prepare our Taſte for never. endiũg Joys. Smich.P. of barm. 
Woman is ſoft, and of a tender Heart, 
Apt to receive, and to retain Love's Dart: 
Man has a Breaſt robuſt, and more ſecurev; 
It wounds him not fo deep, nor hits ſo ſure. Cong, Ovid. 
Curſt Vaſſalage of Womankind! "1 Y 
Firſt idoliz d, ti y Love's hot Fit be oer; u. n 
Then Slaves to thoſe, who courted us befousy D. . of had 
How fierce a Friend is Paſſion! with hat Wildneſs, | 
What Tyranny untam'd it reigns in Woman!!! 
Unhappy Sex, whoſe yielding caly'Tomper” - 
Gives way to ev'ry Appetite alike; » - 
Each Guſt of Inclination, uncontroul 'd, 
Sweeps thro? their Souls, and ſets them i in an n Uproar: 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to f —* 71 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a age. 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructi ve: 
So the Wind roars Oer the wide ſenſeleſs Ocean, 
And heaves the Billers of the boiling Deep | 
Alike from North, from South; from Falte and Weſt, 
With ä Force the Tempeſt blows by Turns, 1 
on 


0 
| 


But the la 


- Ah ! Quit not the free Ianocenee o 
For the dull Glory. of a. virtuous Wife; 


Tis our Prerogative to make them Fools: 
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From ev'ry Corner of the, Seaman's Compals. Rowe.].Shor 


When Love once pleads Admiſſion to our Hearts, 


In ſpight of all the Fireue we can boaſt, 
oman, that deliberates, is loſt. Add. Cato, 
Mark, by what partial Juſtice we are judg d: 

Such is the Fate unhappy. Women find; 
And ſuch the Curſe intail'd upon our Kind; 
That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, 
Free andunqueſtion'd, thro' the Wilds of Love: 
While N ſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 

If poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rule; 
If, ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny Way, 


And in the ſwifter Charms of Pleaſure ſtray z ; 


Ruin enſues ; Reproach and endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step intirely damns her Fame: 


In vain look back to what ſhe was before; 


She ſers, like Stars that nd 70G no more. Rowe. 


knew the ſtormy Souls of Womankind : 
What ſecret Springs their eager Paſſions move, Pe 
How capable of Death for injur'd Love. Dryd. Virg. 
What will not Women do, when Need 22 


Their Wit; or Love their Inclination fires! Dryd: Bocc. 


For to a Woman of her Ho $ beguil'd 
=" 


A Viper, trod on, or an Aſpick's mild. Beaum. Span. Cur. 


Too much your Sex is * Forms confin'd, 

Severe to all, but moſt ro Womankind : | 

Cuſtom, grown blind with Age, muſt be your Guide, 

Your Pleaſure is a Vice, but not your Pride: | 

By Nature yielding, ſtubborn but for Fame; | 
ade Slaves by Honour, and made Fools by Shame: 

Marriage may all thoſe petty Toomey chace, X 

But ſets up one, a greater, in their Place: 

Well might ou wilh for Change, by. thoſe accurſt, 

{ Tyrant ever proves the worſt : 

Still in Conſtraint your ſuff*ring Sex remains, 


Or bound in formal, or in real, Chains: 
Whole Years neglected, for ſome Months ador'd, 


The fawning Servant turns a — Lord: 
f ife So 


Nor let falſe Shows, or empty: Titles pleaſe ; 


Aim not at Joy, but reſt content with Eaſe. Pope. 


The wittieſt Men are all but Womens Tools, 


In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore; Fl F 
196] 
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For one ſweet Look, the Rich, the Beaux, the Braves, © 
And all Mankind, run 8 to be Slaves: 
e 


Ours is the Harveſt, which thoſe Indians mow; 
They plough the Deep, but wereap what 62 ſow. Dryd. 


| Love Triumph. 
Womankind more Joy diſcovers, as 
Making Fools, than keeping Lovers. Roch. 
m=— [nſpireme, Woman! 
That, what my Soul deſires above the World, . 
May ſeem impos d and fored on my Affection. Lee.Theod, 
eſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors } _ 
Mark, where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The ſame Reſemblance in a younger Lover, 
Lies brooding in their Fanſies the ſame Pleaſures, 
And urges their Remembrance to Deſire. Dryd. OEdip. 
Tho' Hearts for Hearts uncertainly prevail, 
Riches and Pow'r are Baits that never fail 
He makes moſt Progreſs in a Woman's Breaſt, 
Who proffers higheſt, not who loves her beſt. Lanſ.H.Love, 
So many Shapes have Women for Deceit f Ven. 


0 
That ev'ry Man's a Fool, when we think fit. Lanta. Je- 

Women are like Tricks by flight of Hand,. 2:1 6 
Which to admire we ſhould not underſtand. Con.L. for Lo. 


The Queſtion, whoſe Solution I require 
ls, what the Sex of Women moſt defire;  — 
One was for Wealth, another was for Place ; 

Crones, old and ugly, wiſh'd a better Face: | 
The Widow's Wiſh was oftentimes, to weed; 
The wanton Maids were all for Sport a-bed : _ ,;  ' 
dome (aid, the Sex were pleas'd with handſome Lies; 
And ſome groſs Flatt'ry lov'd without Diſguiſe : 

Truth is, ſays one, he ſeldom fails to win. 

Who flatters well: for that's our. darling Sin: 

But long Attendance, and a duteous Mind. 
Will work ev'n with the wiſeſt of the Kind. 
One thought the Sexes prime . b II rei 
Was from the Bonds of Wedlock to be fre; 
Their Pleaſures, Hours, and Actions, all their o] n, 
And, uncontroul'd, to give Account to none. 

And ſome Men ſay, that great Delight have we, 

To be for Truth extol'd, and Secrely; _ * F 
And conſtant to one Purpoſe ſtill ro dwell; 

And not our Husband's Counſel to reveal. 

But that's a Fable : for our Sex is frail, 

laventing, rather than not tell, a Tale: 

Like leaky Sieves, no Secret we can hold. 
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What all your Sex deſire is Soyeraignty. © 

The Wife affects her Husband to and: 5 

All muſt be hers; both Money, Houſe and Land. 

The Maids are Miſtreſſes ev 'n in their Name, 

of their Servants full Dominion claim. _ 
A blunt plain Truth the Sex aſpires to ſway; 


* 
1 ” 
" 


You, to rule all; while we, like Slaves, obe Dr. Chauc. 
like Wife of Bath's Tak. 


rin 


The Poets Haunt, Britannia's Hero comes 

Begin, my Mule, and ſoſtly touch the String | 
Here Henry lav'd, and Chaucer learn'd to fſingg. 
Hail fabled Grotto! Hail Elyfian Sci! 
Thou faireſt Spot of fair Brirannia's HEE 9 ee 
Where Kings of old; conceal'd; forgot the Throne 
And Beauty was content to ſhine unknown; 
Where Love and, War by Turns Pavilions rear, 


From, Fields of Death to Woodſtock's peaceful Glooms 


Aud Henrys Bowr's near Blenheim's Dome appear : 


The weary'd N tall in ſoft Alcoves; 
The nobleſt Boa thy Romgntjck Groves: 
Oft, if the Muſe preſage, ſhalf he be ſen 
By Roſamunda, eine een 
In Dreams be haild by Heroe's 1 Shade; 
Or hear old 8 warble tho? the OI 5 
Oer the fam'd ec oing Vaults his Name ſhall bound. 
And Hill to Hill r the fay'rite Sound. 
Here, here at leaſt thy Love for Arms give o'er, 
Nor, one World 2 fondly wiſh for more: 

Vice of great Souls alone, O Thirft of Fame! 

The Muſe admires it, while ſhe ſtrives ro blame: 

Thy Toils be now to chace the bounding Deer; 

Or view the Courſers ſtretch in wild Career: r- 

This lovely Scene ſhall ſooth thy Soul to Reſt. 

And wear each dreadful Image from thy Brraſt: 

No Cares henceforth ſhall thy Repoſe wire ba 

But, what thou giv'ſt che World, thy ſelf enjoy. 
When Strangers from far diſtant Climes ſhall come, 
To view the Pomp of this We Dome; | 
Where, rear'd aloft, diſſembled Trophies and,” © 


La 


And breathing Labovrs of rhe Scu}pro:*'s Hand; 
Where Kneller's Art ſhall paint the flying Gaul, 

And Bourbon's Woes ſhall fill che ſtory'd Wall); 
Heirs of thy Blood ſhall, oer their bounteous Board, 
Fix, Europe's Guard, thy monumental Sword ; 


Ban- 


. 
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Banners, that oft have wav'd on conquer'd Walls; _ 
And Trumps, that drown'd the-Groans of gaſping Gauls : 
Of Churchill's Race perhaps ſome lovely Boy - 8 
Shall mark the burniſh'd Steel chat hangs on high; _ 
Shall gaze, tranſported, on its glitt'ring Charms, 
And reach it ſtruggling wich port rms: 
1 Signs the Drum's tumultuous Sound requeſt; 
Then ſeek, in Starts, the haſhing Mother's Breaſt. 
So, in the Painter's animated Frame, | 
Where Mars embraces the {oft — Dame; 
The little Loves in Sport his Fauchion wield; - 
Or join their — heave his pond'rous Shield: 
One ſtrokes the Plume in Tityus Gore imbru'd; 
And one the Spear, that reeks with Typhon's Blood: 
Another's Infane- Brows the Helm ſuſtain : 72 os : 
He nods his Creſt, and frights the ſhrieking Train. Tickell. 


WOOTING. 
I am unpraftis'd in the Art of Courtſhip, 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art 
Onſets in Love ſeem beit,-like thoſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the Force ; 
So I would o 2 Heart at once, 7 
Otw. Orph. 


And pour — Abundance of my Sol, 

O Beauteous Maid} on 

O thou, ro whom we Vows were ever paid, 

And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure AﬀeRion, © 

The coldeſt Nymph might read them without 3 ö 

| 1 8 5 2 (Lee. OEdip. 
For you I'd quit my Crown, and ſtoop beneath © 

The happy Bondage of an humble Wife 

With thee I'd climb the ſteepy Ida's Summer, 

And in the ſcorching Heat, and chilly Dews, 

O'er Hills, Ger Vales, purſue the ſhaggy Lion, 

Careleſs of Danger, and of _— 8 

Of pinching Hunger, and impatient Thirſt, 4 

I'd find all Joys in thee. —— Smith. Phæd. & Hip. 
Did you but know what tis to love like me; 

Without a Dawn of Blifs to dream all Day, 

To my the Night in broken Sleeps away, 

Toſs'd in the reſtleſs Tides of Hopes Fears, 


0 
With Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears | 
To leave my Couch, 'and ly to Beds of FloW rs & = | 
T' invoke the Stars, to curſe the dragging Hours, | | 


To talk, like Madmen, to the Groves and Bou“ rs: 
Could you know this, yet blame my tortur'd Love, 


— — — wr ew 


Io gain the Thing I wiſh ? 


From the Events which thy 8 create 
Ae leſſings or my Sorrows date 815 


972 ES. 


If i cog it throws my Body at your Feet: 
«Op hence | 
Heuer fe but juſt to view me in Deſpair, 
ask not 88 but Pity from the Fair. Lee. P. of Cleve. 
o get me kneel, and ſwear, 


And on yl Hand ſeal 2 jous Vow : 
s b 


Strait Joe the Breath of ow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, O Athenais, 
To all the Perfian Greatneſs. — 
I will do ev'ry Thing, 
Which Arhenais bids: If there be more 
In Nature to convince her of my Love, 
Whiſper it, O ſome God, into m „Ear; 
And on her Breaſts thus to her liſt'ning Soul 
III breathe the Inſplration. Lee. Theod. 

O Athenais, what ſhall I do, or ſay, 


Thus to approach thee ſtill, thus'to behold thee ! Lee. Theo. 
1 — my Fair, my Dove, ſhalt raiſe arr oo 
eatneſs next to Empire; _ be mow rought; 
Wir ſolemn "ou 2 my n 
Where Peace and Plenty on th 8 Word ſhall U wait ; 
Muſick and Son hn wee 


And, while the Prieſts accuſe the :Bride#Delayy #127 14 


Myrtles and Roſes ſhall obſtruct her way. 
riendſhip —— ſtill thy ev'ning Feaſts adorn, 
And blooming Peace tas bleſs th * 
Succeeding happy Race ſhall run; 
And Age, og kected by y De 'ght, come on : 
ile yet ſuperiour 15e ſhall mock his PoW'r, 

And when old Time ſhall turn the fated Hour ; 
Which only can our well-ty'd Knor unfold, 
What reſts of both one Sepulchre ſhould hold: 

Hence then for ever from my Emma's Breaſt; 
That Heav'n of Softneſs, and that Seat of Reſh, | 
Ye Doubts and Fears, and all that knew to move 
Tormenting Grief, and all that trouble Love ; 
Scatter'd by \ Winds recede,and wild in Foreſts rove. Prior. 

Friendſhip's great Laws, and Love's ſuperiour Po t. 
Muſt mark Ns Colour of my future Hour: | 


's Will 1 maſt diate Emma's Fate. 
et while with cloſe Delight and inward Pride, 
on the World: my careful Soul ſhall Kite, 
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| ſee thee, Lord and End of my Deſire, ; 

Exalted high as Virtue can require; | 

With Pow'r inveſted, and with Pleaſure chear'd, 

Sought by the Good, and by th* Oppreſſour fear'd ; 

Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent Store, 

Which human Vows at ſmoking Shrines implore; 

Grateful and humble grant me to employ 2 75 

My Life, ſabſervient only to thy Joy; 

And at my Death to bleſs thy Kindneſs ſhewn n | 

To her, who of 8 could love but thee alone. Prior. 
—U—ä' ñ— —e — mi 2, 

Why wert thou form'd ſo exquiſitely fair 

The Angel ſtamp'd upon that beauteous Face, 

Without a Mind proportion'd to thy Form? 

Bright as a Star, why wilt thou not pour down 

Propitious Influence to preſerve Mankind? 

But, like a Comet, with portentous Blaze | 

Of threat ning Beauty ſhine ; and, arm'd with Fate, 

Preſage Deſtruction; and the Fall of Kings? Hig.Gen.Con. 

— O! will woo thee 

With Sighs ſo moving, with ſo warm a Tranſport, 

That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame from me, 

And kindle into Joy. — Rowe. Fair Pen. 
OI behold thee as my Pledge af Happineſs 

And know none fair, none excellent beſide thee : 

I till will love thee with unweary'd Conſtancy, 

Thro' ev'ry Seaſon, ev'ry Change of Life; (Pen. 

Thro' wrinkled Age, thro? Sickneſs and Misfortune. Ro.Fa. 
Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love? | 

Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ftand*ſt before me, 

Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 

Thy Softneſs ſteals upon 8 Senſes, 

Till my Soul faints, and ſickens with Defire: 

How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 

And bid my Tongue be ſtill? owe. ]. Shore. 
To thee my ſecret Soul more lowly bends 

Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expres. Rowe. Tam: 
If it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 2] 9h 

One Look from thee would call it back again, 

And fix the Wanderer for ever thine. Rowe. Tamerl. 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee; 

* and Light it ſelf are not ſo fair. Rowe. Tamer). 

ich Way, Lucina, hope you to eſcape 

The Cenſure both of tyrannous and proud, 

While your Admirers languiſh by your Eyes, 

And at 8 Feet an Emperor deſpairs: | 

Gods! Why was I mark d out of all your Brood 
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"To ſuffer tamely under mortal Hate? 
Is it nor I that do protect your Shrine: 
Am Author of your Sacrifice and Pray'rs? 
Forc'd by whoſe great Commands the knowing World 
Submits to own your Beings and your Pow'r ; | 
And muſt 1 feel the Torments of Neglect, 
Betray'd by Love to be the Slave of Scorn? 

But 'tis not you, poor harmleſs Deities, 

Thar can make Valentinian figh and mourn : 

Alas! all Power is in Lucina's Eyes 
How ſoon could | ſhake off this heavy Earth, 
Which makes me little lower than your ſelves, 

And fit in Heav'n an Equal with the firſt! , 

But Love bids me purſue a nobler im 
Continue mortal, and Lucina's Slave, 

From whoſe fair Eyes, would Pity take my Part, 

And bend her Will to fave a bleeding Heart, 

I in her Arms ſuch Bleſſings ſhould obtain, 

For which th' unenvy'd Gods might wiſh in vain. 

Let me, from tedious Toils of Empire free, 
The ſervile Pride of Government deſpiſe; _ | 
Find Peace, and Joy, and Love, and Heav'n in thee, 


2 4 x4 hos mmm. * 
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And ſeek for all my Glory in theſe Eyes. Roch. Valent. C 
You, like the Sun, great Sir, are plac'd above, 41 Fo: 

I, a low Myrtle in the humble Vale 
May flouriſh by your diſtant Influence; , _ - th: 
But ſhould you bend your Glories nearer nme, Pro 
Such fatal Favour withers me to Duſt: t Yet 
Or I in fooliſh; Gratitude aſpire Sel s mii 1 
To kiſs your Feet, by whom I live and grow, _ Pl 
To ſuck a Height, I thould in vain aſpire, 3 Ane 
Who am already rooted here below:  _:; _ bor 
Fixt in my Maximus's Breaſt I liegy n;: ho: 
Torn from that Bed, like uh Flows, an, Ala: 
Ceaſe to oppreſs me with ten thouſand Charms; Loy 
There needs no Succour to prevailing Arm: - The 
Your Beauty had ſubdu'd my. Fears rr Tha 
Such Virtue could alone enſlave me moreeee.. 0 1c 
I burn, Lucina, like a Field of Corn, | Of 3 
By flowing Streams of kindled Flames o'erborn, _ The 
When North Winds drive the Torrent with a Storm. By | 
Thoſe Fires into my Boſom you have thrown fo + th.) Thy 
And muſt in Piry gyench them in your on. Roch, Valet. BI Now 
I'm fill'd with ſuch Amaze, the | 
So far tranſported with Deſire and Lo xs - | Man 
My ſlippꝰry Soul flows to youwhile I ſpeak. Roch. Valent. MW The: 
Ol could talk to you for ever: thus bs ar 


Eternally admiring, fix, and gaze 


On 


2 


On thoſe dear Eyes, for ev'ry Glance they Tend, © 
Dartsthro* my Soul, andalmott gives Enjoyment; Otw. Orph. 
My Care ſhall be to pay Devotion here; e 
At this fair Shrine to lay my Laurels down, 
And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of Var. 
Conqueſt and Triumph now are mine no more; 
Nor will J Victory in Camps adore: 8 's 
for, ling'ring there, in long Suſpenfe ſhe ſtands, 
Shifting the Prize in unreſolving Hands 
Unus d to wait, | broke thro? her Delay; 2 
Fix'd her by Force, and fnatch'd the doubtful Day: 
Now late I find, that War is but her Sport; 
In Love the Goddeſs keeps her awful Court: 
Fickle in Fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, Au bine 
But rules with ſertled Sway in Zara's Eyes. Cong. M. Bride. 
Exquiſite Charmer! Now by Oroſmad es 
| ſwear, thy each ſoft Accent melts my Soul: 
The Joy of Conqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatneſs, all that fares the Hero. 
To high Exploits and everlaſting Fame, 
Grows vile in Sight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting Glory,” - . 
Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 
forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris. 
o, Son of Great Arſaces, tho my Soul 
ares in my Sexes Weakneſs, and would fly 
From Noiſe and Faction, and from fatal Greatneſs : 
Yet for thy Sake, thou Idol of my Heart, 
for thy loy'd Sake, ſpight of — boding Fears, 
Ill meet the Danger which Ambition brings, 
And tread one Path with thee.kß⸗v 
forbear to argue, with that Angel Face, 3 i 
againſt the Faſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe: 
Alas! thy frozen Heart has only kno-õ sm. 
Love in Reverſe, not taſted of its Joys; © 
| The Wiſhes, ſoft Defires, and plealing Pains, 
| That centre all in moſt eeſtatick Bliſs : 
O lovely Maid, miſpend no more that Treaſure | 
Of Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives: 
The Paphian Goddeſs trowns at thy Delay; 
* fair ſelf, and by her Son, ſhe ſwears, 
y Beauties are devoted to her Service. £ 
it. BY Now! no ſhe ſhoots her Fires into my Breaſt, 
| the urges my Deſires, and bids me ſeize thee, 
nd bear thee, as a Victim, to her Altar, 
t. Then offer up ten thouſand thouſand ſoye, 


90 As an Amends for all thy former Coldnets. Rowe, Am Step : 
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To ev'ry Pow'r divine I will appeal, | 

Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe them to be partial ; 

Their Altars now expect us. Come, fair Saint, 

And if thou wilt abide their 3 Doom, 

Their Juſtice muſt decree my — 

Reward my Suff rings, and my Flame approve; Stepm. 

For they themſelves have felt the Pow 'r of Love. Row. Amb. 
Lam all Love, and thou all over Charms, 


Thou haſt no Equal: a ſuperiour 


Ra | | 

Unrival'd as the Lone that rules the Day. Lanſd. Br. Ench. 

L have a Kind of Self reſides in you. Dr. Troil. & Cref, 
A Thou art the Blood of Heav n, 


The kindeſt Influence of the teeming Stars bs | 
1 2 


A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was his 


The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a Bed of Roſes, 


Lapt in the Sweets and Beauties of the Spring; 

Diana foſter'd thee with Nectar Dews, | 

Thus tender, blooming, chaſte, ſhe gave me thee, 

To build a Temple ſacred te her Name. Lee. L. J. Brut. 
Know then, Eudoſia! Ah! rather let me call thee 

By the lov'd Name of Athenais ſtill: 
at Name, which I ſo often have invok d! 

And which was once auſpicious to my Vows : 

So oft at Midnight figh'd among the Groves 


The River's Murmur, and the Echo's Burthen, _ 


Which ev'ry Bird could fing, and Wind did bear! 

By that dear Name I make this Proteſtation: 

By all that's good on Earth; or bleſt in Heav'n, 

I {wear I love thee more, far more than ever. Lee. Theed. 

O how, Semanthe, how ſhall I conyince thee? 

What ſhall I ſay, or how ſhall I proteſt, 

To 5 gn Belief? — ER 

Could'ſt thou diſcern the Workings of my Soul, 

Paſs thro' this Boſom to my throbbing Heart; 

O, there thou would'ſt behold thy heav'nly Form 

Deep writ, and never to be raz'd away. ep. 

Why doſt thou take thy Beauties from my Eyes? 

Like the Sun-Flow'r, my folded Glories falle 

Periſh and die unleſs thou ſhine upon me. South.Loy.Broth. 
For what you are Pm fill'd with ſuch Amame, 

My flipp'ry Soul flows to you while I ſpeak. Koch. Valente 

leaſure flows ſtreaming from thoſe lovely;Eyes, - 

And with its Sweetneſs overcumes my Soul, hu kin. & Ar. 
Why wert thou form'd:with that ſurpaſſing Beauty, 

That 1 tranſport an Angel from bis Sphere, 5 

And fix him by divine Reſemblance here:? Den. Rin. & Arm: 
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O, were the World return d to antient Chaos, 

Thy Looks would force the warring Elements 

Into a ſacred Order, and beget 

A Harmony like this they now enjoy. D'Aven. Albovine. 
What Queens are thoſe, of moiſt celeftial Form, 

Whoſe Charms can drive thy Image from my Breaſt, 

O, were they caſt in Nature's. faireſt Mould, .. . 

Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining Train of Stars, 

| Kind as the ſofteſt She that ever claſp'd 

Her Lover, when-the bridal Night was paſt, 

ſwear, I would prefer thee, O Cleone, 

With all thy Scorn and cold Indifference, 5 

Would chuſe to languiſh and to die for thee, & 

Much rather than be bleſt, and live for them. Rowe. Amb: 
O, thou diſturb'ſt me with ſuch T Feature, BT 

love, and tremble, as at Angel's View. Dr. D. of Guile, 
What ſays my Fair? Drive Athenais fromme! 

Start me not into frenzy, leſt 1 rail e 

At all Religion, and fall out with Heav n: 

And what is ſhe, alas! that ſhould ſupplant thee? 

Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 

As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, wa 

And thou ſer by jo Nature's 2 idr 

With that chaſte „ when firſt I ſaw. thee, 

The Heireſs N . V 5 fot 5, of 

[ {wear by all I wiſh, oy all Hove, _ | 

Glory and thee, I would not loſe a Thought, 

Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to thee, _. 

To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe my ſelf for ever. Lee. Theod. 
O ſtop not here! for ever bleſs. my Ears - 

With the delightful Story of thy Love: 

My Heart is raviſh' d with Exeeſs of Joy,: 

Leaps in my Breaſt, ——  ,, '. -, 

And dances to the Muſick. of thy Voice: + 1 

0 my Semanthe, let me die with Rapture: 

Thus figh my Soul out on thy Virgin Bofom, - BY 

Thus preſs thee ſtill, for ever hold thee to me, 

. hoarded Treaſure of my Love, 
1 


th. Life be ſpent, and I fall pale before thee: ho Bod 
| What ſhall Hay to ſpeak thy wond' rous Virtue?s? 

Nite To ne me when would go on 
capable to form my dazling Thoughts. 

And can only gaze, and ſtill admire thee, Sou. Loy. Bro. 

O ſpeak again! The Breath that tells you loves. 

Approaches Hike the gentle Winds, that move | 

Over the Tops of fragrant Flow'rs, and bring 


To the bleſt Senſe their Souls upon the Wing. How. V. Virg. 
| = O 
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O name not Love, the worſt of all Misfortunes "oy 

The common Ruin of my eaſy Sex; eres 

Which I have ſworn for ever to avoid, 

In Memory of all thoſe hapleſs Maids, 


That Love has pling's in unexampled Woes. Rowe. Amb, 


| O 'tis moſt true, that while 
I ftand in view of thee, thy Eyes will wound me; 


Thy Tongue will make me wanton as thy Wiſhes, 


All Words want Senſe in Love: 
But Love and I bring ſuch a perfect Paſſion, 
* nobly pure, tis worthy of her Eyes. 


And, while 1 feel thy Hand, my Body glows. Lee. Alex. 


hich, without Bluſhing, ſhe may juſtly prize. Lee. Alex. 


FTheſe Praiſes, breath d from any Lips but yours, 
Lord of my Life, and Idol of my Love; #99 ht 
Would make me fink with Shame, or ſcorn the Flatterer: 
But, as they come from you, from that loy'd Mouth, 

The tender Offsprings of your fond Deſires, 

I take them all, and die upon the Sound- 

To the driv'n Air my flying Soul is faſten d! 
„Each Word, each Syllable you ſpeak, is mine: 

Fes, I am fair! a Giieen! a Goddeſs! any thing 
That my lov'd Lord is pleas'd to have me be! Lee. Mithr. 
Where is my boaſted Reſolution noõ-W : 

Oh, yes ! thou art the ſame: my Heart joins with thee, 

And, to betray me, will believe thee till : 

It dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firſt; - 

And owns at once the Weakneſs of my Soul: 

So when ſome skilful Artiſt ſtrikes rhe Strings, 

The magick Numbers rowze our ſleeping Palſions, 


And force us to confeſs our Grief and Pleaſure, Rowe. Tam. 


Affects to frown, and ſeems ſeverely wi 

In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes: 

If the dear Youth her Pity ſtrives to move, 

And pleads, with Tenderneſs, the Cauſe of Love, 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart At” 8 


And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part: 


In vain all Arts a Love- fick Virgin * LEASES 
e | 


more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtick Aid. 
But bids her 5 confeſs the yielding Maid. Rowe. 
Behold where gentle Altamont. 
Kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 
And faithful as the {imple Village Swain, 41 80 


oy Love, her ſelf, and Nature thus bettay d. 0 
4 5 
Tam.) 


Sighs at your Feet, and woos you to be happy. ROW. F. Pes. | 


h'd his Paſſion in ſuch ſoft Complaints, 
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vn in his Silence eloquent: his Words —_ 
tag + diſordered, as might move 2 ha 
Veſtals, devoted to a living rave. Tate. Loy. Gen. 
Firſt, he began to look, © 7 1 4h 15 
And then he ſigh'd, and then he look'd again; * YES IU 
At length, he ſaid my Eyes wounded his Hea 

And, after that, he talk'd of Flames and Fires, O10} 


m 
w. 
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=—— Into theſe Ears of mine | 
Theſe cred'lous Ears, he pour'd the ſweeteſt Words 
That Art or Love could frame. Beaum. Maid. Trag. 
I know-that-ſhe deſerves a Cro-wa: b 
Yet tis to Reaſon mueh, tho not to Love: Lee. Theod. 
To fix her on a Throne, to me ſeems little 
Were I a God, yet wou'd I zaife her higher 
But oh! Pm dar'd- with this gigantick Honour. 
Glory forbids her Proſpect to a Crẽm IW 
Mr muſt ſhe gaze that way: my haughty Soul, 
That Day when ſhe aſeends the Thrqpe of Cyrus, 
Will leave my Bod 1 to the Stars 
Retire in Bluthes, ſo quite Joſt for ever 
But ſee, ſhe comes! The Glory of my Arms! 
The only Bus'neſs of my inſtant Thought! 


X. 


21 
14 


He anſwers not my Glances, ſtupid Man! | 
My tender Looks, my languiſhing Regards ,/ 
Are, like miſ-ziming Arrows, lolt.jn Ni, amen 10 
And miſs the flying Prey.——- wr 
Perhaps he dares not think I would be loy'd: -' '- * 
Then muſt I make th? Advance? And making loſe. -. 


n. The vaſt Prerogative our Sex enjoys „ bat 
Of being courted firſt ? Courted ! To what? 6 4 
lo our own Wiſhes: There's the Point; but (till, 
To {peak our Wiſhes firſt! forbid it 5 40% 


Ir WI 2. Pride, „ate 
forbid it, Modeſty : True, they forbid it, -: 1 40 

But Nature does not: When we are a-thirſt, 1 ADV? 

Or hungry, will imperious Nature ſtay | © 11 

Not eat, nor drink, before 'tis bid fall on? Dryd. Cleom. 

| would, but cannot ſpeak ; 94504 110 


The Shame, that ſhou'd to Woman-kind belong, 2 
flown ſrom my Boſom, hovers on my Tongue. Dr. Cleom. 
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d ſuch ſtrange W hat I believe he conjur' d. Dryd. 
And ſuch ſtrange Words, that I be ce (a Ala. mode? 


My. Souls beſt Joy, and all my true e poſe! Lee; Thee. * 
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Words are like Leaves; ſome wither ev'ry Vear, 
And ev'ry Year a younger Race ſucceeds. 
And why ſhoa'd Words challenge Eternity, | 
When greateſt Men, and greate AQjons die ? . 
Uſe may revive the obfolerefſt! Words 

And baniſh thoſe that now are moſt in Vogue: 52170 
Uſe is the Judge, the Law, n Hor. 

Words, in one Language elegantly us d. 
Will hardly in another be excus d: 3 

And ſome, that Rome admir'd in Czfar's Time, 

May neither ſuit our Genius, nor our Clime. Roſc. 
Some by old Words to Fame have made Pretence ; 
Antients in Phraſe z meer Moderns in their Senſe : © 
Such labour'd Nothings, in ſo ftrange a Style, 
Amaze th* Unlearn'd, and make the Learned ſmile: 
Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the Pl, 


* 


Theſe Sparks with aukward Vanit diſphy 72 N | 


What the fine Gentleman wore'yelterday ; 

And but ſo mimick antient Wits at beſt, | 

As Apes our Grandfires, in their Doublets dreſt. 

In Words, as Faſhions, the fame Rule will hold; 

Alike fantaſtick, if too new, or old: 1 

Be not the firſt by whom the new are 5 

Nor yet the laſt to lay the old aſide. Pope. 

Qaur Sons their Fathers falling Language ſee ; 1 

And {uch as Chaucer is, ſhall Dryden be. Pope, 
My Ears will not be charm'd with ſounding Words, 


Or pompous Phraſe,the Pageantry of Souls! Cong. M. Bride. 


- Words may be counterfeit, 

Falſe-coin'd, and current only from the ya 3 

Without the Mind: but Paſſion's in the Sou 

And always ſpeaks the Hearr. South. Fat. Marr. 
His Words were rough and rugged as his ERA ES 

3 5 | alent, 

Theſe Words like Daggers enter in my Ears. Shak.Haml. 
Oh! JI am ſtruck: thy Words are Bolts of Ice, 


Which, ſhot into my Breaft, now chill and freeze me 0 
ong. 


I chatter, ſhake, and faint with thrilling Fears. Co 
555 (Mourn. Bride. 
Your boding Words have quite o'erwhelm'd my Mind. 
| (Dryd. Auren. 

How much diſtracted are your Thoughts, and how 
Disjointed all your Words! —— . 
The Sybils Leaves more orderly were laid. Dr. M. Queen 
Diforder'd Words ſhew a diſtemper'd Mind. Dr.Ind.Emp. 
© Words to charm an Angel from his Orb! Dr. Spa. Fry. 


Your 


le, 


W O | 23. 
Your Words are like the Notes of dying Swans, 


Too ſweet to laſt. Dryd. All for Love. 
O I will tell my News in Terms ſo mild, of 211 $f 
© tender, and ſo fearful to offend, | 


ks Mothers uſe to ſooth their froward Babes. Dr. 8 1 


- Pi ſpeak the kindeſt Words, (Ind. Emp. 

That Tongue eer utter d, or that Heart &er thought. Dr. 
Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful Words, 

duch tender Accents; and ſuch melting Sounds, r 


As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Pity. Sin.Phad Sip. 


e, his wonted ＋ + 

Soon recolledling, with high Words, that bore | 
demblance of Truth, not Subſtance, . rais'd 
Their fainting Courage, and diſpel 


(Par. Lott; 


WORLD. 


Is it a Pride, alas! to pleaſe the World, | 
Where honeſt Thoughts are a Reproach to Man, | 
Where Knaves look great, and groaning Virtue ſtarves, 


A World of Madneſs, Fallhood, and Injuſtice ? ? Smith. P. 


(of Parma. 
hold the World but as a Stage, Gratiand, TY 
Where ev'ry / Man mult play ſome certain part. Shak. 3000 
(Lanſd. Jew. of den. 
Come; the r World we'll viſit no W: 3 
There, to ſucceſsful Vice the Virtuons bow: # - 5 
The Pious quarrel; Ignorance is loud: | . 
All is amiſs: in Schools the Wiſe are roud : 
At Court, they patient Modeſty deſpiſe 
Only the Impudent are {ure to riſe. D*Aven. Giree. , 


WOUND: e. 
His horrid: Beard, and knotted. Treſſes geek 


* 
* 


if with his Gore, and all his Wounds ran Blood. Den. Virg. 


—— They-rais'd him from the Ground, 
With clotted Locks; and Blood, that welld from out hw 
(Wound, Dryd. Virg. 
They ſaw, from gaping Wounds, the guſhing Blood 
Enrich the Pavement with a noble Flood. Blac. P. Arth. 
Struggling he lay, and wallo /d on the Ground 


In the warm Streams, that ruſh'd from out 55 Wound. 
lac. P. s 


He ſtruck his Head off with a. fiogle. Wound; 15 188 


a ſterd, and gaſp'd, and bounded on the Ground: 
Uu z Thro“ 


'd their Fears. Milt. | 
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Thro' the Neck Veins, cut by the fatal Blade, 

The lab'ring Heart warm leaping Life convey d, 

And all its Works of Blood the vital Engine play'd, Bl. El. 
l've ſeen him when he has been all o'er Blood ; 

And hack'd with Wounds that ſeem*d to mouthe his Praiſes. 
eln * 4 8 . n 

They jeſt at Scars, that never felt a Wound. Shak. 


(Rom. & Jul. 


Thoſe Wounds heal ill, that Men have giv'n themlzlies, 


Becauſe they give them deepeſt. Dr. Troil. & Creſ, 


You know I ought to have a Care, 
To keep my Wounds from taking Air; 
For Wounds, in thoſe that are all Heart, 
Are dangerous in ev'ry Part, Hud. 


WRE TC E. 


Down from the Woods upon a ſuddain ran 

And unknown Shape, which ſeem'd more Ghoſt than Man : 

Moagre his Looks, down hung his dangling Beard, 

And joathſom Filth his frighttul Body {mear'd :(Laud.Virg, 

Leaves, ſtitch'd with Thorns, a coarſe Attire, he wore, 
One, whom Heav'n forſakes; 

One, who has tir'd Misfortune with purſaing : 

One, driv'n about the World, like blaſted Leaves 

And Chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds; till late, 

At 1 1 impriſon'd in ſome Cleft of Rock, e 

Or Earth, its reſts, and rots to ſilent Duſt. Cong. M. Bride. 
Oh that my Head were laid; my fad Eyes clos'd; 

And my cold Corſe wound in my Shrowd to Reſt: 

My painful Heart will never ceaſe to beat, 

Will never know a Moment's Peace till then. Rowe. J. Shore. 
I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet 


And drown your Soul in Wretchedneſs for ever. Otw. Orph. 


Think you, this Solitude I now had choſen, 
Left Joys juſt op'ning to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 2 
My Grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one Piece 
With this cold Clay, and all without a Cauſe? Otw. Orph. 
My Soul is pierc'd: I'm tortur'd ev'ry where: 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor: © _ 
Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſery, | (Alcibiad. 
And oboe Pj teh ſum'd up all, then look on me. Otw. 
How / curſt is my Condition! toſt and juſtled 0 
From ewry Corner: Fortune's common Fool! 
The Jeſt of Rogues, and inſtrumental Aſs, 
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For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, (Pref. 
C And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and Scorn! Orw. Ven. 
| am the Centre of all Miſeries. J (Thyeſt. 


What wander from me leave their proper Courſe. Crown. 

My Loſs is ſuch as cannot be repair'd, ö — i 
And to the wretched Life can be no Mercy. Dryd. Mar. 

To live, and live a Torment to my felf ! + | 
What Dog would bear*t, that knew but his Condition? 
We've little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
Becauſe it cannot tell as what's to come. Otrtw. Orph. 

Ye Gods! we're taught; that all your Works are Juftice ; 
Terre pony 2 ul, and Friends —— rats 
If fo, then why theſe es upon my Head ? W. | 

What means all this? "Why alt this Stir ro plague | 
A fmgle Wreich? If but your Word can "Fa 
This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado - __(Orph. 
With me? Think me but dead, and — fo. Otw. 

Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 

n This ſtately Image of imperial Sorrow, 

Whoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mentioned, 
rg. Will cool the Rage of Fevers, and unlock 
N The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's Hair, 

And throw the Raviſher before her Feet? Lee. OEdip. 

O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! Fes 
Two Worlds of Woe !\—— Lee. OEdip. £015 BH 
| Haſte'then, * our well met Hunds together, 
N moe for ever; 5 defic — 1 7 e 
0. To ſhew a Pair ſo eminently wrete mith. Phæd. & Hip. 
The Wretched, whatſ{oc'er the Fates divine, : 
Expound all Omens to their own Deſign. Stoneſtreer. Ovid. 
Th' intirely wretched need no Danger fear. Den. Lib. AM. 
re. Happy the Wretch foreknows his greateſt Woe. Laud. Virg. 


ph. 2 ; | Y. 
. 
Firſt, Spring, and Venus“ kindeſt Pow'rs inſpire, 7 


ul. 
8, 


ph. Soft Wiſhes, melting Thoughts, and gay Deſire; 
And warm Favonius fans th' amorous Fire. | 
: Then Mother Flora, to prepare the Way, | 
iad. Makes all the Field look glorious, green and gay, 
. And freely ſcatters, with a bounteous Hand, 
Her ſweeteſt, faireſt Flowers oer the Land: 
Next, Heat and duſty Harveſt take the Place, 
And foft Eteſias fan the Sun-burnt Face: 
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Then fweaty Autumn treads the noble Vine, 

And flowing Bunches give immortal Wine : 

Next roars the ſtrong-lung'd ſouthern Blaſt, and brings 
The infant Thunder on his dreadful Wings: | 
Then Cold purſues, the North ſeverely blows, 

And drives before it chilling Froſts and Snows : + 
And next, deep Winter creeps,” grey, wrinkled, old; 
His Teeth all fart 


YOUTH 


f — In the Heat of Youth, 


When my Blood boil'd, and Nature work'd me high. Lee. Al. 


For then the gay and bloomy Fire of Vouth 
Smil'd in his Face, and wanton'd in his Eyes. Broome. Hom. 
— When youthful Grace, N 
And the firſt Down began to ſhade his Face. Dryd. Auren. 
There was a Time in the gay Spring of Life, 
When ev'ry Note was, as the mounting Lark's, 
Merry and chearful, to ſalute the Morn ; 


When all the Day was made of Melody. South. Fate of Cap. | 


Then Heat new bends thy flacken'd Nerves again; 
And a ſhort Youth runs warm imev'ry Vein. Dr.C.of Gran. 
Now thy young Cheeks freſh rofie Beauty dyes ; 

And dancing Spirits fparkle in thy Eyes; 
While, from th' impulſive Heart, the ſprightly Blood, 
Exploded, leaps, and bounds 3 Road; | 
Piercing thy Sight, and exquiſite thy Tate ; 

Thy Joints all pliant, and thy Sinews brac'd : 
While theſe fair Hours extend their am'rous Arms, 
Dance laughing by, and proffer all their Charms; 

Eager advance, and catch the willing Joy: 
With Feaſts renew'd thy eager Senſes cloy. 
Ev'n now, in Bloom of Youth, and Beauties Prime, 

Beware of coming Age, nor waſte your Time: 

Now, while you may, and rip'ning Years invite, 

Enjoy the ſeaſonable, ſweet Delight: | 

For rouling Years, like ſtealing Waters, glide: 

Hope not to ſtop their 9 A 
Think nor, Hereafter will the Loſs repay:: | | 
For ev'ry Morrow will the Taſte decay, | 

And leave leſs Reliſh of the former Day. . | 
Pye ſeen the Time, when, on that wither'd Thorn, 

The blooming Roſe.vy'd with the bluſhing Morn: ; - - 
With fragrant Wreaths I thence have deck d my Head : 
And'ſee, how leafleſs now, and bow decay'd ! Cong. Ovid. 


The 


er, Limbs all ſhake with Cold. Creech. Luc. 
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The Snake his Skin, the Deer his Horns, may caſt, 


And both renew their Youth and Vigour paſt : 


But no Receipt can human Kind relieve, 

Doom'd to decrepit Age without Reprieve: 

Then crop the Hlow'r, Which, yet invites your Exe, 

And which, ungather d, on its Stalk muſt die. Cong. Ovid. 
In Youth, the boiling Blood gives Fury Vent, 

But Men in Vears more calmly Wrongs reſent: 

As Wood, when green, or as a Torch, when wet, - 

They flowly burn, but long retain their Heat; 

More bright is youthful Flame, but ſooner dies: Tl 

Then {wiftly ſeize the Joy, that ſwiftly flies. Cong. Ovid. 
My full-blown Vouth already fades apace; 

Of our ſhort Being *cis the ſhorteſt Space: | 

While melting Pleaſures in our Arms are found. 

While Lovers ſmile, and while the Bowl goes round; 

While in ſurprizing Joys intranc'd we lie, - 

Old Age creeps.on vs, ere we think it nigh, Harv. Juv. 
Let doating Age debate of Law and Right, 

And bravely ſtate the Bounds of Juſt and Fit; 

Whoſe Wiſdom's but their Envy, to deſtroy 

And bar thoſe Pleaſures, which they can't enjoy: 

Our blooming Years, more ſprightly, and more gay, 

By Nature were deſign d for Love an 2 

Youth knows 30 Check, but leaps weak Virtue's Fence, 

And briskly hunts the noble Chaſe of Senſe: — 

Without dull Thinking we Enjoyment trace, i 

And call that lawful, vhatſoe er does pleaſe. Oldh. Ovid. 
Beauty and Youth are frail: their Charms will ſoon de- 

Their Luſtre fades as rouling Years increaſe; (cay, 

And Age {till triumphs o'er the ruin'd Face: 

This Truth the fair, but ſhort-liv'd, Lilly ſhows, 

And Prickles, that ſurvive the faded Roſe : 

Learn, K Boy; be with Inſtruction wiſe; 

Beauty and Vouth miſpent are paſt Advice: 

Then cultivate thy Mind with Wit and Fame: 


—— — 


Thoſe laſting Charms ſurvive the fun ral Flame. Dryd. Ovid. 


5 
ZIMR I 
A Man fo various, that he ſeem'd to be 
ot one, but all Mankind's Epitome: 
stiff in Opinions, always in the Wrong; 


Was ev'ry Thing by Starte, and nothing long : n 
| ue, 


. OT TS 


2 
But, in the Courſe of one revolving Moon.. 
Was Fiddler, Chymiſt, Stateſman and Buffon: 
Then all for Women, Painting, Rh * — Drinking, fuß 
Beſides ten thouſand Freaks obey Ao in vinking. 7 N 
Bleſs d Madman, who ore ev'ry Hour 1859 5 fog | 
With- ſomerhing new to-wifh,” or to no i 0M 
Praifing and ralling were rn uſual Themes, 25 f 
And both, to mer his Jud gment, in Exrreams : "ul 
So over violent, or over civil, * 
That ev'ry Man, with him, was GO or Devil: 2 
In ſquand'ring "Wealth was his peculiar Art; 30 
— went unrewarded, bur Deſert: © 1 

Be by Fools, whom till he found too late: 7 1 N 
He 2d bis] eſt, and they had his Eftage. - vol 
He haugh'd imſelf from! Court; then ſought. Relief - 16 
50 forming Parties, but cou'd ne er be Chief: 1 - 10 
us, wicked but in Will, of Means bereſt. 
left not Faction, but of that was left, Dr. Ab & Ad 
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